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CHAPTER  I. 


"  It  \s  the  night !  from  hr  and  near  the  band 

Of  revellen  are  gathered,  clad  in  smiles ; 
Within  the  lighted  hall,  the  gay  groups  sUnd, 

Ranged  for  the  merry  dance  in  glittering  files ; 
While  flatteij's  tongue  is  whispering  in  her  ear. 
Those  strains  that  woman's  heart  too  well  dulights  to  hear.*' 
Mat.  CoKvwELL  Baron  Wilsom. 

It  was  night — night  in  one  of  the  most 

beautiful  cities  of   the  world!      The  bright 

moonlight  fell  alike  upon  the  low  white  cottage 

and  the    gilded    domes  of   spacious    palaces, 

blending  all   into  one  glorious  whole.     The 

loveliness  of  the    scene — its    tranquillity — its 

vastness — would  have  been  almost    heavenly, 

but  for  the  glad  peals  of  girlish  laughter  that 
vor..  L  B 
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0Oiiiided  at  inteiTflls  from  a  stately  Palaz^, 
aad  floated  on  the  still  air  ;  or  the  momentary 
jmpeatanoe  of  some  wearied  reveller,  who, 
eaeaping  from  the  crowded  ball-room.  Bought 
the  quiet  of  thai  marble  balc(my,  and  the 
flobdued  glory  of  the  moonlight,  instead  of 
the  wild  glittering  of  a  thousand  lamps. 
Ooearionally,  too,  might  be  heard  the  &i  off 
sweetness  of  those  well  known  strains,  at  the 
sound  of  which  we  spring  involuntarily  up, 
aad  whose  echo  is  the  beating  of  light  feet 
upon  the  marble  floor,  and  then  again  b31  is 
silence ;  until  the  outgushing  of  a  rich  melo- 
dious voice  reminded  you  that  you  were  in 
Italy,  for  it  is  there  only  that  such  voices  are 
to  be  heard. 

But  let  us  penetrate  into  the  interior  of  this 
festal  palace.  The  roof  of  the  apartment  was 
low — the  rafters  heavily  carved  and  richly 
gilt ;  from  which,  suspended  by  massive  chains, 
hung  long  rows  of  shaded  lamps,  shedding 
a  mellowed  light  on  the  forms  and  faces  that 
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flitted  benettth  them.  The  walls  were  oma* 
mented  with  pictures,  and  hung  with  rich  br<>- 
cada^  terniumtitig  at  iotervak  with  one  of 
tboee  d^p  recesees  which  are  the  very  loul 
of  a  ball-room.  No  ooe  who  gazed  long 
together  on  that  brilliant  crowd  wotdd  ever 
agaiii  wonder  at  the  siiperioritj  of  the  paintera 
of  IlaJy,  Mid  the  impeasioned  beauty  of  her 
fioets;  li Ting  aa  they  do  in  the  very  centre 
of  tmiiiiratiou.  The  e^qui^te  grouping 
— ^tbe  eomtant  study  of  fine  ocnmtenances 
— tlie  flashing  of  eplendid  eyes  ever  before 
thctn,  cannot  fail  to  CTCate  a  love  for,  and  lead 
to  perfection  in  an  art  in  wliich  they  have 
litlherto  been  uncqnaUed,  and  will  rc4iiain 
eg  while  the  beauty  of  their  countrywomen, 
oontinuea  to  exert  \u  influence  over  their 
hiwrta  and  imaginationa 

In  one  of  the  reoesaes  before  mentioned,   sat 

n  yotdsg  girl,  apparently  scarcely  sixteen*     She 

waa  isAer  below  the  middle  size,   and  slightly 

fbtuied,   with  hands  and   feet  m  exquisitely 

n  3 
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mmtH  thti  Ibejr  feemed  made  rmther  £o^  otdmt 
OKSt  thsa  VMt^  Her  bair,  whkh  was  of  the 
IMlett  gioldy  abided  a  forehead  of  each  exceed^ 
iflg  tmrmm,  that  the  traeerj  of  eadi  blue  vem 
could  be  fiftinetly  aeen,  and  fell  in  waTing 
corli  iifMn  her  ivorjr  diouldera  She  wore  a 
white  rob^  girded  around  her  slender 
by  a  guriden  xone,  and  looped  up  the  arms 
with  daiipa  of  the  tame  material.  Her  features 
were  small  and  beantifiil,  but'  without  mudi 
expreanon^  and  the  whole  contour  of  her  face, 
together  with  the  gentle  tenderness  of  her  deep 
blue  eyes,  characterized  her  .as  one  of  those 
hmngif  who  are  occasionally  to  be  met  with  in 
tlic  worlil;  and  whose  confiding  timidity — 
whose  very  helplessness  (an  endearing  quality 
in  woman,)  induces  them  to  adopt  the  view8, 
and  ifleas,  be  they  what  they  may,  of  those  on 
whi>sc  guidance  and  protection  they  are  thrown. 
A  fearful  responsibility  rests  uix)n  the  counsel- 
lor— the  friend — the  lover  of  such  as  Ippolita 
Venanzio !  And  who  was  hers?  To  whose  voice 
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did  fihc  listen  as  to  an  omele  ?  In  ivhosc  exiit* 
ence  wm  her  own  bound  up,  either  fur  good*  or 
.  Itir  evil  Y  Watch  tlic  languid  expressioD  of  her 
nsyeif  as  she  lif^  them  to  the  face  of  her 
ocanpanion,  and  then  suddenly  cells'  ihem  to 
tiieir  snowy  lidsaa  she  li^tene  with  rapt  atten- 
tiou  to  his  earneat  wlii^penk  II  k  the  genius 
of  her  future  destiny  I  The  libertine  I  Tlic  com- 
fKinton  of  the  most  depraved  of  a  gay  and  licen- 
tiOfBa  Court  It  is  Niceolo  Ferrautel  And 
yet  the  young  gir!  is  as  safe  from  eontainioa- 
tion,  ns  if  she  mi  at  tlie  feet  of  bcr  confessor ; 
her  innocence  J  and  hii*  love,  arc  her  protection. 
For  who  could  look  uix»n  tlmt  elnksis  face  and 
liarbour  one  imptire  thought  ? 

Tiliau  6  portrait  of  Ario6tD  might  *^ave 
stood  vrcll  for  that  of  Nioculo  FeiTante ;  there 
waa  the  iame  lolly  forehead  a  little  bald,  the 
MmIc  eurling  hair  behindp  and  correspond  inf^ 
hmti  opofi  a  jutting  chin,  the  same  ecornfidly 
dmied  browi  above  the  dark  bright  eyes»  tlae 
ronan  noee^  the  lip  eloquently  moulded,  dis* 


be  sfemyuaed  to  tJkmpim  tfe  wfBAtd  &oe  cf  dbe 
deidee » ke kneeb ■!  ■■iil^  —liiiiwi  ooft kis 
aoul  in  pnjer.  Afl  tkiicMeniHfto  tfe 
tatioDsof  myo—gaBJfnitir  giil, 

hk.  And  110  wonder  if  witkkbU^  iDtdlecii 
«nd  sinnge  bentf,  ^ppoGta  kid  tM^  kenelf 
to  wonluqp  hiniy  imtliemi  m  aunt  Iksn  m  nmn; 
«nd  trust  in  Um  as  die  trusted  in  Hesftn! 

Leuii^  i^idnst  one  of  die  mnUe  piDan^ 
with  Iier  eyes  wandering  fieqnenthr  towaids 
the  young  loTers^  of  wImbi  we  IviTe  attempted 
to  give  a  fiunt  deaeription,  stood  a  joni^  giiL 
Her  dress,  like  tkat  of  ^tpolita^  was  wkoUy 
without  oniament,  Iwit  beiog  compoeed  of  the 
«ilerials»  ieU  in  graceful  folds  around 
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her  taU,  magnifieent  figure.  Her  hair,  a  dark 
glossy  browo,  was  parted  back  and  confined  by 
a  long  silver  pin,  leaving  the  whole  of  her  pale, 
and  dassidd  features  fullj  exposed.  And 
there  was  an  expression  ci  deep  anguish  upon 
them  which  she  strove  in  vain  to  conceaL 

By  her  side,  but  wholly  unobserved  by  her, 
stood  the  slight  and  withered  form  of  an  old 
man,  whos^  yellow,  dirunken  features,  offered 
a  vivid  contrast  to  the  youthful  loveliness  of 
hers.  He  seemed  a  blot  upon  the  fair  scene  in 
which  he  mingled,  and  yet  many  a  bright  eye 
smiled  upon  him  as  he  past,  and  forgot  his  age, 
and  infirmities,  when  they  called  to  mind  his 
boundless  wealth.  His  keen  grey  eyes  were 
rivetted  on  the  object  of  his  admiration,  with  a 
species  of  fascination,  and  followed  her  fre- 
quent glances  towards  the  recess  which  con« 
tained  the  enamoured  Ferrante,  with  ill  dis- 
guised rage. 

^*  Beatrice,"^  said  he  at  length. 
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The  jouag  girl  started,  nod  a  famt  colour 
£tote  into  lier  pole  diedc 

**  Toil  are  not  veU,"  said  the  old  man  oom- 
paasicNiately  regaidmg  her  trembling  fann. 
-  **  I  fear  I  am  not,"'  replied  Beatrice  m  a 
wimper,  while  the  unnatiiral  compoeiire  of  her 
mannero,  the  forced  indiffercoce  of  her  eyes* 
melted  away  at  the  sound  of  a  kind  voice, 
and  she  burst  into  a  passionate  flood  of 
tean* 

The  Count  Moncini  drew  her  unr^istingly 
towaxda  one  of  the  recesees,  who^  hallowed 
privacy  waa  never  before  perhaps  taken  ad- 
vantage of  by  such  an  ill  matched  pair.  And 
ejttingimhiDgj  as  if  by  aecidcnty  the  silver 
lampi  which  illaminated  it,  placxKl  her  upon 
one  of  the  eilken  couched^  and  seated  himself  in 
silence  by  her  side* 

Beatrice  continued  weeping  for  a  few  mo* 
ments  umutemipted  by  her  companion;  he 
knew  too  well  the  balm  and  luxury  tliat  tears 
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¥ 


mre  to  die  yoimg*  and  waited  patiently  for  her 
to  regain  her  compomire 

'*  CifUDi  Mouclni,^  aaid  she  at  lengtht  "  this 
irr^reaeible  boiit  of  grief  id  no  enigma  to  jou. 
You  are  my  father's  best  friend,  and  withaut 
doubi  he  has  told  you  everything." 

**  He  haa,"  replied  tJie  Count,  "  but  it  ii 
well,  Bimtrice,  timt  your  agitation  wai  unob* 
served,  it  might  have  awoke — or*  rather*  con- 
firmed sufpicion*  Hie  safety  hang^  on  a 
thmul/' 

^  Oh  God  !^  eaid  the  girl  clasping  her  hands 
together  and  beginning  to  weep  airesk  **  And 
yet  it  is  a  hard  trial  I  He  made  me  come  here 
to-nighti  and  bid  me  enter  into  the  fegtivitiej) 
i)f  the  scene,  with  a  gaiety  which  should  con- 
^riiiee  the  moet  sceptical,  that  nathing  had 
ooenrred.  And  I  have  obeyed  him — I  have 
iung  my  merriest  ^ngi,  and  danced  all  the 
evening-  I  liave  laughed  every  time  I  met 
the  gas^e  of  an  earnest  ey6p  And  none  who 
beard  me-^wfao  looked  upon  me,  eoold  have 
B  5 
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dreamed  thatmy  fiither  was  a  rained  manl— 
But  foigiYe  me,  my  fnend,  I  shall  be  better 
now  that  my  feelings  have  found  vent — now 
that  the  tears  which  almost  blinded  me  have 
been  allowed  to  flow." 

^  It  is  a  pity  that  such  bright  eyes  as 
yours,  Beatrice,  should  ever  have  their  lustre 
dimmed  by  tears,"  said  the  Count  in  a  voice 
which,  carefiilly  modulated  as  it  was,  sounded 
harshly  in  the  ears  of  his  companion.  *^  It 
will  be  a  fearful  change,"  he  added  after  a 
pause,"  to  pass  at  once  from  a  circle  of  which 
you  form  the  acknowledged  ornament,  into  a 
life  of  obscurity  and  gloom,  nay  perhaps  of 
absolute  poverty." 

**  I  fear  not  for  myself,"  replied  Beatrice ; 
*^  you  wrong  me,  Moncini,  if  you  think  that 
this  grief  is  occasioned  by  one  selfish  thought. 
It  is  for  my  fiither  that  my  heart  is  wrung — 
for  him,  that  I  tremble  to  look  forward  into 
the  future.  How  will  his  lofty  spirit  bear  the 
scorn,  or  at  best,  the  pity  of  his  friends.     And 
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iny  poor  brothers  too^  with  the  ciirae  of  poverty 
weighing  down  their  young  and  bounding 
hearts,  and  curbing  th^  wild,  ambitious 
dreams.    Oh  GodI  it  is  for  them  I  feelT 

*^  And  yet  all  this  misery  which  you  have 
so  eloquently  describedf  may  yet  be  ayerted," 
said  the  Count 

'^  But  how?^  interrupted  Beatrice,  with  the 
incredulous  impatience  of  despair.  **  Who  is 
there  rich  and  generous  enough,  to  rush  in 
between  my  father  and  his  doom  ?  It  was  but 
this  morning  when  I  offered  him  my  jewels, 
that  they  might  be  sold  along  with  other 
^-aliuibles,  that  he  told  me,  the  sum  which  the 
whole  would  produce,  would  be  of  as  little  use 
towards  repaying  his  enormous  debts,  as  a  vase 
of  water  flung  upon  a  raging  fire  T 

''And  yet  you  can  save  him  T  said  Moncini 
drawing  near  her  and  speaking  almost  in  a 
whisper. 

"  I— Oh  God !  what  would  I  not  do  I— what 
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iiorifice  ii  there  that  I  would  not  cheerfully 
make^  if  this  were  indeed  true ." 

**  Yea— it  would  be  a  sacrifice,^ — replied  the 
Count  thonghtftilly,  ^^  the  world  at  least  would 
deem  it  sa** 

^  Fear  not  that  I  shall  shrink  from  it,''  ex- 
claimed Beatrice,  eagerly,  **  only  tell  me  what 
I  am  to  do." 

The  old  man  bent  towards  her,  and  his  lips 
mored ;  but  at  that  instant  one  of  the  attendants 
pauaed  to  relight  the  lamp  before  the  place  in 
which  they  sat;  and  its  gleams  falling  on  his 
withered  face,  now  sharpened  into  feverish 
anxiety,  and  lighted  up  with  that  expression  so 
beautiful  in  youth,  but  sa  revolting  in  age, 
Beatrice  uttered  a  faint  cry,  and  the  whole 
truth  broke  over  her  at  once. 

•*  Where  would  you  go?"  asked  the  Count, 
feebly  attempting  to  detain  her, 

"  Any  where — I  shall  be  missed ;  my  absence 
will  create  wonder — it  may  be  suspicion.  Oh 
in  mercy  seek  not  to  detain  me  T 
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<<  Not  against  jour  wish,  Beatriee,"  said  the 
old  man,  relinquiahing  her  hand ;  and  a  few 
moments  afterwards  he  stood  with  folded  arms, 
and  compressed  lips,  watching  her  tall  noble 
figure,  as  she  glided  swifUj  through  the  grace- 
ful dance,  or  listening  to  the  low  echo  of  her 
wild  unnatural  laughter. 

''  A  sacrifice  indeed  T  murmured  Moncini  to 
himself.  *'  She  is  a  magnificent  creature  I 
And  jet  gold  is  so  powerful  a  talisman ;  and 
poverty,  poverty  tp  the  proud  so  bitter  a  curse, 
so  that  I  have  no  fears." 

Towards  the  ei.d  of  the  evening,  as  Beatrice 
e>tood  with  her  arm  in  that  of  one  of  the  proud- 
est ladies  in  the  land,  wiuting  the  arrival  of 
the  carriage  which  was  to  convey  her  home, 
and  thinking  how  her  haughty  protectress 
would  have  shrank  from  her,  could  she  hav-e 
guessed  the  ruin  which  hung  over  her  house. 
Ippolita  passed  leaning  on  the  arm  of  Ferrante, 
who  was  carefully  enveloping  her  slight  form, 
in  a  rich  ermine  mantle,  while  her  father  walk- 
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edl  on  the  otlier  ekle  of  hef,  coaveriing  gaily 
with  his  youthful  companions. 

Beatrice  bent  eagerly  forward  as  they  passed. 

"  How  beautiful  1**  ehe  munnured  half  un- 
consciously,   while  a  deep  sigh  eacnped  her. 

**  Beautiful  indeed,"  cclioed  her  comimnion, 
"  his  face  always  reminds  me  of  a  fine  old 
picturcj  but  certainly  not  the  picture  uf  a 
saint* 

"*  I  was  tlunkijig  of  the  lady  who  was  with 
him,"  replied  Beatrice  with  a  slight  blufilL 

"  Ippolita  Venanzio ;  yes,  her  features  are 
regular,  and  her  eyes  like  Parma  violets,  yet 
nhe  is  but  a  chlldj  both  in  thought  and  fomi ; 
no  mind — no  intellect ;  I  wonder  what  a  being 
so  ftdl  of  passion  and  enthusiasiUy  as  Niccolo 
Ferrantc^  can  eee  in  her*" 

"  PrecL^ly  what  you  find  fault  with/*  re- 
plied Beatrice  with  a  sigh,  '*  her  gentleness,  her 
pliability  of  diBposition,  will  constitute  her 
greatcijt  charm,  and  her  love  and  veneration 
will  make  her  worthy  of  him*'* 
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^  TIlii  18  bad  n$somxig/*  replied  her  com- 
panion with  a  laugh,  **  the  veneration  should  in 
s  measure  be  mutual,  or  it  may  on  the  ride  of 
the  worshipped  degenerate  into  contempt  for 
the  blind  idoUtry  of  the  worshipper." 

^  And  jet,^  pendsted  Beatrice,  **  the  purest 
and  holiest  feelings  of  which  the  human  heart 
is  capable,  are  founded  on  such  a  basis.** 

^^  Ah,  now  Beatrice,  we  are  mingling  earthly 
and  heavenly  things  too  much  together ;  our  love 
for  the  creature  Qannot  be  compared  to  the 
adoration  which  we  feel  towards  the  creaton*' 

The  yoimg  girl  averted  her  head,  and  her 
heart  smote  her  for  the  wild  abandonment  of 
its  worship. 

^At  any  rate,"*  continued  her  companion, 
^^  whether  Ferrante  gets  tired  of  his  pret^ 
plaything  or  not,  the  experiment  is  a  dangerous 
one.  Ippolita  is  not  like  us  worldlings, 
Beatrice,  who  know  just  how  much  faith  to  put 
in  n^en's  vows.    She  will  doubtless  believe  in 
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the  tnith  of  every  one  of  his  low^  impasnoned 
whispersy  aa  religiously  as  she  belieTes  in 
heaven;  and  the  consequence  will  be  the 
sacrifice  of  her  peace  at  least." 

**  Ferrante  loves  her,  and  she  is  safe,"  said 
Beatrice. 

**  But  how  do  you  know  that  he  loves  her, 
Beatrice?" 

*'  Hush  r  said  the  young  girl,  suddenly 
presong  the  arm  on  which  she  leant,  ^*  he  is 
heref 

At  that  moment  Ferrante,  having  taken 
leave  of  his  com^mions,  returned  alone  and 
approached  die  place  where  they  stood. 

"  You  know  him  then  ?"  said  the  lady 
with  some  curiosity,  watching  the  radiant 
smile  which  lighted  up  the  pale  countenance  of 
Beatrice,  as  she  met  his  gaze. 

"  He  is  my  oousm,"  replied  Beatrice  proudly. 
And  she  had  reason  to  be  proud  of  her  relsr 
tionship  to  the  gifted  and  admired  Ferrante, 
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even  then,  when  the  day-etar  of  his  future 
glory  was  as  jet  shrouded  from  the  eyes  of  the 
world ! 

"  You  must  have  thought  my  conduct  very 
i»trange,  and  unkind,''  said  Ferrante  drawing 
her  a  little  apart,  and  speaking  in  his  peculi- 
arly sweet  voice,  '^  not  to  have  approached  you 
all  the  evening,  but  the  truth  is — *    . 

"  That  you  were  better  engaged,"  inter- 
rupted Beatrice  with  a  laugh  that  had  more  of 
bitterness  than  mirth  in  it. 

Ferrante  bit  his  lip. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  hraghuig^*  ha  eon* 
tinned  gravely,  **  it  was  the  fear  of  disturbing 
you  in  the  line  of  conduct  which  your  firmness 
and  good  sense  marked  out  to  you,  as  being  the 
safest  and  best,  which  kept  me  apart  at  a  time 
when  you  so  much  need  the  support  of  all 
your  friends.  Thanks  to  your  well  assumed 
gaiety,  Beatrice,  I  do  not  believe  that  there  is 
a  single  being  who  suspects  what  has  happened ; 
or  even  if  they  before  thought  something  must 
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Ituvu  gillie  wrong,  this  evening  has  fully  con- 
viuui:il  thiiiii  how  unlikely  it  was.*' 

'•  AihI  you,"  said  Beatrice,  breathlessly, 
**  Uiiw  ilUl  you  learn  the  dreadful  truth?" 

**  \l  tlie  gambling  house  within  an  hour 
ulii:r  yourfathor  quitted  it" 

'•  NiiuioliS,"  said  the  young  girl,  laying  her 
liiiMil  upuii  Ills  ami,  and  looking  anxiously  into 
Ilia  luoo,  wliilo  all  her  own  individual  fears  were 
I'mih*^^*'!^  i<'  1^^^^  ^"^^^^^  ^^^  ^^^"^  **  Niccolo,  that 
n'H«  MO  pln^H^  f^^^  y^^^h  promise  me  that  you  will 
Mill  |4ti  llioiv  ugiuiu** 

**  lm|ui»«iMo  I  (^\o  must  occmaonally  shew 
uu«m«^lt  «il  Miol)  )\liii\'«  ;  iHit  \\Hi  wrao^  me  my 
•wool  H%mMvuh\  if  WW  think  ii  is  the  Iotc  of 
|»k\  0^*^i  ^H^^U  w^  ^J^'^^    Ti.^  w^  thcw  can  be 

\\\\\'W  s\\\^  mM^^)  4^H^i  ii^lirtkvt  ai^  w^rar  called 
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men  herd,  or  to  the  followers  of  the  royal 
imbecile,  for  whom  they  were  invented" 

^*  But  my  father,"  Baid  the  yomig  girl  dc- 
spondingly. 

**  Forgive  me  my  cousin,  but  what  can  I  do 
for  him  or  for  you  ?" 

At  that  moment  an  impatient  voice  summon- 
ed Beatrice  away. 

^*  Niccolo,  I  cannot  answer  you  to-night,  I 
cannot  even  think.  But  come  to  me  id  the 
morning,  and  we  will  consult  together  on  what 
is  best  and  wisest  to  be  done." 

**  Farewell  then  until  to-morrow,"  whispered 
Ferrante.  And  Beatrice  as  she  flung  herself 
into  the  carriage  beside  her  impatient  com- 
panion, murmured  to  herself  with  a  feeling 
nearly  akin  to  happiness. 

^  Whatever  happens,  at  least  I  shall  see  him 
again !" 
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CHAPTER  n. 


"  Alas  for  earthly  joj,  and  hope,  and  love, 
ThuB  ilrickeii  down,  even  in  their  holiest  hour ; 
What  deep,  heart-wringing  anguish  must  they  prove 
Who  live  to  weep  the  blasted  tree  and  flower ! 

Oh  I  woe,  deep  woe,  tu  earthly  lovers  fond  trust  !** 

Mri.  Embcay. 


Count  Riccardi,  the  father  of  that  Bea- 
trice to  whom  our  readers  have  ahready  been 
introduced,  was  one  of  those  characters,  which 
are  perhaps  only  to  be  met  with  in  Italy.  His 
whole  life  might  be  taken  as  an  illustration  of 
the  national  peculiarities  of  his  countrymen, 
the  yearnings  after  wealth  and  honour — the 
passionate  attachments — the  reckless    despair 
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wtiidi  follows  their  dksolution — the  abandon- 
ment of  the  senfleB — the  nerveless  and  power- 
leas  ehrinking  back  from  a  deserved  and  inevt^ 
table  doom*  He  waa  nominaUy  s  merchant, 
but  in  our  country  he  would  have  been  looked 
upon  as  a  banker  ;  and  the  immense  revenuea 
which  pasaed  through  his  li&nda,  or  remained 
with  him  upon  trust,  gave  him  a  consequenoe 
id  the  ejes  of  the  world,  euch  as  wealth  011I7 
cau  bestow, 

Biccardi  married  when  very  young,  but 
ndther  the  cares  of  the  world,  or  the  accumu- 
UtioB  of  riches^  which  ia  believed  to  deaden  ao 
completely  all  the  wanner  feelings  of  the  heart* 
bad  power  to  lessen  his  attachment  towards  the 
partner  of  his  youthful  choice.  An  afiection 
founded  on  esteem  is  generally  iMtbig,  hut 
Jiiliii  Riecardi,  in  addition  to  her  aweet  temper, 
and  gentle  forbearance  it  may  be  in  conse- 
quence of  them,  for  after  all  there  is  no  cos- 
metic like  a  cheerful  and  even  spirit,  contrived 
to  retain  likewise  aU  her  youthful  beauty^  and 
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frcBlmess ;  and  few  who  saw  her  slight,  grace- 
ful form,  and  fair  face,  by  the  side  of  Beatrice's 
prematurely  developed  figure,  and  fine  claagical 
features^  would  have  believed  it  possible  that 
flhe  could  be  the  mother  of  thjit  magnificent 
creature^  but  would  rather  have  taken  her  for 
an  elder  sistcn  Perhaps  it  was  some  feelings 
of  thia  nature  which  alwaya  prompted  the 
Scnor  Ricoirdi,  although  justly  proud  of  hia 
beautiful  daughter,  to  let  her  appear  as  seldom 
as  possible,  in  public,  with  her  youthful  motlier, 
who,  aecorapanied  only  by  her  youngest  cliil- 
dren*  two  finCj  high  spirited  boys,  poseessLng 
all  her  beauty  and  vivacity,  might  well  have 
piieed  for  the  wife  but  of  a  few  years*  Julia 
hei'self  however  wae  incapable  of  any  such 
feelings;  and  her  love  for  her  daughter  wa^ 
returned  by  Beatrice  almost  with  idolatry. 

Those  hours  which  inighi  otherwise  perhaps 
have  hung  heavily,  wei*c  passcil  by  the  young 
girl  b  tlie  society  of  her  cousin  Ferrante. 
Sometimes  she  read  with  him,  catching  tran- 
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sient  gEmpses  of  his  high  thoughts,  or  wonder- 
iug  at  the  mighty  graap  of  hm  giant  iutellect. 
Or  at  other*,  ahe  would  join  him  in  a  game  of 
rompft,  with  hii  little  sister  Mariamid,  until  the 
philoeopher-^-the  theorist — the  poet — became 
lost  in  the  wild  and  playful  boj^  and  the 
brow  which  ehe  had  watched  so  anxiously, 
pal^  and  contracted  with  deep  thought,  the 
lips  which  had  trembled  with  feverish  excite^ 
ment,  broke  into  smiles,  and  parted  in  the  very 
aoul  of  mirth,  diepUyiug  the  whit43  glittering 
teeth  beyond. 

Ti\Tien  her  father  yielded  at  length  to  the 
repeated  entreaties  of  his  wife^  and  IiIb  own 
innate  ienae  of  justice^  and  intrtjduced  her  to 
tliat  world  where  the  rumour  of  his  boundleei 
wealtli,  and  her  own  beauty,  made  her  sure  of 
a  favourable  reception,  she  entered  into  ita 
intoxicating  pleasures  with  the  excitement 
of  a  joufiiful  and  ardent  spirit,  nor  could  all 
the  aarcasms  of  FerrantCj  who  saw  through  ita 
hollowness  at  a  glance,  and  ridiculed  it  with  a 
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fearlcBi!  and  bitter  contempt,  tear  away  the 
glittering  veil  from  her  eyes,  for  did  she  not 
enjoy  it  with  him?  Was  it  not  his  voioe, 
whether  lifted  up  in  mirth  or  satire,  and  the 
cousciousuese  of  being  the  confidant  of  all  bia 
thoughts  and  feelings  which  made  up  the 
illusion  ?  Poor  Beatrice  !  thine  was  no  isolated 
dream  I  It  is  that  of  thousands,  we  might 
almost  say  of  all,  and  we  deceive  oiir&elves 
when  we  think^  that  we  decorate  our  persons, 
arrange  the  flowers  amidst  our  flowing  tres&es, 
or  bind  tlie  flufihiiig  gems  ujxjn  our  browa  to 
please  or  dazzle  a  multituda  Let  each  consult 
the  depth  of  her  own  heart,  and  she  will 
find  thercj  the  hoj>e  scarcely  breathed  even  to 
ourselves^  the  vain  longings  or  tlie  blissful 
consciousness,  that  "  Ae  will  be  there!  The 
otie  for  whom  alone  we  dress  and  smOe,  often 
alas,  how  vainly  I" 

What  a  vague  sense  of  loneliness  came  over 
ttie  mind  of  Beatrice  the  first  time  she  found 
licrself  unaccompanied  by  Fcrrante*     Was  the 
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mass  of  moving  figures^  this  blaze  of  gorgeous 
lighty  and  eternal  repetition  of  sweet  sounds, 
the  place  which  but  one  night  before,  she  had 
playfully  persisted  in  calling  an  earthly  elysium. 
Or  was  it  that  the  enchanter  was  absent,  whose 
magic  touch  turned  everything  into  bright- 
ness? 

"  How  pale  and  dispirited  you  look,  my  sweet 
Beatrice,"  said  her  mother  anxiously,  on  her 
return  home. 

"  Do  I?"  said  the  young  girl,  flinging  herself 
listlessly  upon  a  couch  by  the  open  casement, 
and  leaning  her  head  upon  her  hand. 

'^  Has  anytliing  happened  to  annoy  you?" 
enquired  the  Senora. 

"  Nothing  indeed,  my  dear  mother,"  replied 
Beatrice,  looking  up  with  a  languid  smile. 
^<  Everything  was  just  as  usual,  but  Niccol6 
was  not  there." 

Her  mother  started,  and  the  tears  rushed 
into  her  beautiful  eyes,  as  she  fixed  them  on 
the  thoughtful  face  of  har  child;  who,  uncon- 

VOL.    I.  c 
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ecioua  of  the  import  of  what  she  had  uttered, 
was  uncllttpu^  the  massive  bracelets  from  her 
slender  arms ;  but  as  she  looked  up  and  caught 
her  mother's  earnest  gaze,  Beatrice  blushed 
deeply,  although  she  scarcely  knew  why. 

**  This  is  not  the  time  either  for  warning,  or 
admonition,"  thought  the  Senora  as  she  pressed 
her  lips  upon  the  white  brow  of  her  daughter; 
"  if  without  awakening  her  to  the  knowledge 
of  her  own  feelings,  I  can  change  their  danger- 
ous tendency,  all  may  yet  be  well." 

Beatrice,  instead  of  undressing  herself 
leant  idly  from  the  window,  and  as  her  gaze 
rested  on  the  moonlight  scenery  around,  her 
mind  went  back  to  its  former  thoughts. 

**  How  strange  it  was  that  Niccol6  should 
be  absent,"  murmured  the  young  girl ,  **  for 
the  whole  evening  too.  And  it  is  evident  that 
he  is  not  yet  returned,  for  all  is  still  dark  in 
his  little  study,  where  he  consumes  the  night 
in  toil,  and  I  fear  injures  his  own  health ;  I 
sometimes  wish  he  could  be  persuaded  to  sleep 
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like  other  people^  hut  then  perlmpa  he  would 
beoome  lika  them,  and  be  as  cold  and  pa^sbnless* 
After  aU,  night  is  the  onlj  time  he  has,  he  ib  so 
much  flought" 

At  thb  moment  the  bell  of  a  neighbouring 
convent  proclaimed  the  midnight  hour.  It 
was  verj  late,  but  Beatrice  did  not  feel  inclmed 
for  Bleeps  eo  ihe  quietly  pursued  her  medita- 
tions. 

'*  I  wonder  whether  it  U  true  that  Ferrante 
keeps  such  had  company  ae  they  say  he  doca  ? 
Whether  he  can  bend  his  high  spirit  to  becuine 
the  eompanian  of  profligacy  and  vice  ?  It  can 
!iardly  be  I  think,  and  yet  I  cannot  Bummon 
courage  to  question  him,  although  certain  of 
bearing  nothing  but  the  truth.  I  could  not 
bear  to  think  him  \ms  faultless." 

At  that  moment  a  shadow  paased  over  the 
moonlit  ground,  and  Beatrice  recognised 
without  difficulty  the  object  of  her  meditations* 

**  Niccol6  I"  said  she  very  softly. 

Fen-ante  looked  suddenly  up,  and  the  light 
c  3 


28  THE  PRICE  OF  FAXB. 

as  he  did  so  fell  full  upon  his  flusbed,  and  ani- 
mated countenance,  but  there  was  an  expres- 
sion on  it  which  Beatrice  had  never  witnessed 
before. 

'^  Shan  I  tell  you  of  what  you  remind  me, 
my  sweet  cousin?"  said  he  guly. 

^^  Something  strange,  by  your  smile." 
*^  Something  diyine,  by  my  adoration,"  refdied 
Ferrante  with  mock  reverence,  whfle  Beatrice 
felt  her  heart  bum  at  the  conviction,  that  even 
in  jest  he  knelt  to  her.  ^^  It  is  of  heaven — 
not  heaven  in  theory,  but  in  its  palpable  love- 
liness. Your  dark  hair  must  pass  for  night — 
the  gems  interwreathed  in  it  glitter  like  stars — 
and  your  voice  is  the  music  of  the  spheres. 
Beatrice,  I  swear  to  you  in  sober  reality,  that 
I  never  saw  but  one  whom  I  thought  half  as 
beautiful" 

"  And  that  one,"  enquired  the  young  girl 
eagerly.     "  Do  I  know  her?" 

"  Not  yet,  but  you  shall ;    I  shall  not  be 
happy  until  I  have  made  you  love  her  as  I  do." 
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Beatrice  feU  suffocated^  she  breathed  heavily^ 
anJ  the  cold  dropa  stood  upon  her  damp  brow  ; 
but  before  she  could  summon  voice  enough  to 
speak  again^  Ferrante  had  kissed  his  hand  to 
her,  and  warning  her  ag^nst  remaining  longer 
in  the  night  air,  passed  rapidly  from  her  sight 
Beatrice  closed  the  casement;,  and  flinging  her- 
self upon  the  couch,  dressed  as  she  was,  burst 
into  a  wild  and  passionate  agony  of  grief.  The 
veil  had  been  rent  away  at  last,  and  she  only 
awoke  to  the  consciousness  of  her  wasted  and. 
undying  affection — time  enough  to  weep. 

"  Love  her  I"  exclaimed  the  young  girl 
vehemently.  *^  Love  this  beauty — this  divi- 
mty !  No  ;  whoever  she  is  I  hate — I  abhor 
her !  Oh,  would  that  she  were  dead  !  or  that 
he  had  never  seen  her  I" 

It  was  many  hours  before  the  wild  emotion 
of  her  heart  yielded  to  the  deadening  influence 
of  that  sense  of  weariness,  which  succeeds  a 
first  grief;  when  we  cry  ourselves  to. sleep, 
like  children,  and  wake  and  wonder  to  see  the 
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tracer  of  ou?  taars.  Wlien  Beatrice  again 
opened  Iier  eyes,  the  firet  faint  etreak  of  day-  . 
light  was  struggling  with  tlie  darkness,  and  she  H 
gazed  around  die  gloomy  apartment,  with  that 
vague  feeling  of  unea^ineaa  with  wbicli  we 
awake  from  a  feverish  dream ;  and  tlien  pass- 
ing her  hands  over  her  long  jewelled  hair,  the 
3tmngcnc«s  of  her  having  slept  with  it  thu% 
and  the  remarks  to  which  it  had  given  rise, 
flashed  suddenly  over  her  mind.  She  arose 
elowly,  and  holding  back  the  mtishn  curtmns, 
gazed  ou  the  far  horizon,  with  its  faint  golden 
atrcak^  and  the  little  larnp^  by  the  light  off 
which  Ferrante  was  wont  to  toil,  glimmering 
out  through  the  dusky  gloom  of  the  morning 
like  a  Btar  of  hope.  ^ 

'^  How  foolishly  I  have  been  tormenting  my-  " 
self,"  thought  Beatrice.  *'  If  Niccolo  reaUj 
loved  he  would  he  thiuking  of  the  object  of 
Aat  attachment,  as  I  have  thought  of  him; 
and  not  pouring  over  his  favourite  atudiea  with 
w  inteneity  that  hinders  him  even  from  per- 
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ceiving  the  warning  %htof  day.  I  must  chide 
him  for  this  to-morrow^"  and  letting  fall  the 
curtain,  she  finished  undressing,  and  retired  to 
her  couch,  where  she  slept  until  the  usual  hour 
of  rising. 

**  I  wonder  whether  th^re  can  be  any  truth 
in  the  report  which  I  heard  last  night  of  your 
young  kinsman,  Niccold  Ferrante,*'  said  the 
Senora  Eiccardi,  as  they  sat  at  breakfast  the 
following  morning,  but  without  venturing  to 
look  at  Beatrice  while  she  spoke. 

"  To  what  report  do  you  allude  ?"  enquired 
her  husband,  ^'  for  there  ore  many  circulated 
about  him,  and  few,  I  believe,  much  to  his 
credit" 

**  But  this,  if  true,  will  go  far  to  refute  the 
others,"  continued  the  Senora,  speaking  with 
the  hesitating  slowness  of  one  who  felt  that  she 
was  about  to  inflict  a  sudden  blow  upon  a 
young,  and  trusting  heart,  and  who,  yet  shrank 
not  from  the  pain  of  her  self-imposed  task : 
'^  for    the  Marquis    Yenanzio    is  not    likely 


32  THE  PBICB  OF  FAME. 

to  heaUm  the  hand  of  his  only  child  apoo  a 
libertine.*' 

"  Niccolo  is  no  libertine !"  interrupted  her 
'laughter  with  sudden  energy. 

'^  That's  my  own  Beatrice,"  said  RiccariB, 
drawing  her  playftdly  towards  him.  *'  Speak 
up  for  your  absent  cousin,  who,  I  beUere,  with 
you,  not  to  be  one  tenth  part  so  bad  as  he  is 
made  out.  Niccolo  is  a  fine  high  spirited  hoj, 
and  take  my  word  for  it,  he  will  yet  outgrow 
all  his  youthful  irregularities,  and  become  the 
txmst  and  glory  of  his  country  1  I  may  not  live 
to  see  this  come  to  pass,  Beatrice,  but,  some 
day,  you  will  remember,  how  truly  your  father 
[irnphcMied  the  elevation  of  your  favourite." 

Ik*atrice  drew  his  hand  towards  her,  and  pres- 
sed it  affectionately  to  her  lips  ;  but  the  words 
of  her  mother,  coinciding  as  they  did  with  what 
had  imssed  the  evening  before,  haunted  her,  and 
dami>cd  the  pleasure  which  she  would  otherwise 
have  experienced,  in  listening  to  her  father's 
brilliant  anticipations  for  the  future. 
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■  After  all,'*  cootitiue*!  Kiceardi,  "  I  should 
wonderj  if  what  jou  ^iy,  my  dear  Jiilift 
truea  for  it  waa  but  the  atiier  evening, 
that  Veaanzio  spoke  very  highly  in  public  of 
the  youQg  Fermnte*  and  in  my  heart  I  honored 
him  for  it  It  ia  tlie  noblest  and  lK>ld0st  epirite 
vhich  axe  mmt  likely  to  be  dratvii  aside  from 
tiie  narrow  track  of  common  miod§ ;  but  there 
k  BO  fear  but  what  tlicy  will  idtiraately  r^ain 
the  right  path ;  and  the  v^ry  errora  of  sjuch  are 
better  worth  tracing,  than  tlie  tame  unswenmig 
career  of  passioalesd  mejiucrityp  I  ikir  tlmt 
yon,  Julia^  regartl  this  as  a  fal^e  kind  of 
reasoning  ; — ^but  what  say  a  my  Beatrice '/" 

Beatrice  however  waa  gone*  Unnoticed  by  all 
hot  iier  obaenrant  mother,  she  had  «tolen  quietly 
from  the  room^  and  was  indulging  in  the  silent 
luxury  of  thoae  tears,  which  aktne  ^ve  the 
biiriitiag  heart  front  sinking  beneath  the  weight 
of  it*  first  sorrow. 

The  Scnora  madti  no  remark  upon  the  pale 
theekt  and  altered  countenance  of  her  daughter, 
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when  they  met  again,  but  her  mfuiner  wasj  if 
posiible,  even  kinder  towards  her  than  ever. 
Beatrice  often  longed  to  throw  herself  into  her 
arms,  and  confess  every  thought  and  feeling 
of  her  soul,  but  a  bitter  sense  of  shaine  prevent- 
ed her ;  for  had  she  not  yielded  up  tlie  rich  gift 
of  her  affections  unsought  Next  to  her  lore, 
the  most  powcrfid  feeling  in  a  woman's  brc^t 
is  pride.  When  all  other  resources  failj  it  is 
this  which  bears  her  up  witli  a  strange  and 
supernatural  power ;  which  dries  the  tears  in 
her  aching  eyes,  and  teaches  her  rigid  lips  to 
relax  into  smiles  of  forced  composure  i  until 
gradually,  that  which  was  assumed  with  a 
mental  exertion  almost  incredible,  becomes 
natural  and  habitual,  and  the  mind  recovers  its 
calmness^  at  the  sacrifice  perhaps  of  some  of 
the  finest  feelings  of  our  nature.  Thus  it  was 
with  Beatrice  Riccardi;  none  suspected — ^not 
even  her  fond  mother,  the  fearful  struggle 
which  had  been  going  on  within  her  heart,  and 
which  had  ended  iu  leaving  her  beautiful,  willi- 
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out  amnu^n,  and  youngs  without  the  slightest 
vestige  o^  that  fredmess,  and  joyousness  of 
feeling,  which  characterizes  the  youth  of  the 

Ferrante,  without  dreaHiing  of  the  cause,  had 
marked  the  sudden  change,  but  it  only  in- 
creased his  brotherly  affection  for  Beatrice,  into 
a  feeling  of  deeper  reverence,  as  he  saw  the 
ardent  and  passionate  girl,  gradually  transform- 
ed into  the  cold  and  passionless  woman. 

What  served  more  than  anything  else  to 
prevent  the  mind  of  Beatrice,  from  dwelling 
much  on  its  own  bitter  musings,  was  the  sud- 
den and  dangerous  illness  of  her  young  brothers, 
which  happened  about  this  period.  Their 
disorder  was  pronounced  to  be  a  malignant 
fever,  and  Eiccardi,  half  frantic  at  the  danger 
which  theatened  his  beloved  wife,  who  by  a 
strange  fatality  seemed  the  only  member  of  the 
family  for  whom  he  had  any  fears,  vainly 
endeavoured  to  persuade  her  to  relinquish  her 
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post  by  the  bedside  of  her  children  to  her 
daughter  and  the  domestics. 

"  And  why  if  there  is  any  danger,  should 
our  beloved  Beatrice  alone  be  exposed  to  it  ?" 
asked  the  Senora  gently. 

The  father's  heart  smote  him  for  his  seeming 
cruelty,  and  drawing  his  child  towards  him  he 
pressed  his  lips  tenderly  on  her  pale  brow. 

"  Yes,  take  her  away,"  said  Beatrice  retium- 
ing  his  caresses.  "  Go  my  dear  mother  for  his 
sake — for  the  sake  of  poor  Carl  and  Luigi,  who 
will  live  to  need  your  maternal  love  and  care — 
for  me  it  matters  not !" 

These  few  words,  and  the  look  of  hopeless 
despair  which  accompanied  them,  revealed  too 
painfully  the  real  state  of  her  feelings ;  and  the 
Senora  saw  at  a  glance  the  depth  of  that  passion 
which  she  had  fondly  hoped  would  havg  proved 
a  mere  girlish  attachment.  The  conviction, 
however,  only  served  to  render  her  more  reso- 
lute in  resistinii:  their  united  entreaties,  for  she 
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fell  that    mental    aa  well  aa  bodily  tlkea^, 
ckim€d  ail  her  support  aud  ejoiipathy* 

The  oanUigloa  of  her  father's  too  prophetic 
fears,  began  at  length  to  infect  the  powerful 
mind  of  Beatrice,  and  to  shew  itself  in  iJie 
agonised  terror,  with  which  ahe  watched  every 
change  in  that  fair^  and  gentle  face  ;  and  the 
eagerness  with  which  she  intercepted  her  in  all 
her  Uttlc  othcea  of  love  k)  the  suffering  boys^  lest 
the  poison  of  tlicir  hot  ^id  suffocating  breath 
should  reach  her  mother^  as  if  she  henelf  were 
sure  of  passing  safely  through  the  fearful  ordeal. 

With  all  a  woman's  delicacy^  the  Senora  had 
never  spoken  to  her  daughter  on  the  subject  of  her 
hopeless  attachment,  but  there  were  times  when 
they  sat  ti^gethcr  in  tlie  lonely  watches  of  the 
niglit,  that  she  had  hoped  Beatrice  would  have 
confided  in  her,  the  only  eeci-et  that  they   had  ^ 
ever  had   from  each  other.     That  she  might ' 
have  been  permitted  to  whisper  of  [)eaccj  and 
e5njiolatiou»  to   her  breaking  heart*    But  the 
poor  girl  could  never    summon  up  resolution 


S8 


THE    PRICE    OF    FAME, 


enough,  to  pour  into  her  mother's  ear,  the 
secret  of  her  unrequited  passion.  There  waa 
^methiog  degrading  in  her  having  fixed  her 
afiections  even  on  such  a  being  as  Ferrante, 
unasketL 

How  happy  was  Beatrice,  when  her  beloved 
brothers  were  pronounced  out  of  danger.  How 
fervently  did  she  thank  Godj  for  having  spared 
them  to  her  prayei'Sj  aod  supplicate  his  forgive- 
ness for  all  her  vain  repininga,  after  that  which 
might  not  be  hers ;  beseeching  i^newed 
strength  and  patience  for  the  future*  Poor 
B^Ltrlce !  tliy  trials  as  yet  are  scarcely  be^n> 
and  thou  doest  well  to  pray  1 

The  same  day  which  brought  the  joyous  an* 
nouncement  of  her  brothers*  safety,  saw  her 
beloved  mother  stretched  on  the  bed  of  death. 
To  endeavour  to  depict  the  anguish,  and  despair, 
of  the  miserable  Riccardij  were  but  a  vain  at- 
tempt ;  or  Un  relate  how  the  weeping  Beatrice, 
whispered  of  hope,  with  white  lipa  and  a  burst- 
ing heart,  but  felt  none.     Towards  the  end  of 
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the  third  day  the  fever  abated^  and  a  tiunce-like 
stiUnees  succeeded  the  wild  ravings  of  de- 
lirium. 

^'  My  husband  T  murmured  the  Senora, 
struggling  with  the  lethargy  which  was  fast 
stealing  over  her  exhausted  frame.  "  Promise 
me,  by  the  deep  love  you  bear  me,  that  if  I  die 
you  will  be  father — ^mother  —  everything  to 
my  poor  children.  That  you  will  be  kind,  and 
gentle  to  them  all,  but  especially  to  Beatrice.^ 

"  I  will !"  exclaimed  Biccardi  fervently.  "  I 
swear  it !" 

"  One  word  more,"  gasped  the  young  wife, 
bending  towards  him,  and  fixing  her  fading 
eyes  earnestly  on  his  face,  **  Carl,  I  should  like 
my  boys  to  be  great  men  I  There  must  be  no 
expense  spared  in  their  education — and — and— « 
and — "  her  breath  failed  her,  and  the  mother's 
love  triumphed  over  its  ambition.  ^*  Speak  to 
them  sometimes  of  me  I" 

"  She  sleeps,''  said  the  Doctor  drawing  him 
gently  away. 
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"  She  is  dead  T  shrieked  the  agonised  hus- 
band. 

"  Not  so,  Senor ;  even  yet  there  is  hope  of 
her  recovery  ;  but  on  no  account  must  that 
repose  which  she  stands  so  much  in  need  of  be 
disturbed." 

*^  I  am  not  sufficiently  master  of  my  feelings 
to  hazard  her  safety  by  remaining  here,"  said 
Riccardi  after  a  pause  of  deep  emotion.  "  Bea- 
trice, you  will  send  for  me  when  your  mother 
awakes?" 

"  Not  directly,"  whispered  the  physician,  as 
he  followed  Senor  Riccardi  from  thq  room, 
"all  excitement  should  in  her  present  weak 
state,  be  as  much  as  possibly  avoided." 

Beatrice  bowed  her  head  in  silence,  and  they 
left  her  alone  with  the  invalid,  who  now  slept 
tranquilly.  No  one  thought  of  cautioning  her 
to  silence;  her  father  knew  too  well  her  power- 
ful 6elfH3ontroul,  which  he  reverenced,  although 
he  sought  in  vain  to  imitate ;  and  the  rest 
thought  her  cold  and  passionless.     As  the  door 
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closed  she  leant  her  wearj  head  upon  her  hand^ 
but  she  did  not  weep,  she  scarcely  dared  to 
breathe. 

Hours  glided  away  thus — ^hours  the  length  of 
which  none  but  those  who  have  watched  by  the 
bedside  of  a  beloved  and  dying  friend  can 
know,  when  a  voice,  which  low  and  tremu- 
lous as  it  was,  sounded  fearfully  distinct  in  the 
unbroken  silence,  caUed  gently  on  her  name. 

"  Is  there  only  you  with  me?"  enquired  the 
Senora. 

"  They  retired  for  fear  of  disturbing  you," 
replied  Beatrice.     "  Shall  I  call  my  father  ?" 

No,  not  yet ;  sit  down  by  me,  my  beloved 
girl,  for  I  have  much  to  say  to  you." 

Beatrice  quietly  obeyed  her,  while  her  heart 
beat  joyously  at  the  visible  change,  for  the 
better,  in  her  whole  appearance. 

"  You  have  had  a  sweet  sleep,  my  mother." 

"Yes  I  believe  that  God  will  spare  me  to 
you  all  for  some  years  yet,"  said  the  Senora. 
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"  A  few  hours  ago  I  prayed  fervently  to  be  re- 
signed to  HiB  blessed  will,  but  it  is  a  hard  thing 
to  die,  and  leave  all  we  love  I'' 

"But you  will  recover,"  interrupted  her 
daughter.  "  Oh  how  happy  we  shall  all  be 
again  P 

"  And  have  you  no  wish  but  for  my  safety  ?" 
asked  her  mother  in  a  low  voioe. 

"  None,  none  my  beloved  mother !"  replied 
Beatrice  pressing  her  pale,  wasted  hands  to  her 
lips.  And  she  spoke  nothing  but  the  truth, 
for  at  that  moment  every  earthly  being  was 
forgotten,  in  her,  fears  for  that  much  loved 
parent 

The  Senora  smiled,  a  serene  and  peaceful 
smile;  she  was  happy  to  find  herself  deceived 
in  her  suspicions  of  Beatrice's  unfortunate 
attachment ;  for  who  could  doubt  the  frank,  and 
sincere  expression  of  those  eyes,  which  met 
hers  with  such  deep  love. 

"  Beatrice,"  said  her  mother  after  a  brief  pause, 
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''  I  have  told  you  tbat  I  believe  with  God's 
blessing  I  shall  recover.  But,  if  He  should  not 
have  willed  it  so,  let  me  tell  you  now,  what  I 
feared  a  few  hours  ago  I  must  have  died  with- 
out saying.  You  know  how  your  father  loves 
me,  Beatrice;  if  he  should  lose  me,  he  will  neod 
all  your  care  and  tenderness ;  promise  me  that 
should  this  happen,  you  will  take  my  station  as 
fSur  as  possible  in  his  heart  and  home ;  that  you 
will  cherish  your  young  brothers,  as  I  would 
have  done :  and  if  evil  days  should  come 
upon  you,  if  poverty  should  succeed  our  present 
q)lendour,  you  see  my  child  that  in  my  love  for 
him  I  am  guarding  even  against  impossibilities ; 
but  should  this  ever  come  to  pass,  that  you  will 
be  the  guardian  angel  of  your  family,  in  the 
hour  of  trial,  and  affliction." 

**  I  need  not  tell  you,  my  mother,"  said 
Beatrice  tenderly,  "  how  religiously  every  com- 
mand of  yours  will  be  obeyed.  But  indeed  you 
must  not  agitate  yourself  thus." 
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'^  You  are  right,  but  I  am  quit^  easy  now  I 
have  told  you  this,  I  still  however  feel  very 
woaL  Tell  my  dear  husband  to  come  and  kiss 
me  once  more,  and  then  I  tliink  I  could  sleep 
again." 

Beatrice  did  as  she  was  desired,  first  caution- 
ing her  father  against  the  least  out-break  of 
feeling,  which  might  agitate  the  feeble  frame  of 
the  invalid;  and  so  careful  did  his  joy  for  her 
preservation  make  him,  that  he  contented  him- 
self with  kissing,  on  his  knees,  the  white  hand, 
which  she  extended  to  him  ;  and  letting  fall  the 
curtains,  around  the  bed,  sat  down  silently  by 
Beatrice. 

The  hearts  of  both  were  too  full  for  conver- 
sation, even  had  they  been  inclined  to  risk  dis- 
turbing the  precarious  slumbers  of  the  invalid, 
by  the  sound  of  their  voices.  But  as  the  time 
passed  on,  and  the  deep  and  heavy  shadows 
of  night  began  to  thicken  around  the  lonely, 
and  spacious  apartment,  Beatrice  grew  uneasy. 
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^'  How  long  ehe  deeps  T  said  the  girl  in  a 
whisper  to  her  {atiier,  while  die  involuntarily 
drew  nearer  to  his  side. 

"Hushr  replied  Biccardi,  "it  is  rest  that 
she  needs^  we  must  not  disturb  her  yet." 

Another  hour  elapsed,  and  the  vague  feeling 
of  fear,  and  impatience,  which  haunted  the 
bosom  of  Beatrice  could  no  longer  bo 
restrained. 

"  Where  would  you  go  ?"  asked  Biccardi  in 
a  low  voice,  as  she  suddenly  arose. 

"  I  must  look  upon  her  face,  and  see  if  she 
really  sleeps!"  replied  the  young  girl  trying  to 
speak  calmly. 

"  But  it  13  quite  dark,  Beatrice." 

"  No  matter;  this  silence  is  horrible!  I  do 
not  hear  her  breathe !  I  will  make  no  noise, 
but  I  must  rid  myself  of  the  fearful  suspicion 
that  h^  come  over  me." 

"What  is  it  that  you  fear?"  enquired 
Biccardi  in  a  hollow  voice  that  recalled  Beatrice 
to  herself. 
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^'  Nothing — ^nothing,  my  &tlier !  But  I  love 
not  this  darimees.     Let  us  call  for  lights.'* 

Lights  were  brought,  and  the  miserable 
Beatrice  was  found  lying  eenseless  by  the  side 
of  her  dead  mother  ! 
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CHAPTER  m. 


'<  Soul  of  our  souls !  and  safe-guard  of  the  world  I 
Sustain,  Thou  canst,  the  sick  at  heart. 
Restore  the  languid  spirits,  and  recal 
Their  lost  affections  unto  thee  and  thine  !'* 

WoRDSWOBTU. 


Wild  and  ungovernable  as  are  our  sorrows 
in  the  first  fearful  moments  of  actual  bereav- 
ment>  tbey  are  nothing  to  the  weary  and  desolate 
feelings  that  follow.  The  beloved  one  is  not 
missed  all  at  once,  but  for  months^  and  years 
afterwards,  a  thousand  events  are  constantly 
occurring,  to  keep  the  memory  of  the  dead  fresh 
in  our  hearts.  In  seasons  of  joy,  how  we  yearn 
towards  Ihem,  how  we  wish  that  they  could 


48  THE   PRICE  OF  FAMB. 

have  lived,  to  share  in  our  prosperity^  to  be 
witness  of  our  deep  happiness,  imperfect  only 
because  they  ore  not  In  adversity,  with  what 
unselfish  pleasure  do  we  rejoice,  that  they  at 
least  have  ceased  from  troubling  and  are  at 
rest  How  a  book,  or  a  flower,  recals 
their  image  to  our  minds,  becoming  hallowed 
for  their  sakcs  for  ever  morel  And  how 
vividly,  as  wc  haunt  those  spots  among  which 
they  once  lived  and  moved,  does  there  oome 
back  the  recollection  of  every  smile  and  look. 

In  ])roportion  as  we  make  it  our  study  to 
contribute  to  the  happiness  of  those  with  whom 

we  dwell,  shall  we  be  missed,  when  we  are  no 
more.  And  in  proportion  as  we  love,  shall  we 
be  loved  and  lamented  I  Is  it  to  be  wondered 
at  then  that  Carl  Hiccardi  should  mourn  as  he 
did,  for  his  gentle  and  affectionate  wife?  that 
Beatrice  should  weep  for  her  lost  mother  ?  And 
yet,  in  the  common  course  of  events,  it  was 
but  natural  to  suppose  that,  after  a  time,  they 
would  return  to  their  usual  calm  and  reg^ular 
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habiti-  And  it  was  ereii  thought  Ekelj^  tliat 
Riecanliy  wUo  wns  ntill  joiing,  would  naarry 
agftsn,  mi  event  which  he  would  have  foatid 
little  diffioilty  in  accomplishing,  hia  immense 
wealth  l>eing  generaDy  thought  more  than 
t'qutvaknt  to  the  fact  of  his  having  a  grown 
ap  duu*^hterj  beside  two  spirited^  and  soniewhat 
Belf-wllkd  boys.  Some  went  so  far  fis  to  ex- 
preaa  their  feelings  on  the  eubject  to  BeatricQ 
herself^  and  condole  with  her  on  the  prospect  of 
her  hairing  to  submit  to  the  will,  and  capricet 
of  a  joung  mother-in-law.  But  she  beard  them 
with  a  cakn,  and  unmoved  brow ;  she  knew 
her  iBther  too  weU  to  fe&r  hta  dcsecmting  the 
memory  of  his  beloved  wife,  by  filling  her  place 
in  bb  heart,  and  horacj  with  another,  however 
eatimable ;  and  yet,  poor  girl !  eho  had  little  cause 
to  rejoice,  for  it  would  have  been  better  for  heir 
if  it  had  been  ea 

Biccanli  epoke  little  of  her  ilicy  had  lost, 
but  her  Image  never  left  him,  and  the  effects  of 
constant  grief  soon  made  thcmselvea  manifest 
voi>.    f,  D 
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on  his  health  and  disposition.  He  appeared  to 
have  become  all  at  once  prematurely  old;  his 
brow  contracted,  his  cheek  faded,  and  even  his 
very  step  grew  feeble.  But,  what  was  worst  of 
all,  his  mind  gave  way  with  lus  body,  and  he 
became  subject  to  fits  of  de^  despondency,  on 
being  roused  from  which,  he  was  peevish  and 
irritable.  At  times,  however,  he  would  make 
vain  exertions  to  rouse  himself  from  the  letibar- 
gy  tliat  was  fast  stealing  over  him,  and  Bhaking 
off  his  selfish  and  absorbing  griefs,  would  draw 
his  wondering  boys  towards  him,  and  laying 
his  hand  upon  their  foreheads,  bless  them  with 
great  affection ;  entreating  his  daughter  to  for^ 
give  him,  if  he  had  at  any  time  spoken  harshly, 
or  unkindly  to  her,  thereby  disobeying  the  last 
injunctions  of  his  beloved  wife.  How  well  • 
Beatrice  also  remembered  those  dying  requests 
will  be  seen  ere  long. 

Several  months  had  now  elapsed,  and  Beatrice 
<rwapi>ointed  in  her  hopes,  of  restoring  some 
•legrec  of   consolation  to   her  last    surviving 
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parent)  began^  for  the  sake  of  her  teotben,  to 
mingle  once  more  in  that  sodety  which  her 
beauty  and  talents  rendered  her  so  enunently 
qualified  to  adorn,  and  where  her  fiither^s  re^ 
puted  wealth  ensured  her  a  favorable  reception. 
The  ttrai^,  and  gloomy  manners  <^  Biocsrdi 
had  aEenated  all  his  old  friends  from  him ;  but 
Beatrice  found  little  cUfficulty  in  winning  them 
back ;  and  the  harsh  and  reserved  bdiaviour  of 
the  father,  was  tolerated  for  the  sake  of  the 
bright  smiles  of  the  daughter.  Among  the 
foremost  of  these  was  Count  Moncini ;  he  had 
known  the  late  Senora,  and  Beatrice  could  talk 
to  him  of  her  mother— of  her  fears  for  her 
fiUher — and  her  hopes  and  views  for  the  future, 
to  all  of  wluch  Ihe  Count  listened  with  atten- 
tion, and  gave  her  such  advice  as  he  thought 
best.  He  had  the  happy  art  of  engaging  the 
affections  of  the  young,  by  a  seeming  interest 
in  their  thoughts  and  pursuits,  and  Carl  and 
lus  brother  were  glad  to  exchange  the  silence 
of  their .  now  gloomy  home,  for  the  splendid 
D    3 
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nuuisioa  of  thdr  new  finenL  Beatrice,  loo,  in 
any  little  trial  or  trouble,  was  wont  to  seek  the 
old  mans  jHresence,  and,  throwing  heieelf  on  an 
ottoman  at  bis  feet,  pour  oat  her  griefs  into  his 
willing  ear.  Xor  did  she  suspect  the  new  and 
dlninge  feelings  die  had  awakened  in  the  bosom 
of  her  auditor,  even  though  his  Toice  tvemblod 
sLi  it  replied  to  her,  and  his  lips  lingered  on  her 
brow  with  something  more  like  the  kiss  of  a 
lover,  than  a  friend,  or  second  fiuher.  But 
then  be  was  so  old — so  withered— who  would 
have  dreamt  of  his  bdng  in  love? 

Ital\%  like  most  other  lands,  abounds  with 
-gambling  houses.  The  mere  tourist,  or  casual 
dojoomer  amidst  its  delightful  scenes,  can  fonn 
no  idea  of  the  fearful  extent  of  this  great 
national  plague-spot !  Besides  those  generally 
frequented^  there  are  thousands  situated  in  the 
suburbi»  of  the  city,  whose  walls,  could  they 
speak,  might  tell  a  dark  tale  of  crime  and  even 
bloodshed. 

It  wa*"  into  one  of  these  that  Senor  Biccardi 
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one  fine  summer  evening  unthinkingly  strolled. 
He  left  behind  him  a  quiet  and  fertile  tract  of 
ck>untr7  bathed  in  the  golden  sunlight  The 
Contadine  busy  in  the  harvest  fields,  the  women 
And  children  laughing  and  singing  among  the 
vines,  and  all  nature  full  of  innocence  and  joy. 
The  change  was  startling ! 

In  a  long  and  gloomy  apartment  on  the 
ground  floor,  which  was  dimly  lighted  by 
means  of  small  lamps,  suspended  at  Intervals 
from  the  discoloured  ceiling,  sat  an  eager  and 
attentive  group,  composed  of  the  very  lowest 
class  of  peasantry.  Their  appearance  was 
squalid,  and  miserable  in  the  extreme,  the 
limbs  of  some  being  almost  entirely  bare,  while 
their  more  fortunate  companions  could  only 
boast  a  few  gaudy  and  tattered  garments ;  but 
there  was  a  recklessness — an  intense  devotion 
to  their  present  occui)ation,  which  seemed  to 
render  them  for  the  time  wholly  unmindful  of 
every  thing  else.  Some  bent  over  a  low  wooden 
table;   while  others  sat  grouped  together  on 
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the  floor^  hazarding  those  coins,  (which  trifliog 
as  thej  appeared  in  the  eyes  of  the  richbankei; 
were  wealth  to  them,)  with  a  daring  hardihood. 

*^  There  must  be  some  spell  in  this,**  mutter- 
ed Riccardi  to  himself,  as  he  moved  unnoticed 
among  them,  **  which  can  make  these  men  thus 
strangely  forget  hunger,  destitution,  and  all  the 
thousand  miseries,  stamped  upon  their  hard 
and  care-worn  features.  '^  I  should  like  to  trj 
if  I  too  in  its  excitement  could  lose  all  memory 
of  the  past" 

He  turned  away  as  he  spoke,  and  noisdessly 
closing  the  door  by  which  he  had  entered, 
walked  with  quick  steps  in  the  direction  of  the 
city.  The  love  of  play,  that  demon  of  all 
earthly  liappiness,  had  been  awakened  in  his 
heart,  never  again  to  rest  until  gorged  and 
satiated  with  ruin !  Had  Biccardi  lingered  bu^ 
a  few  moments  longer  he  might  have  been 
witness  to  a  far  different  scene,  the  moral  of 
which  would  have  been  useful  to  him*  But 
the  dead  tell  no  tales !    And  when  the  murder- 
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ed  body  of  a  half  naked  lazzaroni  was  founds 
the  following  moming  by  some  peasant  girls,  in 
tke  fields  through  which  they  passed  to  their 
daily  labour^  Biccardif  even  if  he  heard  of  it, 
never  suspected  that  the  victim  could  be  one 
of  those,  whom  he  had  regarded  th^  evening 
before  almost  with  a  feeling  of  envy.  Forget- 
ting that  if  the  feverish  excitement  of  gambling 
has  power  to  deaden  for  a  time  the  sense  of 
misery  and  despair,  it  has  $4so  that  of  oblite^- 
ting  every  good  and  noble  feeling.  That  night 
Biccarcli  entered  the  splendid  saloons,  publicly 
and  ostentatiously  dedicated  to  this  popular  and 
fearful  vice,  for  the  first  time. 

Poor  Beatrice !  how  happy  she  was  in  her 
ignorance — liow  she  rejoiced  to  see  her  father 
hegfn  to  take  an  interest  in  things,  and  to 
receive  his  commands  to  prepare  their  apart- 
ment for  the  reception  of  his  friends.  It  was 
not  however  without  a  feeling  of  deep  angxiish, 
that  she  heard  the  sounds  of  festivity  and  glad- 
ness, echoing  in  that  long  silent  hall,  for  the 
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first  time  since  her  mother's  death.  But 
Kiccardi  seemed  to  have  no  such  reminisoenoes, 
and  Beatrice,  as  she  wandered  from  the  meny 
ball-room  into  the  saloon  beyond,  where  tables 
were  laid  for  those  who  from  age  or  habi^ 
would  be  likely  to  prefer  ^cards  to  dancing; 
and  marked  the  bright  eye  and  flushed  cheek  of 
her  father,  never  paused  to  enquire  to  iHiat 
the  change  might  be  attributed.  But  the 
Count  Moncini  saw  things  with  a  more  ex- 
perienced glance,  and  as  he  looked  forward  to 
the  almost  inevitable  consequences  of  Riccardi's 
fatal  delusion,  the  vast  gulph  that  separated 
him  from  the  young  and  lovely  object  of  his 
choice,  seemed  to  be  at  once  removed.  He 
was  not  however  so  utterly  depraved  in  spirit^ 
or  blinded  by  passion,  as  not  to  make  some 
efforts  to  save  an  old  friend  from  ruin;  but 
Biccardi's  love  of  play  had  become  too  danger* 
ously  intoxicating  to  be  easily  shaken  off. 

Hitherto  he  had  been  almost  invariably  suc- 
cessful, a  circumstance  which  served  only  to 
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loll  all  suspicion  in  his  mind,  of  the  fearful  risk 
he  was  nightly  running ;  and  even  when  for- 
tune began  to  get  tired  of  favoring  him,  the 
hope  of  winning,  bock  what  he  had  lost  kept 
liim  still  a  gambler ;  until  on  one  fatal  night  he 
found  himself  not  only  a  be^ar,  but  answer- 
kble  to  an  enormous  amount  for  sums  intrusted 
into  his  keeping,  and  squandered  away  at  the 
gaming  table.  His  adversary  did  not,  how- 
ever, press  for  immediate  payment,  but  gave 
Riccardi  a  week  in  which  to  arrange  his  affairs, 
promising  that  his  loss  should,  meanv;hile,  be 
kept  a  profound  secret,  for  he  feared  that  the 
instant  demand  of  his  creditors,  should  the  in- 
evitable failure  of  the  unfortunate  banker  become 
known  too  soon,  would  not  only  hasten  Klc- 
cardi's  ruin,  but  defeat  his  own  purposes  by 
putting  it  out  of  the  power  of  his  victim  to 
pay  the  immense  sums  he  had  stalced.  Wliy 
the  payment  of  a  gamibling  debt  should  always 
be  considered  of  so  much  more  consequence 
than  the  just  demands  of  all  other  creditors,  is 
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one  of  xhoae  stnu^  regnktioiiB  in  the  code  of 
homoMT,  fiuhionabl J  so  Cilled»  which  has  ilways 
puzzled  u& 

An  KngliAnMin,  under  these  circiinistaioei^ 
after  having  first  reduced  his  fionilj  to  shame 
and  poTertj,  would  have  sat  quietly  down  and 
blown  his  brains  out,  thereby  entttling  on  them 
everlasting  misery  and  dBsgraoe.  But  the  shock 
§Cted  far  otherwise  on  our  Italian  banker.  He 
awoke  at  once  to  the  conviction  of  his  own 
folly,  and  with  that  conviction,  and  the  bitter 
remorse  attending  it,  came  the  desire  to  redeem 
the  past,  as  far  as  lay  in  his  power.  Alas !  that 
good  should  only  spring  out  of  evil,  and  then 
often  too  late  to  be  available ! 

In  pursuance  with  the  absolute  necessity 
there  was,  that  her  father's  loss  should  be  kept 
secret  as  long  as  possible,  Beatrice  was  carefid 
to  show  herself  as  much  abroad  as  usual,  and 
the  forced  gaiety  which  long  intercourse  with 
the  world  teaches  its  denizens,  in  pity  to  their 
weariness  and  satiety,  defied  penetration.    But 


THE   PRICE  OF   FAME.  59 

in  vftin  did  BIccardi  turn  over  every  expedient 
his  fertile  mind  eould  suggest,  to  obviate  the 
impending  ruin;  the  more  he  thought — the 
more  he  considered  the  case  in  all  its  hearings^ 
the  more  hopeless  it  appeared,  until  be  came  at 
length  to  look  upon  the  few  days  which  yet 
remained  to  him,  rather  as  days  of  rest  than 
exertion,  and  to  resign  himself  to  his  fate.  If 
it  had  been  he  only  who  was  to  suifer, 
Biccardi  would  have  borne  the  consequences  of 
his  own  folly  without  shrinking ;  it  was  for  his 
children  tliat  he  felt — for  the  friends  wlio  had 
trusted  him  so  fearlessly.  The  heart  of  Bea- 
trice would  oflen  ache,  as  she  listened  to  his 
plans  for  future  exertion — to  his  hopes,  that 
his  life  would  be  spared ,  until  he  had  repaid 
those  sums  to  their  respective  owners,  which  he 
had  so  madly  lost.  And  as  she  gazed  on  his 
enfeebled  frame,  and  faded  cheek,  she  feared 
that  he  would  never  live  to  see  that  wish  ac- 
oompliahed. 

**  Father,"  ewd  Cari,  as  they  sat  at  breakfast 
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the  morning  after  the  ball,  '*  it  must  be  a 
terrible  thing  to  die  and  be  forgotten  !*' 

*'  Few  do  who  have  lived  to  any  purposej'' 
aa&wered  Bea^iee  gently ;  **  there  will  always 
be  one  heart,  at  least,  to  lament  tlienL'* 

**  For  a  few  jeara  perhaps^  or  not  ao  lon^^ 
continued  the  boy.  "  No  j  I  did  not  mean 
that — I  sbotdd  like  to  be  remembered  for 
ever !" 

**  Your  mother  wished  it  too/*  said  Biccardi 
in  a  trembling  voice,  "  Beat  rice,  have  you  for^ 
gotten  lier  last  words?  *  I  should  like  inj 
children  to  be  great  '  men  I'  Oh,  God !  how 
madly  have  I  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  obey 
herP 

**  Did  my  dear  mother  wish  it?"  exclaimed 
Carl  joyfully,  the  firet  part  of  his  fatlier's 
speech  being  all  that  he  hud  attended  to.  **  Oh, 
this  will  be  an  additional  mcentive  !  Father,  I 
should  like  to  1>c  an  Architect — to  design 
buildings^  and  palaces,  which  should  outlive 
every  thing  but  tbc   name   of   Riccardii  for 
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hundreds,  and  hundreds  of  years  I  And  as  you 
are  very  rich,  I  shall  have  an  opportunity  of 
pursuing  my  studies  under  every  advantage.** 

Biccardi  covered  his  face  with  his  hands, 
and  groaned  aloud. 

"  Have  you  not  heard,  my  dear  brother," 
said  Beatrice  gently,  as  unconscious  of  the  pain 
which  he  had  inflicted,  the  boy  looked  wonder- 
ingly  into  her  face.  "  Have  you  not  heard, 
that  some  of  our  greatest  men,  in  every  line, 
have  sprung  from  the  depths  of  poverty  and 
obscurity?  and  struggled  upwards  into  fame, 
with  an  energy,  which  forms  a  part  of  the 
character  of  those  destined  to  achieve  mighty 
deeds.  While  but  few,  comparatively  speak- 
ing, of  those  whom  luxury  has  enfeebled,  and 
ease  never  taught  to  think  and  act  for  them- 
selves, have  ever  completed  any  work  worthy 
of  immortality.  Carl,  the  more  toil  and  anxie- 
ty a  thing  costs  us,  the  more  we  prize  it." 

Riccardi  looked  up  as  his  daughter  finished 
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t»lK'akiug»  and  the  cloud  paaaed  away  from  hid 
hrow. 

'*  noatriocy"  said  he,  drawing  her  aiFeetioiH 
atcly  towards  him,  ''  I  caxmot  remember  the 
day,  wlton  you  wore  not  my  pride  and  glory  T 

'*  And  what  would  you  like  to  be,  my  little 
I«uii::ir**  a^koil  hid  lather,  aAer  a  long  pause, 
during  whioh  Carl  looked  thoughtful  and 
al»5»lraoU\l 

*•  Liko  my  cousin  Xiccolo  Fcrranter  an- 
?wcl^^l  iho  Ik\v  promptly.  "  For  sister  Bear 
(rioo  h;u<  otKu  told  me,  to  take  liim  for  my 
iuihIcI,  for  ho  wad  everything  that  is  great  and 
uoMo.  And  1  moan  to  obey  her  when  I  get 
oKlor.  ahluui^h  I  foar,**  added  Luigi  with  a 
Hi^li,  •'  I  sludl  novor  In?  quite  like  Ferrante." 

"  I  should  Ik*  «orry  if  you  were,"  replied 
lti<vai>li,  with  a  half  smile;  and  the  simple 
WM\^U  of  the  In^y  would  luivc  made  no  further 
llll|»n'K^«ilMl  on  his  mind,  had  not  his  glance 
huppriiod   to   full,   at    that   instant,   upon  tlie 
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flushed  countenance  of  his  daughter,  as  she 
hastened  the  departure  of  her  brothers  to  their 
morning  studies. 

^  Can  it  be,  that  my  high-souled  Beatrice 
loves  this  wild  and  wayward  boyP  thought 
Riccardi  as  his  eyes  followed  every  movement 
of  her  tall,  majestic  form*  *'  And  vainly  too  1" 
But  the  suspicion  vanished  as  his  daughter 
again  appeared,  with  her  pale  tranquil  brow, 
schooled  into  seeming  calmness  for  his  sake, 
and  sitting  down  beside  him,  passed  her  arm 
caressingly  around  his  neck. 

"  Is  there  still  no  hope,  my  father?"  she 
asked  in  a  whisper,  as  if  her  doom  depended 
upon  the  answer. 

"  None. — Beatrice,  all  this  will  signify  but 
little  to  mc,  for  I  feel  that  I  shall  not  long 
survive.  It  is  for  my  children  that  I  shud- 
der to  look  into  the  changed  and  gloomy 
future." 

"  And  yet  you  are  not  old,  my  father." 
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''  Care  whitens  tlie  cheek  and  hair  far  more 
than  age.  Beatrice,  I  am  aLrcady  old  in 
misery  T 

''  And  to  labour  as  you  must,  in  future,  will 
shorten  your  life  many  years,  will  \t  not?" 

'^  Doubtless,  a  man  cannot  commence  the 
world  a  second  time  with  the  same  health  and 
energy  that  marked  his  first  entrance  into  it^  in 
all  the  freslmcss  of  youth  and  spirit.  It  is  a 
weary  thing  to  go  twice  over  the  most  labori- 
ous part  of  our  lives." 

"Father,"  said  Beatrice,  pressing  her  lips 
passionately  to  his  forehead,  "  keep  up  your 
sjiirits,  and  trust  me,  all  will  yet  go  weU." 

'•'  Your  countenance  is  not  one  of  hope,  my 
child ;"  said  Riccardi,  gazing  tenderly  upon  her 
pale,  and  agitated  face. 

"  Then  do  not  trust  it,  believe  only  in  what 
I  tell  you.  Many  happy  years  are  yet  in  store 
for  all  of  us." 

Poor  Beatrice!  she  had  tasked    her    owA 
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powers  of  endurance  too  far,  and  her  voice 
faltered,  as  she  pronounced  words,  for  her  at 
least,  unlikely  ever  to  be  realised. 

''  My  motherr  exclaimed  the  young  girl,  as 
she  knelt  with  clasped  hands  in  the  unbroken 
solitude  of  her  own  apartment  **  My  blessed 
mother !  you  shall  be  obeyed  I  The  hour  you 
prophesied  has  come  to  pass,  and  now  that  it  is 
in  my  power,  not  only  to  rescue  him  you  loved 
so  well  from  poverty  and  shame,  but  to  add 
years  of  peace  and  quietness  to  his  after  life, 
shall  I  shrink  from  the  performance  of  my 
promiise  ?  Ought  I  not,  rather,  fervently  to 
return  thanks  to  heaven  for  having  permitted 
me,  at  any  sacrifice,  to  be  the  happy  instnuncnt 
of  so  great  a  change !"  She  bowed  down  her 
head  upon  her  hands  and  wept,  but  her  tears 
had  less  of  bitterness  in  them,  and  by  degrees 
her  mind  recovered  that  firmness,  which  pro- 
cecdi  only  from  the  consciousness  of  well 
doing. 

After  a  few  moments,  Beatrice  rosd  up,   and 
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gazed  cabniy  around  her  little  apartment^  upon 
the  portraits  of  her  parents— of  her  brotherfr^ 
upon  the  slielf  of  precious  books — and  the 
cabinet  of  carefully  hoarded  treasures,  which  no 
sacrilegious  hand,  would  dare  to  violate. ,  An4 
thought  how  ill  she  could  luiTC  borne  to  tee 
them  rudely  torn  away,  and  exposed  for  sale  to 
the  highest  bidden  Her  pieces  of  glittering 
rock,  valuable  only  because  Fcrrante  liad  risked 
life  and  lunb  to  procure  them  for  her  ;  or  her 
dried  flowers,  connected  and  hallowed  as  they 
were  by  the  memory  of  the  kind  and  friendly 
words  which  liad  accom^ianied  them,  in  their 
hourd  of  freshness  and  beauty ;  construed  per- 
haps too  readily  into  more  tlian  what  they 
meant,  thrown  scornfully  aside  to  be  burnt,  or 
otherwise  destroyed.  Beatrice  would  liave 
risked  much  even  to  preserve  them. 

As  tlicse  tlioughts  |)asscd  rapidly  through 
her  mind,  slie  was  startled  by  a  low  tap  at  one 
of  the  deep  windows  of  the  apartment,  which 
opened  into  the  garden,   and  turning  round, 
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Ferrante's  bright  and  liandsome  face  i^peared 
peejnng  in  through  the  clnatering  flowers  and 
ahrubs  that  surrounded  it 

Beatrice  crossed  the  room  with  a  light  step, 
and  hastily  admitted  her  yoimg  visitor. 

**  You  see  I  am  punctual  to  my  appointment," 
said  Ferrante,  *^  although  perhaps  you  hardly 
expected  such  an  unceremonious  method  of  keep- 
ing it ;  but  the  truth  is,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of 
your  white  dress  in  my  sober  pace  towards  the 
usual  door  of  entrance,  and  could  not  resist 
the  temptation  of  old  habits. 

"  And  why  should  you — why  should  there 
be  any  ceremony  between  us,  Nicolo  ?" 

*^  I  know  not  indeed ;  but  ^ce  you  have 
bec<Mne  a  woman,  Beatrice,  you  seem  to  me 
somehow  to  be  changed." 

"  Not  in  my  feelings  towards  you,"  replied 
bis  companion  hastily ;  and  then  checking  her- 
self, she  added  with  a  forced  smile.  '*  If  you 
still  think  otherwise,  look  upon  me  as  a  girl 
again." 
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^' Be  It  80,"  said  NiccoI6IaiigluiigIj;  ''and 
in  truth,  when  I  gaze  around  this  apartxaent, 
where  everything  looks  so  familiar,  it  reminds 
me  forcibly  of  old  times." 

"  Do  you  remember,"  sud  Beatrice,  **  how 
you  u^ed  to  sit  on  yonder  stool  at  my  feet»  and 
read  to  me  for  hours  together,  as  I  sat  at  my 
embroidery,  some  old  legendary  tale  of  love, 
that  made  me  forget  to  work  in  listening  to 
you  i 

"  Yes ;  and  then,  angry  with  myself  for 
having  drawn  tears  from  your  beautiful  eyes,  I 
would  set  to  work  in  right  good  earnest  to 
soften  the  impression  I  liad  made  on  your 
young  mind,  and  never  pause  in  my  exertions 
until  your  light  and  joyous  laugh  made  me 
sure  that  you  had  forgotten  my  melancholy 
story," 

"  It  took  but  a  little  thing  to  make  me  laugh 
tlien,'*  said  Beatrice  sadly. 

"  Have  you  forgotten,"  continued  Niccolo, 
**  our  long  walks,  in  the  summer  twilight?     Or 
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the  poetry  we  discussed  in  our  quiet  moonlight 
rambles,  alike  heedless  of  the  lapse  of  time  and 
the  lateness  of  the  hour  ?  Beatrice,  my  love 
for  you  must  have  been  a  yery  selfish  one,  for 
it  thought  more  of  its  own  gratification^  than 
the  danger  to  which  it  exposed  your  precious 
health.  But  I  used  to  tease  you  sometimes, 
my  sweet  cousin !  And  many  an  hour's  work 
have  I  given  you  by  entangling  your  silk,  or 
putting  a  wrong  stitch  in  your  embroidery,  just 
to  see  if  I  could  make  you  frown  upon  me. 
But  do  what  I  would  you  only  smiled,  and  sat 
patiently  to  work  to  repair  the  mischief  I  had 
occasioned." 

"  How  happy  we  were  then  1"  said  Beatrice. 

"  We  were  indeed ;  but  why  speak  with  such 
emphasis  ?  Have  we  not  been  happy,  although 
perhaps  in  a  different  manner,  since  ?  Are  we 
not  happy  now  T 

Beatrice  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and 
wept ;  the  si>cll  was  broken  I 

**  Forgive  me,  my  beloved  cousin !"  said  the 
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repentant  Ferrante,  flinging  hil  anns  axomid 
her.     **  Forgive  my  thonghileanien  T 

Beatrice  recovered  her  oompoaure  hj  a  Btioiig 
mental  exertion,  and  haatilj  diaengaginghtt'adf 
from  his  embrace,  sat  down  npcm  the  8ofa»  and 
quietlj  motioned  him  to  a  plaoe  by  her  nde. 
Ferrante  obeyed  her  in  mlenee^  and  the  runaa* 
brance  of  his  yom%  cousin  became  again  lost  in 
liis  admiration  for  the  changed  and  splendid 
woman  which  she  had  become. 

^  Now  to  business,''  sud  Beatrice  cafanly, 
**  but  two  days  renuun  of  the  interval  allowed 
my  father  for  the  final  aiTangement  of  hb 
affairs;  and  as  yet  nothing  has  been  done — no- 
thing can  be  done — and  yet  he  must  not  be 
lost" 

"Beatrice,"  said  Ferrante  sorrowfully,  " it 
is  at  such  times  as  these,  that  the  recollection 
ofonc's  follies  comes  home  to  them ;  had  I  boen 
less  extravagant  I  might  have  had  a  sum  to 
offer  worthy  of  your  acceptance.  But  if  the 
little  which  my  improvidence  has  left,  now,  and 


TUB  PBtCE  Of  FABCE.  71 

everjrthii^  when  I  oome  of  age  will  go  any  way 
in  extricating  my  honored  kinsman  from  his 
difficulties^  I  need  not  my  how  proud  I  shall 
fSsel  in  being  suffered  to  devote  them  to  himu" 

•*  And  yourself— your  dear  sister— what  wUl 
become  of  her?^  asked  Beatrice  as  the  idea  of 
escaping  the  dreadful  doom  that  awaited  her, 
flashed  for  an  instant  across  her  mind. 

^*  Marianna  has  a  fortune  independent  of  me, 
and  I  ^liall  only  be  incited  to  the  employment 
of  those  talents  which  are  now  rusting  in  idle- 
ness,  by  the  necessity  of  exerting  myself. 
There  is  no  telling  what  a  salutary  change 
such  a  circumstance  may  make  in  me,  or  how 
lightly  it  may  teach  me  to  value  the  friendship 
of  those,  who  only  pander  to  my  vices  and 
luxuries.  Have  you  heard  what  I  have  been 
saying,  Beatrice?'' 

"  Yes,  I  hear,"  replied  the  young  prl,  wak- 
ing up  to  a  full  consciousness  of  the  vain 
selfishness  of  the  dreams  she  had  been  indulging 
in.    **  Niccol6^  you  are  very  kind,  very  generous, 
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I  have  no  words  in  which  to  express  myself 
but  my  heart  thanks  you  T 

^^  And  you  will  accept  the  little  I  have  to 
offer  I"  exclaimed  Ferrante  joyously. 

"  Never!"  replied  Beatrice.  **Nioool6  in 
the  long  interval  which,  even  with  your  geniufl^ 
must  elapse  before  your  golden  visions,  can  be 
realised ;  what  will  become  of  that  young, 
and  gentle  girl  who  loves  you,  and  whom  you 
love  ?  Will  her  proud  father  give  her  to  a 
beggar^  think  you  ?  Or  if,  in  defiance  of  his 
interdict,  her  devotion  should  lead  her  to  share 
your  struggling  poverty;  will  not  that  \exy 
helplessness,  wliich  now  renders  her  so  endear- 
ing, while  ypu  have  wealtli  to  minister  to  her 
wants,  become  a  source  of  misery  and  despair? 
Or  should  you  both  consent  to  wait  a  few  years, 
who,  but  God,  shall  answer  for  the  changes  that 
come  over  the  human  heart,  even  when  it  trusts 
the  most  in  its  own  strength  and  purity  I" 

"  What  a  gloomy  picture  have  you  drawn,** 
said  Ferrante,   striving  to  shake   off  the  im- 
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preddion,   which  her  manner  more    than  her 
worJfl  had  made  upon  him. 

*^  No  act  of  mine  shall  ever  risk  its  being 
realised,"  said  Beatrice,  **  but  do  not  be  angry 
with  me  and  I  will  tell  you  another  schema 
which  will  more  than  answer  every  purpose, 
without  the  sacrifice  of  those  I  love.  What 
should  you  say  was  a  fair  demand,  if  an  old 
man,  older  many  years  than  my  poor  father, 
offered  to  take  upon  himself  the  payment  of 
this  fearful  debt,  and  avert  the  ruin  which 
hangs  over  our  house  T* 

*^  Indeed  I  know  not ;  but  something  valuable 
as  an  equivalent  would  no  doubt  be  expected." 

"  You  are  wrong  then,**  replied  Beatrice,  with 
a  ghastly  smile,  **  he  asks  in  return  for  that 
mighty  boon,  a  thing  of  little  worth — only  this 
poor  hand  r 

^  Beatrice  T  exclaimed  Ferrante,  while  his 
eyes  flashed  with  rage.  ^  Who  has  dared  to 
demand  this  sacrifice  ?" 

'*  No  matter,  it  seems  none  to  me  now.    It 

VOI-.    I.  E 
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was  well,  Niooolo,  that  he  did  not  bai^gain  &ff 
my  heart  I" 

''  My  poor  BeatrioeT  said  Ferrante  pretnng 
her  cold  hand  to  his  lipa.  '<  Shame,  poverty, 
and  ruin,  seem  as  nothing  compared  to  this  T 

'*  For  myself  I  might  have  preferred  them 
aU,  but  for  my  father,  for  my  young  brothers^ 
sake  I  will  do  it  There  is  no  other  alterna- 
tive ;  I  am  proud  too,  Niccol6,  and  will  owe 
this  vast  debt  to  none  but  my  husband,  to  be 
paid  back  in  smiles." 

'^  God  help  thee  then !"  said  Ferrante,  as  he 
turned  to  go. 

But  when  reassured  by  the  silence  that  reign- 
ed  around,  Beatrice  ventured  to  look  up,  he 
was  still  kneeling  at  her  feet. 

*'  Forgive  me  I"  exclaimed  Ferrante,  **  but 
I  cannot  leave  you  thus  I  Can  it  be  possibly 
that  young  and  beautiful  as  you  are,  you  have 
never  yet  listened  to  vows  of  passionate  attaob- 
mcnt — that  you  have  never  loved  ?" 

"  Spare  me  I"  shrieked  Beatrice,  "  Niccolo, 
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Spare  mel  You  have  gueeaed  lightiy.  4iitbe 
contented  with  the  confesaum  which  you  have 
wrung  from  me,  and  urge  hmS  no  longer.  I 
have  loved  unsought — otid  vainly  I  mine  will  be 
the  only  broken  heart  T 

Ferrante  bowed  down  his  bead»  and  his  tears 
fell  fast  upon  the  hands  wlAck  he  heldy  and 
covered  with  his  burning  kisses;  and  then, 
without  venturing  to  spe^,  he  noiselessly 
retired  and  dosed  the  window  after  him, 
leaving  Beatrice  overwhelmed  with  shame  and 
-anguish. 

It  was  evening,  as  the  Count  Moncini,  re- 
gardless of  the  fading  sunUght,  and  the  in- 
creasing gloom,  paced  the  floor  of  his  splendid 
apartment,  lost  in  thought ;    while   the    im- 
paneled mirrors  on  the  walls  dimly  reflected 
back  his  slight  and  withered  form,  as  though 
the  room  had  been  hung  with  old  pictures, 
when  the  door  was  thrown  suddenly  open,  and 
a  young  ^1  glided  silently  into  the  apartment. 
It  was  some  moments,  however,  before  Moncini 
E  3 
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1-ccoginsed  in  the  white  and  stonj  countenance 
uijon  which  he  gazed,  any  tracea  of  the  once 
young  and  beautiful  Beatrice  BiccaidL 

*'  Count  Moncini,"  said  the  girl,  in  a  voice 
that  sounded  fearfully  cahn  and  concentrated, 
while  she  extended  her  cold,  and  trembling 
hand  towards  him  as  she  spoke.  '*  I  am  yours, 
s^ivc  my  father!" 
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CHAPTER  IV- 


«  I  loye  thee,  and  I  feel. 
That  on  the  fountain  of  my  heart  a  seal 
Is  set,  to  keep  its  waters  pure  and  bright 
For  thee— •» 

SlIELI.LY. 


NiccoLo  Ferrantb  lost  his  father  when 
very  young,  and  except  tlie  few  hours  which  he 
B{)ent  daily  by  the  bedside  of  his  sole  surviving 
parent,  became  the  uncontrouled  master  of  his 
time  and  fortune.  His  boyhood  was  a  brilliant 
one;  he  went  on  from  triumph  to  triumpli, 
until  his  very  instructors  confessed  that  they 
could  teach  him  no  more.  But  even  then,  the 
caresses  of  his  young  mother,  as  she  himg  over 
him,  and  whispered  her  pride  and  joy  in  him, 
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were  dearer  to  the  heart  of  Ferrante,  than  all 
the  adulation  he  received.  His  passions  were 
powerful;  but  his  affections  might  yet  have 
counteracted  their  influence.  There  were 
many  to  exult,  but  none  to  tremble  for  the 
brilliant  future,  which  his  genius  seemed  al- 
ready to  have  marked  out  for  him ;  and  no 
warning  voice  was  raised  to  renund  the  youi^ 
Fcrrantc,  that  fame,  ill  obtained,  may  be  a 
curse  instead  of  a  blessing ;  both  to  him  who 
cams,  and  to  the  world  which  confirms  it 
After  all,  genius  is  a  fearful  gift,  to  be  received 
on  our  knees  with  trembling ! — It  strikes  at  the 
root  of  old  customs  and  feelings ;  it  may  be  of  old 
prejudices. — It  lays  bare  with  its  mighty  power 
secrets  which  add  but  little  to  the  happiness. — 
It  leads  us  astray,  by  its  meteoric  brilliancy, 
from  the  narrow  path  of  ordinary  minds; — It 
doubts,  where  thousands  believe. — It  reasons. — 
It  pliilosophiscs. — It  isolates ! — It  bums  up  by 
its  very  intensity,  the  lamp  of  life  long  before 
its  time ;  and  for  all  this  its  guerdon,  is  a  pro- 
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mise,  that  the  name  shall  survive  .the  spirit,  as 
it  has  already  survived  health  and  happiness  I ^- 
Genius  defies  reason,  it  has  the  art  of  clothing 
its  own  thonglits  in  so  specious  a  web  as  to 
look  like  truth. — It  has  eloquence  and  passion 
enough  to  make  the  worse,  appear  the  better 
part. — It  deceives  itself  and  others^  but  the 
consequences  of  its  false  sophistry,  become  its 
punishment 

One  less  gifted  than .  Ferrante,  would  never 
have  dared  to  put  forth  such  theories,  or  if  he 
had  would  have  met  with  ridicule  and  con- 
tempt. But  Niccolo's  ideas  were  so  novel,  so 
daringly  blasphemous ;  and  yet,  withal,  -  so 
poetically,  and  fancifully  beautiful ;  that  there 
was  not  wanting  many  among  his  companions, 
who  were  ready  to  embrace,  and  believe  in 
them  ;  and  that  Niccolo  never  did.  He  had  an 
irritability  of  thought,  and  subtlety  of  intellect, 
which  immersed  him  amidst  the  problems  of 
the  universe,    which  gathered  around  him.  a 
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chaos  of  un^olvable  ideas,  wluch  jterplexcd 
him,  trith  a  host  of  conflicting  poasibllitice. 
And  shall  wc  be  surprised  if  his  holiest  natme 
;became  a  ruin,  if  his  fidth  sank  in  the  wild 
confusion?  Such,  however,  was  not  the  case. 
I^Iost  young  men  have  a  tendency  at  one  tinie 
of  their  lives  to  atheism,  thqr  fiuicy  that  un- 
belief shews  a  peculiar  force  of  character,  and 
that  the  avowal  of  sentiments  at  variance  with 
popular  opinions,  and  traditional  aifectionfl^ 
requires  a  courage,  which  agreement  with  them 
can  never  call  for.  The  love  of  notoriety, 
the  passion  for  eccentricity  is  inherent  to  youth; 
but  the  manifestations  of  Providence  are 
too  obvious,  not  to  speedily  remove  such  a 
feeling,  not  to  mention  the  influence  of  society 
and  affection ;  and  even  the  fearful  doctrine 
of  the  boy  Ferrantc,  wonderfully  ingenious  and 
beautiful  as  it  was,  would  in  all  probability 
pass  in  time  from  tlie  minds  of  his  youthful 
disciples,  if  its  influence  was  not  still  fturther 
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spread  and  diademinated.  Certain  it  is  that  his 
boyish  vices,  if  not  repented  of,  were  now  for  a 
brief  period  forgotten  and  abandoned. 

The  life  of  his  mother  was  fast  drawing  to 
a  close,  and  she  seemed  anxious  to  spend  the 
remaining  inter^'aI  in  the  presence  of  her 
children.  Mariaunsi,  then  a  mere  child,  would 
sit  perhaps  for  a  few  moments  with  her  dark 
mirthful  eyes  fixed  thoughtfully  on  the  pale 
face  of  the  inralid,  and  then  quietly  withdraw- 
ing herself  from  her  mother's  arms,  steal  away  to 
her  playthings,  and  her  flowers ;  while  her  clear 
▼oice,  and  glad  peals  of  infantine  merriment, 
sounded  fearfully  distinct  in  the  chamber  of 
death.  But  the  Scnora  Ferrante  would  not 
suffer  her  to  be  removed ;  it  was  the  voice  of 
her  cliild,  and  she  knew  that  but  for  a  little 
longer  should  she  be  permitted  to  listen  to  it. 

Niccolo  never  quitted  her,  but  encircled  in 
her  arms,  with  his  check  resting  against  hers, 
and  almost  as  colourless,  he  listened  to  all  he 
E   5 
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hopes  and  wishes  for  the  fiitiiie.  .The  Senon, 
as  she  remembered  what  ho  had  achieved,  fbr- 
got  that  he  was,  as  yet,  a  mere  boy;  and  to 
the  youthful  Atheist — the  debauch£e-r-the 
companion  of  profligacy — and  the  star  of  a 
depraved  and  licentious  Court,  did  the  mother, 
in  her  deep  trust,  yield  up  the  guardianship  of 
her  beautiful  little  Marianna,  and  the  uncon- 
troulcd  disposal  both  of  his  own  and  his  sistet^s 
fortune.  And  even  if  she  had  known  all,  and 
could  at  the  some  time  have  read  the  thoughts, 
aud  resolutions,  which  passed  through  the  miud 
of  Niccolo,  as  he  bent  down  to  receive  her 
whispered  injunctions,  she  would  not  have  re- 
called her  ])recious  charge.  As.it  was  she  died 
happy,  in  the  arms  of  her  son,  with  a  smile  of 
hoi)e  for  the  future  of  her  children,  and  grati- 
tude for  her  own  release  from  weary  years  of 
pain  and  suifering. 

"  You  will  not  miss  me  much,  Niccolo,"  she 
said  mournfully,  a  few  hours  before  that  event 
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took  place.  "  I  have  .  only  been  a  burden  on 
your  kindness,  pnd  a  dark  shadow  on  the  sun- 
ahine.of  yoiu^  young  life." 

"Oh,,  my  mother  I  you  mistake,"  sai^  Fer- 
rante,  pressing  his  lips  affectionately  to  her  pale 
brow.  "No  one  can  oyer  know  what  your 
love  has  been  to  me  I  May  its  memory  con- 
tinue to  support  me,  when  I  sfiall  have  lost  you 
forever !" 

Niccolo  was  right,  he  missed  her  then,  as 
those  who  have  lost  a  beloved  one  can  alone 
tell  how  much  ;  but  he  missed  her  more  when 
in  after  years,  amidst  the  triumphs  and  intoxi- 
cations of  earth,  there  was  no  mother's  voice  to 
whisper  to  him  of  heaven  I 

The  Senora  Ferrantc  died,  and  death  sancti- 
fied every  injunction,  she  had  given,  to  the 
heart  of  her  son. 

"  What,  my  Marianna  in  tears  1"  exclaimed 
her  brother,  one  morning  as  he  entered  the 
room  in  which  she  and  her  attendant  usually 
sat.     "  What  can  have  happened  ?" 
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"  Everything,"  said  the  gnri,  flfaiging  herself 
into  his  arms  and  sobbing  with  grief  md 
l^assion.  "  The  house  is  as  dnU  as  the  old 
Convent^  where  mamma  used  to  take  me  mmer 
timcsy  when  die  was  quite  well;  and  even  yoa 
are  changed.  You  never  play  with  me  now. 
But  what  b  worst  of  all  they  will  not  take  me 
to  poor  mamma,  and  when  I  ask  for  her» 
Caterine  weeps,  and  says  that  she  is  gone  where 
I  shall  never  see  her  any  more." 

"  Caterine  is  right,"  replied  Niccol6,  in  a 
voice  hoarse  with  emotion. 

"  I  know  it  I"  interrupted  the  child  vehement- 
ly, "  for  last  night,  when  they  thought  I  slept, 
I  crept  out  of  bed  and  went  to  her  room^  but 
it  was  quite  empty.  Oh,  Niccolo !  Where  is 
she  ?     Where  is  my  poor  mamma  ?" 

"  In  Heaven  !"  murmured  the  subdued 
Ferrante,  bur}'ing  his  face  in  her  long  hair, 
"  But  do  not  weep,  my  dear  little  sister!  for 
she  IS  very  happy,  and  for  the  future  you  shall 
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be  happy  too.     How  selfish  my  grief  has  made 
me  to  forget  you  so  long.'* 

And  Niooolo  kept  his  word,  for  before 
many  days  had  elapsed,  the  merry  knghter  of 
Marianna  and  her  brother,  might  once  more 
be  heard  echoing  in  the  long  silent  halls  of  the 
Castle  di  Ferranto. 

When  it  became  generally  known  tliat  the 
future  education  and  guardianship  of  the  young 
heiress  had  been  left  solely  to  the  care  of 
Ferrantc,  many  trembled  for  the  consequences ; 
while  his  youthful  companions  laughed  scorn- 
fully at  the  idea.  Some  out  of  compassion  for 
Marianna,  and  from  a  mistrust  of  the  princi- 
ples of  her  instructor,  offered,  and  even  suppli- 
cated for  j>ermi8sion  to  bring  her  up  with  their 
own  daughters.  But  Niccolo  either  suspected 
their  motives  and  acted  in  defiance  of  tliem, 
or  his  love  for  his  sister  was  too  great  to  allow 
of  their  being  separated,  and  a  calm  refusal  was 
given  to  all.  At  length,  when  every  Iwpe  of 
his  being  persuaded  to  relinquish  the  trust  con- 
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fi  Jed  in  him  was  at  an  end,  his  adviaers  began 
to  turn  their  attention  to  the  method  by  which 
the  future  education  of  the  young  heiieas 
would  be  best  advanced ;  and  the  placing  her 
in  a  convent,  seemed  to  them  the  most  eligible 
plan  for  that  purpose,  as,  besides  affording  an 
opi)ortunity  of  her  learning  more  than  in  any 
other  situation,  it  would  remove  her  in  a  great 
measure  from  the  dangerous  influence  of  her 
brother's  society.  Ferrante,  having  calmly 
suffered  them  to  exhaust  all  their  schemes  and 
exhortations  in  vfun,  assured  them  at  length  of 
his  determination  to  become  himself  the  in* 
structor  of  Marianna,  in  everything  but  thoae 
feminine  accomplishments  which  he  should  take 
care  to  procure  for  her ;  and  from  that  hour, 
in  the  minds  of  many,  the  future  doom  of  the 
young  girl  was  sealed. 

But  there  were  others  who  knew  him  better, 
and  among  the  foremost  of  these  was  his  bosom 
friend  the  Count  Leoni  ;  his  champion  and 
defender  wherever  he  went,    Paul  Leoni  was 
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some  years  older  than  Ferrante,  and  although 
much  his  inferior  in  intellect^  Niccolo  had 
accustomed  himself  to  look  up  to  him  as  his 
better  genius.  In  their  school  dajs,  Leoni  had 
been  the  chief  opponent  of  the  young  f^iloso* 
pher;  meeting  his  brilliant,  but  specious  argu* 
ments  with  calm  and  lucid  reasoning  ;  and 
bringing  more  conviction  to  the  minds  of 
Ferrante  and  his  followers,  than  their  pride 
allowed  them  to  acknowledge.  But  it  was 
with  those  dangerous  and  audacious  theories^ 
striking  as  they  did  at  the  root  of  all  that  is 
pure  and  sacred  within  us,  that  the  Count 
quarrelled ;  not  with  their  noble,  but  misguided 
author,  whom  he  reverenced  for  his  genius,  and 
pitied  for  those  frailties,  wliich  were  alike  the 
fruits  of  a  neglected  and  uncontrouled  boy* 
hood,  and  his  daring  and  powerful  mind. 
Ferrante  had  never  confessed  his  early  errors, 
he  made  no  professions  of  repentance,  no  pro- 
mises of  amendment ;  but  Leoni  felt  that  they 
had  x)as8ed  away  beneath  the  gentle  influence 
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of  hii  dying  mother,  like  a  doud  from  before 
the  sun,  and  trusted  fearlessly  to  time,  to 
wean  him  yet  more  from  his  profligate  habits 
and  rv:>torv  him  to  that  society,  of  which  he  was 
tonuixl  to  W  the  pride  and  gloiy.  Axid  if 
Ltvni  \v;i$  tvK>  sanguine,  an  error  common  to 
c^^ncrous  mind;?,  his  judgment  was  not  far  from 
ri^Ut ;  and  in  the  nioming  instructor  of  the 
you'.v^  and  puiv-mindod  Marianna,  no  trace 
reiuaiuvxl  of  that  Fernmte,  who,  at  night 
iuip;^!v\l  i\vklo;«^!y  in  a'l  the  frivolity,  and 
li\'omivHi<:\o.<;?  of  :m  ItiUian  Court. 

I'ho  i.\>\i!\t  Livni,  to  much  hereditary  pride, 
\\\\\W\\  a  irnuiiy  of  doix>rtment,  and  an  austerity 
i»r  nu't':i!s.  aluu\<i  tiVi  severe  for  his  age;  and 
liis  >tnu\i^*  frioiulelup  for  Ferrante,  while  it 
nrrwd  the  youiiiT  i^biU>?i^phor,  as  a  link  to  bind 
liiiii  (o  (ho  svvioty  of  the  noble  and  virtuous, 
«'\oiiod  \W  wonder  of  all  who  knew  the  utter 
JIm  Imiliirity  botwivn  thom.  And  how  would 
(lii.i  fooling  have  boon  inercased,  could  they  but 
linv««  W\w\\l  the  haughty  Count,  bearing  grave- 
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Ij,  but  patientlj,  wllli  all  the  whims  and  ca- 
prices of  the  wayward  Marianna,  as  he  strove 
to  impart  to  her  some  knowledge,  which  he 
thought  it  necessary  for  her  to  possess ;  or 
sharing  in  the  boisterous  mirth  of  the  brother  and 
sister  and  in  her  hours  of  relaxation.  Marianna 
would  oden  laughingly  declare,  that  she  learned 
ten  times  as  much  from  Paul  Lconi  as  from  her 
brother,  because  he  was  so  solemn,  that  he 
frightened  her  into  being  attentive ;  not  that 
she  cared  much  for  him  either,  although  she 
always  felt  unhappy  when  she  had  grieved  or 
displeased  him,  which  was  not  seldom  the 
case. 

Niocolo's  first  care  had  been  to  procure  for 
his  sister  the  society  and  protection  of  a  widow 
lady,  an  old  friend  of  his  mother,  whose  re- 
duced circumstances  made  her  eagerly  accept 
the  offer  of  a  home  in  the  Castle  di  Ferrante ; 
while  her  love  for  its  late  mistress  soon  became 
transferred  to  her  present  charge. 
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The  Scnora  Bellini  was  of  strictly  religioua 
habits ;  but  it  was  not  until  Ferrante  expressed 
a  desire  that  Marianna  might  accompany  her 
in  her  morning  and  evening  devotions,  that  ihe 
ventured  to  interfere  in  so  momentous  a  pointi 
in  the  habitd  and  principles  of  her  pupiL  At 
first  Alariauna  positively  objected  to  the  altersr 
tion,  passionately  declaring,  when  Fenante 
reasoned  gently  with  her  on  the  subjecty  that 
her  mamma  was  good,  and  yet  she  never  went 
to  vespers  or  matins  cither. 

"  Possibly  not,"  replied  her  brother,  "  but 
it  was  ill  health  only  that  prevented  her.  Child 
as  you  were  then,  Marianna,  you  cannot  have 
forgotten  liow  often  she  prayed  over  you.** 

Tlie  girl  wept  in  silence,  and  Nicool6 
tliought  that  liis  iH)int  was  gained,  but  he  fi)r- 
got  that  he  had  to  deal  with  a  spirit  too  nearly 
akin  to  his  own  to  be  easily  satit^fied. 

*'  If  it  is  really  so  right,  and  necessary  to  be 
regular  in  iny  attendance  at  church,  how  is  it 
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that  you  never  go^  Niocol6?*  asked  Mariannn 
After  a  long  pause.  '*  la  religion  made  only  for 
women?" 

Ferrante  covered  his  face  with  his  hands, 
and  his  heart  smote  him  for  its  impiety.  It 
was  some  moments  before  he  could  find  words 
to  answer  the  subtle  questions  of  his  young 
sister,  and  then  it  was  by  evading  them  in  a 
measure,  and  by  assuring  her,  that  her  favourite 
Paul  Leoni  was  constant  in  his  religious 
duties. 

**  He  is  no  favourite  of  mme,"  said  M^ianna, 
^*  but  nevertheless  what  he  docs  must  be  right, 
and  I  will  adk  him  about  it,  the  very  next  time 
I  see  him.'' 

Marianna  kept  her  word,  repeating  to  Leoni 
aa  nearly  as  she  could  remember  them,  the 
arguments  which  her  brother  had  used  to  per- 
suade her;  while  the  Coimt  listened  to  her, 
with  a  countenance  glowing  with  pleasure.  No 
syllable  passed  between  the  friends,  as  Leoni 
abruptly  crossed  the  room  to  where  Ferrante 
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-1*.  a^^^ir^.ntly  £r<K-rbei  in  the  contente  of  die 
.!  .r^-r  L^f  ne  him,  and  beU  oax  his  hand  with 
a  '  r!jl.:  rnrJe.  XiccotO  grasped  it  cageriT, 
-«:.;I'.  ho  '^ortrfully  arertted  his  bamii^  fitfe; 
r^i.  i  rr:r:i  that  moment  the  bond  of  imioo  be- 
t^c-rrn  t:e:n  was  sealed  for  ever.  iLariamiB 
'.^-•:oni]anioi]  the  Soncni  on  thefoUowingmoni- 
\z:'i  wi:]:out  &  murmur,  and  what  was  at  firrt 
I'^rT'jrme'l  mcrelv  as  a  duty,  became,  at  lengtbi 
a  <K>ur^e  tf  pure  and  unfailing  enjoyment. 

And  vi\\Q  was  so  proud  and  happy  as  XicodK^ 
wh^m  I:c  listened  to  the  praises  of  his  sister? 
Of  hor  iK-auty  —  her  accomplishments  —  her 
T;il«rjts— sufficiently  fostered  to  make  her  a  well 
infijniicd,  and  intellectual  companion,  without 
the  danger  of  her  becoming  that  terrible  phe- 
nirtncnon— a  fcmsde  philosopher  I  When  hisean 
rlnink  in  the  prayers  and  blessings  of  those 
wlioin  lier  charity  had  clothed  and  presented — 
or  the  j)iiius  southings  of  her  young  voice,  whis- 
I>on;d  of  hope  beyond  the  earth,  a  doctrine 
ever  grateful  to   the  poor  and  oppressed ;  to 
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whom,  but  for  that  looking  forward  to  heavenly 
things,  life  might  often  appear  to  be  a  weary, 
and  unequal  heritage. 

'*  And  this,"  he  would  exclaim,  ^  this  was  all 
the  work  of  the  pupil  of  Niccol6  Ferrante  T    . 
Gradually  old  friends  who  had  taken  the  fol- 
lies of  an  uncontrolled  boyhood,  for  depravity 
of  spirit,  came  back  with  renewed  professions 
of  friendship  and  esteem ;    while  many    who 
had  judged  him  harshly,  strove  by  their  kind- 
ness and  respect,  to  atone  for  the  error  they  had 
too  hastily  committed.  And  although  Ferrante 
met  their  advances,  at  first  with  haughty  cold- 
ness, or  reckless  indifference,   he  could  not  be 
insensible  of  their  value,  with  regard  to  the 
future  position  of  Marianna,  as  well  as  of  himself 
or  avoid  being  gratified  by  the  change  in  their 
feelings  towards  him. 

But  it  Was  his  love  for  the  daughter  of  Ven- 
anzio— for  the  pure  and  beautiful  Ippolita; 
which  served  more  than  anythbg  else,  to  re- 
claim him.    It  was  her  trust — ^her  devotion— 
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wiicn  r^k  bia  iettmiaft  ft>  ke  vwAnr  of  be 

iorei,  can  cell  tke  rtnofpt  joy  it  «a»  fcr  in 
p&»  from  the  C^srty  vitk  iii  Tofaqitaonft  pk 
r'w»re.^ — its  exdtemc&td— ifei  ■nialj — mm  ti 
-.acred  presence  of  IppoCta;  ladbcfcoM^iMtg 
o:  the  torcel  smile  uid  fCa&d  bkafiikBaifeit 
:hxs*%  ^ho  vtre  loo  bemntifbl  to  need  «ac 
i.frr  quiet  screnitr — herholj  ejc^—htat  wmbdm 
t'jnderse^s.  And  yet  ahe  too  eoaU  be  an 
^.'i  I  piajfaly  -;s-Len  the  declining  health  of  h 
father  required  to  be  cheered,  or  the  wori 
wt^ri*A  brow  of  her  lover  wa»  to  be  soothe 
liut  Lc-r  mirth  was  like  that  of  a  child,  eo  e 
doarin^-- *£0  beautiful — so  heartfelt — that 
wa-i  irn}>o=sible  long  to  resist  its  influence  S 
WSL6  Ferrante's  guardian  angel !  Her  spirit  ro 
up  Ujtween  him  and  crime,  and  stole  upon  hi 
liko  daylj^^ht  into  a  ball-room,  ehewmg  the  fal 
^'littor  of  wliat  he  had  thought  eo  beautiful,  ai 
'A'um'ni'j  Liin  imperatively  away.      He  felt  th 
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she  reverenced  him,  and  for  her  sake,  he  sought 
to  be  worthy  of  reverence;  and  there  is  no 
shield  for  the  heart  of  man  like  a  love  such  as 
Ippolita's;  it  soothes — it  ini^nres — ^it  sustains — 
it  saves  I  To  such  love  we  owe  some  of  the 
finest  productions  of  genius,  some  of  the  noblest 
actions  of  which  we  read.  It  teaches  men  to 
be  ambitious — and  it  subdues  them  into  being 
mercifuL  It  made  Niccol6  Ferrante,  a  wiser 
and  a  better  man.  Alas  !  that  the  reformation 
of  the  character  and  habits  should  so  often  be 
only  in  appearance,  and  in  conformity  with  the 
prejudices  and  ideas  of  those  whom  we  seek  to 
please !  The  seeds  of  evil  passions  once  sown 
within  the  breast  are  difficult  to  eradicate,  and 
although  for  a  time  they  may  lay  dormant ; 
it  wants  but  a  breath, — a  tempting  voice,  to 
make  them  spring  up  again  with  renewed 
power  and  energy. 
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CHAPTER   V 


I:  M  2  drvz-dful  thicg  for  mdamli  Ix^ 
To  ftuiLf  Uut  beait  awiT ;  ^ct  know  dot  heart 
ALiiuh  ihe  \-  w  wKile  (peeking,  and  sbriuls  hack 
Fr'.ir.  ::.e  lisik  fiKare  nhidi  it  dwetnot  focc 

L.  E.  L. 


'i'liR  sun  cbonc  bngbtl}'  into  the  chanii 
tA'  I  Beatrice  Uiccardi  ujion  her  bridal  niomii 
but  it.?  l>eams  failed  to  awaken  her  from  1 
dee]i  clumber  which  had  succeeded  a  night 
wcejjing  and  lamentation;  and  her  young 
brjd(.'.'<riL'iid,  when  she  came  at  the  hour  Beatr 
hud   appointed,   found   all   still   silent   and 

"'  I  <lun't  tbiiik  I  could  deep  eo  soundly 
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iny  bridal  morning,''  murmured  the  light-heart- 
ed girl  to  herself,  as  she  bent  noiselessly  over  the 
couch.  ^^  She  has  been  weeping  too,  and  how 
white  and  sad  she  looks.  Well,  I  will  not  dis- 
turb her,  they  are  not  to  be  here  for  an  hour 
at  least,  and  there  will  be  plenty  of  time." 

She  closed  the  curtains  as  she  spoke,  and 
withdrew  to  the  dressing-room,  where  every 
thing  was  laid  out  ready  for  the  bride  to  attire 
licnfelf  in.  Tlie  young  'girl  wreathed  the 
orange  flowers  among  her  raven  curls,  and 
flung  the  deep  rich  veil  over  her  head,  in 
thouglitlestf  and  sportive  vanity,  as  she  paced 
gravely  before  the  mirror,  in  her  new  costiune. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  look  too  merry  for  a  bride," 
thought  she  as  lier  bright  face  peeped  out  be- 
tween the  folds  of  the  veil,  "  Beatrice  is  so  sad, 
and  pensive,  that  it  makes  one  think  she  is  not 
happy ;  and  yet  she  was  never  very  gay 
either.'' 

At  this  moment  her  wandering  glance  feU 
uiK)n  the  oi>en  jewel  casket,  and  uttering  a  cry 

VOL.    I.  F 
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of  delight,  she  hastened  to  pat  on  its  glitU 

contents,  surveying  herself  as  she  did  so 

tliat  sort  of  half  bashful,  half  pleased  expres 

which  denotes  the  consciousness   of  ext 

loveliness.     She  was  rather  below  the  mi 

size,  and  so  perfectly  graceful  was  evexy  n 

mcnt,  that  it  gave  you  the  idea  of  being  stui 

although  nothing  could  be  farther  from 

thoughts  of  the  girl  herself.      Her  feal 

wore  almost  dazzling    in  their  beauty; 

laugliing  carelessness  of  the  mouth  and 

l>oiiig  relieved  and  subdued  by  the  intellee 

although  somewhat  haughty,  expression  of 

hip:h«   exi^ansivc  forehead.     Altogether,  i 

with  her  smiles  and  her  diamonds,  it  was 

to  ho  donioil  that  she  looked  superbly  bea 

fill  I  She   started  however  at  length,  as 

\  ision  of  a  |>alo,  sorrowful  face,  with  heavy 

tonrliil  oyos  api>oarcd  beside  hers  in  the  mil 

:iihI    funiinir   hastily,   flung    her    amis  ni 

liouatoly  arounil  the  neck  of  her  friend, 

hiii  luM-  lluv  in  horK^som. 
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''  Do  you  think,  Beatrice ;"  she  asked,  ^  that 
I  shall  be  allowed  to  oome  and  see  70119  when 
you  are  Countess  Moncini?'' 

'^  Assuredly,  my  love;  what  made  you 
doubt  it?" 

**  I  don't  know  indeed,  but  I  fancied  that  the 
CkHint  might  not  like  me  so  well  as  you  do,  and 
might  object  to  our  being  so  much  together." 

**  The  Saints  forbid  T  exclaimed  Beatrice 
hastily,  "  for  you  arc  my  only  comfort  now. 
Have  you  been  here  long,  Marianna?" 

'^  Not  above  half  an  hour,  and  the  time  has 
passed  very  pleasantly.  Oh  Beatrice !  how  I 
envy  you  I  How  happy  you  must  be,  the 
unstress  of  all  these  beautiful  things." 

'*  But  have  you  never  heard,  Marianna ;  that 
there  may  be  such  a  thing  as  sjdendid  misery  ?" 
said  her  friend  in  a  low  voice. 

The  young  girl  looked  suddenly  up,  and  the 

expression  of  her  dark  eyes,  as  she  fixed  them 

keenly  upon  the  face  of  Beatrice,  made  her  half 

regret  what  she  had  said.    All  her  smiles  and 

F    3 
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:.::  ^i^oi-^.n^  h&r  voros  bad  cremxed  in  the 
_:ij  .f  31&rii^i2&  iriio  Iksstilr  y^tV^wg  the 
. V  -It  frL-Hi  her  biir,  n-^ilaoed  xbem  skntlv  b 
Liv  ^^i^kv:.  AH  iLdr  brigbiacas  £eemed  to 
:.:i^L  i::  Ltr  cv^^sw  ax  iLe  TtSDesabnnce  of  tint 
[»:Ie?;i>.k   ^f  de^p&ir,  with  irludi  Beatiioe 

Ti^t  arrival  ^f  iLe  bradenaidss  and  atten- 
iu:.:?.  tv  &<ei5:  in  iLe  loilei  of  her,  who  iras  to 
;!-;■■  =-.  ■: '111*1  ick'U*  a  fan  in  that  day's  pa- 
j---i.::y.   j  re  vented  any   fiinher  oonversatioB 

-''.tnv-rn  the  friends,  and  Beatrice  found  bendf 
.  •:  .;y:II*>]  to  lir'en  wiih  a  cslm  brow,  and  acluBg 
}.  f.:^..  :■  ull  the  ad^^T^tionate  niirtL  and  coi^nr 
: --o::  !.^  ^fii-nion  aniiag  girl*  uY<n  such  oc- 
';a-l'/«:ir.  Ti.o  WL-ndcring  who  wi.uld  be  the 
ri'.Xi :  aui  tlic  1  lu?l.ii-ir.  and  Lu.Ll.ir.g  of  those 
liSj-  y  if:..':  1.  ^^nJ  jlrl<,  y\]i^  thought  it  not 
i  ;  :  "'  ■ !..  ::..:  ::.o  \vi  mi^hi  iail  u|ion  them. 
J  i- 1-:  V  :  *  liitK,  howivcr,  ^a:J  coiuiniing  the 
i:  J  rr  -  Til :   It  uria  w:\7c  of  lKr,!riv.v's  reasons 
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for  accepting  him;  and  judging  from  her  manner 
that  the  step  was  perhaps  already  repented  of; 
they  feared  to  tread  upon  dangerous  ground.  And 
the  poor  girl  in  her  heart,  was  grateful  to  them 
for  their  forbearance  in  not  alluding  to  what 
must  have  been'  intelligible  to  them,  only,  by 
attributing  an  ambitious,  or  mercenary  motive 
to  her  conduct. 

"  It  will  be  a  long  time  before  your  turn 
comes,  Marianna ;"  said  one  of  the  bridcmaids 
laughingly. 

"  It  will  never  come,"  replied  the  girl  vehe- 
mently, "  unless  I  can  find  just  such  another  as 
my  brother  Niccolo." 

Beatrice  started,  and  turned  deadly  pale,  but 
fortunately  her  emotion  was  unobserved,  while 
the  laughter  of  the  merry  group  was  suddenly 
hushed  by  the  bell  of  a  neighbouring  convent, 
which  warned  them  that  they  had  but  little 
time  to  spare. 

"  Let  me  arrange  your  hair  for  you,  Beatrice  ; ' 
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said  Marianna,  ^  and  I  will  do  it  the  way 
Niccolo  says  you  look  so  well — ^may  I?^ 

'^  No,  no,  you  will  take  bo  longT  eTclaimeJ 
one  of  her  companions. 

But  the  young  ^1  persisted  in  her  request^ 
which  was  granted  by  Beatrice  in  ulence;  for 
the  words  of  Marianna^  had  conjured  up  leool- 
lections  of  years  long  past,  when  those  TSfy 
curls,  in  which  gems  and  bridal-blossoms  were 
now  woven  for  another,  had  once  been  decked 
by  his  hand  with  the  wild  flowers  which  they 
gathered,  in  their  happy  rambles  together. 

^^  There,  have  I  not  made  you  look  beautiful  T' 
said  Marianna,  as  she  finished  her  task. 

Beatrice  raised  her  eyes  for  the  first  time  to 
the  mirror,  and  a  feeling  of  womanly  vanityi 
flushed  her  pale  cheek  as  she  did  sa 

"  Now  then  let  us  go,"  said  the  young  pri 
impatiently. 

But  Beatrice  still  lingered  amidst  the  scenes 
of  her  maiden  happiness,  before  she  went  forth 
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ibem  for  ever ;  there  ii  much  to  sadden 
the  young  bride,  however  bright  may  be  her 
icoepecia  for  the  future ;  however  much  she 
may  iove,  or  faocy  herself  bdoved.  But  to  her 
who  lookd  forward  only  with  a  shudder^  how 
desolate  seems  all  beyond  that  dear  home 
which  flhe  is  about  to  quit. 

Senor  Rlccardi  arose  in  silenoe  to  receive  his 
ikughter  aa  she  entered^  followed  by  her  bride- 
Hiaidd,  and  pressmg  \m  lipe  affectionately  to  her 
pide  brow  ai  ehe  bent  before  him^  led  her  to  a 
seat  by  his  ^dc ;  while  the  fi*w  gueeta  aasembl^ 
eon^bting  principally  of  relations^  having  offered 
their  congratulations^  withilrew  apart  and  con- 
vened together  in  whispers.  It  eeeuied  to  be 
an  understood  thing  among  tliem^  that  the 
mirth  usual  on  auch  occasions  would  in  tlie 
present  instanoe  be  ill*timed. 

M^rianna  noticed  with  aurpri^,  that  even 
her  brotlier  who  was  in  general  so  liveiy^  hung 
over  BcatrioeV  chair  in  mingled  sorrowj  and 
tenderness,  while  the  bride  ob  she  listene<l  with 
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downcast  eyes,  and  a  glowing  cheek,  to  liis  low 
\vhis[)crs  seemed  heedleae  of  the  lapse  of  time 

^^  Even  now  you  may  retreat  widi  safety,"* 
said  Xiccolo  eagerly. 

"  Iiuposdible — what  would  j^Ioncmi  say  ?^ 

'^  It  matters  little.  If  he  seem  inclined  to  re- 
sent wliat  has  passed,  leave  me  to  satisfy  him. 
But  he  dares  not  do  it !  he  knows  too  well  the 
fearful  sacrifice  he  has  extorted  from  your  filial 
love,  to  venture  to  make  the  transaction  pubhc. 
And  for  your  father,  dear  Beatrice,  we  will  all 
help  to  avert  the  ruin  which  hangs  over  him,  so 
that  we  still  have  you  with  us." 

**  If  you  love  me,  NiocoW;"  siud  the  bride 
with  sudden  earnestness,  "  urge  me  no  longer! 
The  Count  has  behaved  most  generously,  and  I 
will  sacredly  perform  my  promise  to  him.** 

"  If  1  love  your  repeated Ferrante, bending 
fondly  over  her,  "  Beatrice,  until  tliis  moment 
I  nrvor  know  how  doiu:  you  were  to  me." 

'I'lio  bride  grow  pale,  and  trembled  with  agi- 
tation and  delight. 
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"  Oil  I  would  that  I  were  indeed  your 
brother,"  continued  Ferrante,  "for  then  1 
should  have  a  right  to  forbid  thiB  most  un- 
natural sacrifice." 

Beatrice  held  down  her  head,  and  a  blush  of 
mingled  shame  and  disappointment  passed  over 
her  face.  Once  more  she  had  dared  to  fancy 
her^self  beloved,  and  once  more  was  the  spell 
broken ;  how  the  heart  loves  to  deceive  itself 
althou^jh  for  a  moment's  delusive  joy,  it  may 
have  to  weep  tears  of  after  agony  and  re- 
|>entancc. 

At  this  instant  a  murmur  ran  through  the  room 
and  tlie  old  man's  bride  stepped  proudly  forward 
to  receive  her  future  husband,  turning  as  she 
di<l  so,  a  look  of  will  reproach  on  Ferrante, 
who  pitied  without  understanding  its  meaning. 

The  minister  at  the  altar  shuddered,  as  he 
placed  the  small  white  hand  of  Beatrice  in  the 
withered  grasp  of  the  bridegroom,  and  looked 
keenly  into  her  rigid  face  ;  but  the  total  want 
of  feeling  displayed  in  its  oold  and  changeless 
/  5 
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expreeeion,  made  him  bdieve  wliat  indeed  the 
circumstance  seemed  to  oorrolxxatej  that  she 
was  the  willing  victim  of  her  own,  or  her 
father's  ambition.  At  the  conclusion  of  the 
ceremony,  the  bride  having  recdved  the  proSer- 
ed  suhite  of  her  new  lord,  flung  herself  into  her 
father's  arms,  and  clung  around  his  neck  as  if 
for  protection  against  the  trials  that  yet  await- 
(!cl  her. 

Much  of  the  pity  which  had  pervaded  the 
miiHls  of  the  spectators  at  the  apparent  in- 
f(|imlity  of  the  marriage,  was  soon  lost  in 
woixler  and  admiration  of  the  splendid  equipage 
whi(*h  waited  to  convey  her  to  the  Counts 
Villvtjijiatnray  at  Florence,  And  the  Senor 
KirtMinli  iu4  ho  received  the  congratulations  of 
liin  frliMulson  the  brilliant  match  which  Beatrice 
liiul  \\\\\i\K\  tried  to  think  that  it  was  all  for  the 
l>(«Nt ;  and  by  reoallin«r  to  mind  the  magnificence 
i>l  Ikm*  I'liturt?  ostablishmcnt,  shut  out  the 
iiiiniory  of  that  dc^pairiiig  look,  with  which 
till'  limt  dr|mrtcd  from  all  her  early  friends. 
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Many  miles  had  been  rsq>idly  passed  over 
before  the  selfishness  of  her  grief  occurred  to 
the  mind  of  the  weeping  bride,  and  looking 
timidly  up  she  met  the  eyes  of  the  Count  fixed 
sadly  but  kindly  upon  her. 

^^  Foigive  me,  Moncini  I"  said  she,  extending 
her  hand  towards  him.  '^  I  fear  I  have  been 
very  thoughtless." 

^'  It  is  natural  that  you  should  feel  sad  in 
quitting  your  home  for  the  first  time,"  said  her 
husband  gravely.  "  But  do  not  think  my  beloved 
Beatrice,  that  I  shall  seek  to  keep  you  away 
from  those  you  love  a  moment  longer  than  you 
wislu  I  cannot  expect  that  one,  who  has  been 
used  to  so  much  aiFectionate  attention,  can 
find  happiness  in  the  company  of  an  old  man 
like  myaelf.  Or,  if  you  should  prefer  remain- 
ing at  Florence,  we  will  send  for  your  young 
brothers,  or  the  merry  little  Senora  Marianna 
to  stay  with  you." 

"  I  do  not  fear  being  dull,"  replied  Beatrice, 
touched  to  the  heart  by  his   kindness,  and 
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anxious  in  some  measure  to  merit  it.  *^  We 
i>hnl]  soon  get  Udcd  to  each  other,  I  dare  say, 
and  be  very  happy  together ;  at  least  it  shall 
be  my  endeavour  to  make  you  so." 

''  There  is  but  one  way  to  do  that^"  said  the 
i)Id  nian^  looking  sadly  on  her ;  ''  and  tliat  i«, 
by  1.)eooniing  again  the  merry,  and  light-hearted 
^irl  you  were  when  first  I  kneir  you.  For 
^(onie  time  I  used  to  account  for  your  pale 
cheeks,  and  altered  manners,  by  grief  for  the 
lojifi  of  ^  our  an":el  mother;  and  then  came  the 
thii^itemHl  ruiu  of  your  house;  but  of  late  I 
liave  ianciv'd  it  might  have  a  different  cause." 

Tho  young  Countess  averted  her  burning 
llu'o  tVjiii  his  e;iger  gaze,  and  trcmbled  for 
wlijkt  wa.-*  to  follow, 

"  Muili  aji  I  loved  you,  Beatrice,"  continued 
\\rv  lui>baniK  •'  1  would  at  once  have  resigned 
n\\  riaim  {i\  your  hand,  had  I  tliought  that  by 
iiiMi.stin.;:  on  ii  1  miLrht  have  ris'kod  the  breaking 
I'l  \om- lioart.  *Vud  in  a  long  interview  with 
llir  ^M'^ol•  l\ii'v.':>:\li,  1  iiue^tioucd  him  closely  as 
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to  whether  you  had  any  other  lover,  or  might 
have  formed  a  previous  attachment" 

"  And  my  father  ?"  interrupted  Beatrice 
eagerly. 

^*  Assured  me  on  his  honor  that  such  was 
not  the  case ;  and  that  you  were  too  good  and 
affcctionat<^  a  daughter  to  have  concealed  any 
thing  from  him.  Beatrice,  did  he  deceive  me- — 
or  was  he  himself  deceived  ?  If  so,  forgive  me 
for  having  unknowingly  rendered  you  miserable 
for  life  I" 

"  No,  no !"  exclaimed  the  young  Countess 
wildly,  "  My  father  was  right,— he  spoke  no- 
thing but  the  truth ; — I  never  liad  a  lover  until 
you  came !" 

"  Then  all  is  right  at  last.  Come,  come,  my 
own  Beatrice !  Do  not  weep  so.  I  am  an  old 
man,  it  is  true,  but  my  heart  is  still  young,  and 
we  shall  surely  have  some  feelings  in  common." 

Subdued  by  his  kindness,  and  worn  out  with 
the  fatigue  and  excitement  of  the  day,  the  ex- 
hausted girl    rested    her    weary    head    upon 
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Moncini's  shoulder,  and  fidrly  sobbed  herself 
sleep,  while  her  husband  gazed  upon  her  pal 
and  tearful  face,  with  feelings  which  he  had  n 
ver  thought,  to  have  experienced  again*  H 
I^assion  for  the  beautj  of  Beatrice  had  long  mm 
merged  into  admiration,  for  those  qualitie 
which  arc  of  still  higher  price ;  and  so  little  < 
selfishness  remained,  that  at  one  period  he  woul 
even  have  yielded  her  up  to  another,  could  1 
by  so  doing  have  hoped  to  restore  to  her,  thi 
tranquility  of  mind  which  seemed  for  evi 
banished.  The  assurances  of  Biccardi,  althoug 
they  had  for  a  time  removed  all  suspicion  of 
prior  attachment ;  left  behind  a  feeling  of  di 
trusty  which  the  difference  in  their  age  an 
pursuits  served  to  strengthen  and  confirm.  Bi 
the  words  of  his  young  bride  had  for  evi 
dissipated  the  fear,  and  awakened  a  feeling  < 
triumph,  and  exultation,  in  its  stead.  Coidd 
be  possible  that  her  tears  flowed  only  for  h< 
home ;  for  the  early  ties  which  her  marria^ 
with  him  had  broken  ?  and  that  after  all,  h 
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old,  and  withered,  as  he  was,  had  been  the  first 
love  of  that  young  and  beautiful  giri?  And  yet 
had  she  not  herself  assured  him  'that  she  never 
had  a  lover  until  he  came  ?'  Poor  Moncini ! 
how  he  deceived  himself,  and  how  happy  he 
was  under  the  deception  I 

That  evening  the  Senor  Siccardi  gave  a 
fSte  in  honour  of  his  daughter's  marriage;  but 
Ferrante  declined  being  present  at  it,  and  was 
somewhat  surprised  that  Marianna  should  like- 
wise refuse  his  permission  to  remain,  and  prefer 
returning  with  him. 

**  I  thought  to  ^ve  you  pleasure,  my  dear 
sister,"  said  Nicool6. 

^^  No,  no,''  replied  Marianna  shaking  her 
head  reproachfully.  **  It  would  be  like  re- 
joicing because  we  have  lost  our  dear  Beatrice." 

"  Take  care  that  your  sorrow  for  her  be  not 
a  selfish  feeling,"  said  Ferrante  gravely. 

"  It  is  not  If  I  were  sure  that  she  is  happy, 
I  would  not  grieve  even  if  I  never  saw  her 
agun." 
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**  Atii  whsis  Brakes  yov 

IrA  Beatrice  teH  t.j«  «>  kenrifT 
"  .Vi  n-.  ;«>:-r  iriing!  she  tried  u>  penud 
rr.v  il.^  =Le  vas  quite  eoeteBicd ;  and  awb 

.:.:L1  I  tli-.^3t  mv  heart  vooU  have  broken 
'.- .:  ::  k  u  of  no  i&aei.  I>o  too  think  I  £d  no 
r^j^j  hov  white  «be  tcraed,  and  hov  impkrii^ 
^r.f:  i'jtfkefi  at  hicr  father  when  the  old  Caun 
kl:rf.-<l  her;  while  you  hare  done  so  a  dozei 
tirii«:-,  and  =iie  ha&  unlj  Uushed  and  laughed 
I  r.h'M  never  like  Scjior  Siccaidi  again  fo 
ifiak'mg  htr  Lave  tliis  Count  Moncini,  althougl 
)t<:  i-  a->  ri^.ii  a*  a  Prince- " 

F<:rrante  made  no  reply,  and  it  was  only  bj 
lii.-.  drawing  her  closer  to  Lini.  and  pressing  he 
L'uid  lK:tween  both  of  111:?,  tliat  Marianna  fel 
liow  fully  and  completely  he  agreed  with  her. 

"  I  am  quite  angry  with  Carl  and  Luigi, 
'Ohtlnued  Marianna,  "  thcv  do  nothinj;  bu 
praiwj  their  bi^terd  husband,  and  exclaim  abou 
luM   kindness  and  generosity  ;     but  then,   the; 
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are  but  boys,  had  they  been  a  few  years  older, 
they  might  have  thought  and  acted  differently  ; 
and  this  fearful  match  would  have  been  pre- 
vented." 

"  And  wliat  do  you  call  yourself,  my  sage 
little  ]Marianna  ?"*  asked  Niccolo  half  laughingly. 
"  Not  so  much  of  a  child  as  my  brother  and  his 
friend  would  fain  persuade  themselves,"  replied 
the  girl,  in  a  voice,  the  haughtiness  of  wliich  was 
tempered  by  deep  feeling ;  and  pressing  her  lips 
upon  the  brow  of  Niccolo,  she  hastened  to  her 
own  room  without  another  word. 

Ferrante  on  entering  his  study,  found  the 
Count  Leoni  awaiting  his  return. 

"  1  was  right  then,"  said  he  with  a  smile,  "  in 
thinking  that  the  banquet  would  have  few 
charms  for  you  after  the  bridaL  But  where  is 
Marianna,  surely  I  saw  her  enter  with  you  ?" 

"  She  has  retired  to  her  own  apartment." 

"  Did  she  know  that  I  was  here  ?"  asked 
Leoni. 

**  I  think  so,  but  the  poor  girl  is  not  in  good 


evika 


'  ^  ~  ~.  IV  rg>  afc  -Tsnr  asBK  oi  wludi  I 
JL-    r   i-ry",  jcdiZ!^  3^t  3i£a«  tout  nii£e3» 

^    sl^r::     -}Ai«r  ^^Eec  r^*«r  ibe  dxek  of 
r  -:Tr_:-.-  x  i:c  iiusciJi..  luc  iie  evaded  it,  by 

■  :l.iz^  -zz  -l  -ziMi  utXMX  ^z  i5s  ixiead,  the 
iL_z..-  :  "r:rL  l*^^  Scii^ss  and  Locin; 
T  _  :  1=  1. 1  sntusr  *  ic«c  c*'  Kcoe  of  our  best 
^ .    T  r^  "-A'arr   ▼zisers.  r<«li  azxdent  and 

-  _-.if  1  T  .^  ilrt^  inftirures  with  the  many 
.-_'_:  '■-'-■■-='  "slira  I  sec  around  me,  is  it 
j^..'r.?.  .=r:  iL^'  J-U  cao  con^umc  the  time  which 
i^.j:.:  i^  5-j  n-uch  more  pleasantlj  and  usefully 
ei.jjJ'^ye«J,  in  vitiating  and  bewildering  your 
rnind.  by  the  j^orusal  of  all  these  records  of  ab- 
r^urdity  and  impiety ;  these  subtle  essays,  and 
ftphypical  reasonings  on  subjects  whicli  all 
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the  philosophy  in  the  world  could  never  alter. 
Or,  more  dangerous  still,  those  outpourings  of 
licentiousness  and  vice,  which  a  too  lenient 
government,  have  allowed  to  go  forth  to  demo- 
ralize and  destroy;  I  would  have  all  such 
books  burnt  by  the  public  executioner  P 

Ferrante  smiled  scornfully,  but  he  offered  no 
reply ;  for  Leoni  was  too  stem  a  moralist  to 
allow,  that  the  beauties  which  he  might  have 
pointed  out  in  his  favorite  authors,  could  ever 
atone  for  the  glaring  impiety  which  was  thus 
rendered  even  more  seductive :  and  he  was  in 
no  humour  just  at  present  to  argue  the  point 
with  so  powerful  an  opponent. 

^  So  your  cousin  is  a  Countess,  at  last,''  said 
Leoni  after  a  long  pause. 

**  Beatrice  was  married  this  morning,"  re- 
plied Niccolo,  ^*  but  I  confess  I  am  at  a  loss  to 
imderstand  the  meaning  of  the  tone  and  manner 
in  which  your  question  is  put." 

"  And  yet  it  is  a  very  simple  and  a  very  ob- 
vioos  one;  the  girl  has  beo(xne  the  victim  ofher 


T3R  ?iir^   3r  gjinr, 
inus.  Bxii  T*II  -rnir  -his  ^Skt  eiTor  wheB 
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:  ••  TT  r.^'l:!^  zmz  :lc  C-irrv,    vhom  she   hates 

I.'.'.  It-;;.?.-*." 

r*  :  ?ir  :.:L1  J :  i  rbrhje  r«iao35  ?""  asked  LconL 
-  ^-e    II- L   as-l   I   love  jLod  admire  her  for 

r..  ::^  aitr.  >-i_-::  I  vaiiilT  persuaded  her  to  the 
f  oritrar.-." 

*'  And  -jhe  tolJ  you  that  »he  hated,  and  de- 
^l»I-:«l  her  intended  husband  ?"  said  the  Count 
rnn-Ji-lically. 

"  She  iiiJi)lie(l  it  by  her  words  and  actions; 
(iihI  irt  it  not  natunil  that  so  glorious  a  creature, 
art  I>({itri(;e  Kicoardi,  should  shrink  from  the 
lovo  of  rtuch  a  being  as  the  Count  Aloncini  ?" 

"  If  lie  really  love  her  lie  is  most  to  be 
pitied,"  said  Leoni  coldly. 

"  Paul,  you  can  know  nothing  about  it,  or 
the  urgent  motives  there  existed  for  Beatrice 
to  act  as  she  did,  to  sacrifice  herself  for  ever ! 


THE    PRICE   OF   FAME.  117 

or  your  blame  Avould  be  changed  into  pity  and 
reverence." 

"  You  are  right,"  replied  the  Count  with  a 
slight  sneer,  ^'  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  have 
been  the  confidant  of  one,  who  could  for  any 
reason  be  brought  to  marry  the  man  whom  she 
had  confessed  to  another  that  she  disliked.  It 
is  true  that  I  have  seen  but  little  of  the  Senor 
Riccardi,  but  he  does  not  seem  to  be  the  sort  of 
man,  to  force  his  child  into  so  unequal  an 
alliance."^ 

"  He  did  not,  he  even  supplicated  her  at  the 
last  hour  to  draw  back ;  but  she  loved  him  too 
well  to  obey  him."  Ferrante  paused,  and  a 
longing  tojustify  his  favourite  cousin,  struggled 
with  his  fears  of  betraying  her  father;  and 
after  a  long  pause  he  said  somewhat  haughtily. 
"  Leoni,  you  must  judge  of  her  as  you  will, 
but  I  have  sworn  to  Beatrice  never  to  divulge 
the  motives  which  made  her  consent  to  become 
the  bride  of  Moncini." 

"  Beware,  Niccolo  I"  said  the  Count,  "  you 


-r-.  :•.  7.«:-ic  '-  -•=•«•  ^^'^  ^  lAiHer-confeasor of 

y  .  — 1- :.t  r  1  •:!«:  . :  :*i  ,1^1:7  .leSance,  was  met 

:  -  .:i  a  KLL^'i  5»;    :"::1I  ■:•:  friendship  and 

•--il-.r-.  li^z  hi   iiLT :'.\iz.zxrlj    extended  his 

:..JL-.-    :.r  :    ••cti.^e    -xas   cdx   more    established 


•  :I .  '•'  i? !:."  •jiiJ  Niccol  \  by  way  of  changing 
'.    .r.v.r?-.!::'. n.  r»h:.:h.  hc-wever  mnch  prolonged 

.1 1  I;i  1  :  •  E  •  p»l  refill:,  without  his  diviil- 
'j\:i-j[  t  .  L:-  '^i  th:.:  secret  for  the  preser\ation 
of  which  Ikiitriee  had  sacrificed  herself.  "  How 
i-,  it,  raiil  t!;at  yi.u  liave  never  married — never 

<  \t  li  h)\<:*]y' 

^*  Who  told  you  that  I  had  never  loved  ?" 
iiilirniptrd  Lei>iii,  looking  suddenly  up, 

'*  'Hun  yon  have,  but  it  is  no  one  that  I 
hrivr  cvtr  scon,  or  I  .should  have  discovered  it 
fioiM  yonr  actions  li»ng  since." 

"  I  :un  u(»t  so  sure  of  that,"  said  the  Count 
I  mj'liiii";lv. 

•    I     \\'.\\v    '-onutiuu'^    thouffht,"    continued 
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Niccoloy  ''that  tiie  cause  of  your  in^ffcrencc, 
lay  in  your  being  unable  to  find  any  one  to 
come  near  to  that  standard  of  womanly  perfec- 
ti(Hi»  which  you  had  implanted  in  your  own 
breast" 

^  It  was  so  onoe,"  replied  Leoni^  "  but  we 
are  not  philosophers,  and  a  pair  of  bright  eyes 
will  often  dissipate  all  our  grave  resolutions  in  a 
moment  But  can  you  form  no  guess  as  to  the 
object  of  my  attachment  ?" 

**  None  whatever^  my  dear  Paul ;  although 
I  have  been  running  over  in  my  mind,  a  list  of 
all  the  demure  and  virtuous  Senoras  that  I 
ever  knew." 

''  To  come  nearer  home  then,  what  think 
you  of  our  dear  Marianna  ?" 

"  What,  my  merry  little  sister?!' 

*'  And  why  not  Nicoolo?  She  is  not  a  child 
now,  although  pure  and  innocent  as  one." 

**  So  she  told  me  herself  this  very  morning, 
with  the  dignity  of  a  little  Empress.  But  you 
are  not  serious,  Paul?" 


THE 
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-  I  sL  .•ci^I  olpC  hAT«  dued  to  jest  n|ioa  sodi 

.-.  :.*  r^;^  L'xtI  ih^  Gxmt  gravelj.  **  Bat  do y< 

:.  n^^:\isg  me  foralsotlier,  ^^iooolo 

•  L»' ;  .«-•:-*  cxouinucJ  Femnte  eagerly,  •*  wl 
L..  .  L  :..^arrjL^  with  I{^)olItay  could  scmroe 
^l.-r   I..-   ni'.r^   {Icafore.    And  yet  it  seen 

.:.:c  fcl  .u;l  -ir raia-Iike,  that  the  sister — the  con 
j  ..lil .n— :hc  jupil  of  Xicculo  Femnte;  shou 
l^  :\:<s  J.i'-^.n  ItUo  of  the  Count  LeonL"^ 

•  I:  lii-.v  5ccm  *«]»  to  the  world,"  said  tl 
lt.;iv.:.  "  I'u:  rhey  never  knew  you  as  I  ha 
I. -IK  :  aiil  i:  Li?  :d\vays  seemed  your  glory, 

liKtko  y.;u;*f^lf  :ij  -var  worse  tli:in  you  arc,  ai 
t  •  rrciitc  w.ir.Jer,  wlien  you  might  so  easi 
li:;ve  Win)  aurairitlon." 

••  Xm  milt:  jr."  inicn-uiited  Niccolo,  "  it 
jiji-t  now :  :i:iJ  kt  evcrj-  one  tliink  as  bad 
iiiu  arr  they  will,  so  I  Continue  to  ix)&sess  yo 
rntnclsliip.  But  let  lis  talk  of  Marianna ;  aA 
all  slic  is  very  young  yet,  and  80  wild  and  wo 
wunl,  that  I  doubt  if  a  thought  of  love  li 
ever  entered  her  mind.'' 
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**  So  much  the  better/  repKed  Leoni^  *'  and 
ftorry  ahould  I  be  to  dbturb  the  innocent  purity 
and  light-heafted  enjoyraent  of  her  life ;  such 
feelings  come  soon  enough,  and  I  am  mistaken 
if  Maiwma^B  be    not  the   sort  of  disposition 

tfeel  them  in  all  their  force  and  intensity, 
for  her  caprice^  her  merry-humour,  it  only 
i  the  additional  charm  of  variety  to  her 
pcHl*ct  lieanty," 

^"  Say  no  more,**  said  Niccolo  kughiagly, 
I  8oe  that  you  are  really  in  love,  and  deter- 
mined to  find  perfection  in  the  idol  you  have 
chosen,  whether  she  possess  it  or  not.  Al- 
ii lOUgh  in  sober  reality  I  think  myself  that 
l^liiriauna  has  a  fund  of  deep  and  passionate 
feelings  and  affection^  which  until  this  day  I 
never  gave  her  credit  for ;  but  after  all,  Leonj^ 
«bc  owes  mueli  of  the  good  she  imssesses  to 
you.'* 

**  Aye,  find  even  then,*  said  the  Count 
imiMuuately,  **  when  abe  !ias  sat  at  my  feet, 
with  her  dark  cnmest  eyes  fijied  eagerly  on 

VOh,    L  CI 
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ffiUK.  saahermi  Iqis  pntad  in  the  attkmde  i 
iboDTiafiBlflaBBsion;  even  then  my  endeaTOOi 
v-crc  3>.-«  vlttllT  ^«^***M^«'*j  ai  I  aoo^t  to  fon 
:.cs]rwif  aMo^  loooU  loTei  For  even  i 
Irif?  TvcT  duldhoodL  ^  wxnderfiil  beauty  as 
.zT^-Iiec?  c/  rmr  wter  had  awakened  both  m 
iLf  evr^vd  aad  my  fears.  Bvt  this  eoa&aac 
yjo^  ':«^zmaieacNmer  than  it  was  intended,  as 
I  nu^t  claizu  TOUT  pronuse,  Kioooloy  not  1 
uxzd.>G  a  wcff^  1^  whax  has  paseed  between  i 
:  >  MariimaL" 

"  Cortadnly  not,  if  too  wiah  it,*^  replic 
Fcrranto.  "^^  and  I  beliere  that  yon  are  right  i 
^.1  .ioin^.  You  are  both  yonng  enough  to  wai 
an«.l  a  premature  disdoeure  of  your  pasaoi 
liiight  alter  the  present  affectiiHiate  confiden 
J  of  her  manners^  into  a  reserve  painful  to  boi 

I  of  you:    nevertheless^  from  this  hour  I  du 

''"'k  ujion  vou  as  a  brother."* 

I'lie  two  friends  then  embraced  and  parte 
•  iiiiJiiiHlly  pleased  with  the  residt  of  their  coi 

fi.Tfiicf  t»»«rcther. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


<*  1  know  not  wfaichu  the  moit  £ita]  gift» 
Genius  or  love,  for  both  alike  are  ruled 
By  stars  of  bright  aspect  and  eyil  influence.*' 

L.  E.  L. 


NiccoLo  Ferrante  was  one  of  those  beings 
who  seem  bom  for  fame>  the  restless  longings 
afler  which  haunted  him  from  his  verj  boy- 
hood. In  the  divine  writings  of  Petrarch, 
eawj  of  the  poet»  mingled  with  admiration  of 
the  poetry,  and  the  strongest  emotion  which 
the  perusal  of  the  Genisatemme  UberaJta  awaken- 
ed in  his  mind,  was  r^ret  that  he  had  not 
written  it  He  felt  that  for  Tasso's  genius  and 
o  3 
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immortality^  he  would  willingly  have  endiin 
hits  misery — his  madneae — and  hia  death  I  Soi 
charms  has  fame  for  the  young  and  axda 
mindy  and  such  will  it  ever  have  in  all  ages  ai 

|il.  countries.      A  laudable  ambition,  if  it  ki 

only  to  noble  deeds^  and  the  oatpouiinga  oi 

1 1 !  generous  spirit,  but  capable  of  being  fearful 

and  fatally  perverted.  The  aspirataona  of  Fe 
rantc  were  no  idle  dreaminga ;  he  felt  his  on 
I)owcrs,  and  gloried  in  them ;  but  it  was  with 
])roud  and  daring  recklessness  that  overlooks 
the  means  in  the  end. 

Although  of  late  years  Niccolo  had  dnic 
gradually  apart  from  scenes  in  which  he  hi 
once  been  the  principal  actor^  he  caniod  awi 
the   taint  of  their  memory  upon  hia  hearl 
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i=j  .  and    there  were  things,    which,  though  the 

-/i  -I  ibund  no  voice,  yet  twined  closely  around l 

•W  imagination,  and  ix>isoned   all  they   touchei 
BecollcctiouB  which  liaunted  him  like  a  apel 

illi^i  and    altliough  banished  for  a  time  in  the  pr 

I  sence  of  his  Iriend  Leoni,  or  at  the  feet  ( 

■■    I 
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I^polita,  returned  in  the  still  hour  of  night, 
like  demons.  It  was  into  the  pages  of  his  new 
work  that  the  poet  poured  forth  the  outgush- 
inga  of  those  wild  thoughts  and  feelings,  which 
he  could  not  utterly  cast  from  him ;  and  as  it 
grew  in  beauty  beneath  his  eyes,  he  became 
gradually  insensible  to  the  dangerous  tendency 
of  the  sentiments  with  which  it  was  embued. 
An  author,  and  more  especially  a  young  author, 
is  seldom  the  first  to  discover  his  own  errors  ; 
and  the  fearful  leprosy  of  the  age,  that  leprosy 
which  has  more  or  less  infected  the  writings  of 
0ome  of  his  most  illustrious  contemporaries, 
spread  itself  like  a  foul  blot  over  the  otherwise 
faultless  work. 

So  vivid  were  the  conceptions  and  ideas  that 
came  rushing  through  the  ever  active  mind  of 
Niccol6,  that  even  when  speaking  on  a  favourite 
subject,  his  words  wQiild  flow  so  fast  as  to  be 
almost  unintelligible ;  and  he  would  pause 
suddenly,  and  smile,  less  at  his  own  volubility, 
than  at  the  want  of  comprehension    in    his 
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audience.  This  tide  of  rapid  eloquence  per 
\ikleJ  his  whole  work,  which  was  written  in  ai 
incredibly  short  space  of  time;  and  as  all  woiIq 
of  imagination  should  b^  under  the  spdl  an 
impulse  of  the  hour,  before  the  fidzy  TiBoiiJ 
which  haunt  the  nunds  of  the  gifted,  beoomi 
lost  amidst  the  ooM  realities  of  earth.  Poa 
Niooolo!  he  felt  it  to  be  a  hard  task,  to  tnci 
iairlv  out  on  paper  those  burning  thoughts 
to  $}>ell  wozxls,  and  divide  sentences,  when  z 
da4i  of  the  pen  would  have  suflSced;  bul 
printor^  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  are  sic 
nictliodionl  being;?,  and  must  have  every  thin; 
in  Mock  and  K-hite, 

During  the  eomix>sidon  of  his  poem,  Fer 
nuito  might  have  been  said  to  have  existed  iz 
two  iliAorvnt  worlds;    that   of  his  own  wik 


J  I  iniaginaiions,   and   the   sanctity  of   Ippolita\ 


ptvsonoo,  whoro  nothing  that  was  impure  darec 
to  ciuor.  It  secmeJ  as  though  he  lived  bj 
iliiy  like  oilior  men :  while  with  the  gloom  anc 
iitlouoc  of  night*  there  canH>  to  him  beautiful 
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l>ut  unholy  vidons,  the  record  of  whicli  appear- 
ed grovcQ  upon  the  glowing  page  on  wHcb  it 
waa  noted  dow^o.  How  little  did  liis  friends 
dream  as  they  marked  the  glimmering  of  his 
mtdtiight  lampj  ahining  out  constantly  like  a 
dtar»  that  beneath  its  pale  light  the  work  of 
glory^  and  of  flhamoi  waa  faat  apprDa4!hing  its 
completion. 

The  style  of  Ferrante  had  all  the  inimitable 
humour  and  pathos  of  Boccaccio,  all  the 
Tersatllity  and  beauty  of  Ariosto;  but  alas  for 
him  I  it  had  likewise  aU  that  gain^,  fur  Poetfl 
BQch  as  these,  the  deeerved  curse  of  posterity 
for  the  prostitution  of  high  talents, 

MeanwhUe  Venan^io  congratulated  himself 
upon  the  superior  penetration,  by  which  he  had 
nt  onoe  detected  and  appreciated  the  noble 
spirit  of  his  intended  son4n-law ;  ainid^^t  the 
clouds  of  youthful  folly,  which  had  for  a  time 
obacuretl  it  And  Ippolita  who  had  nevei' 
litiinl,  or  dreamt,  that  he  had  ever  been  other 
than  the  perfect  being  her  love  bad  repreaented 
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Um,  listened  to  bit  pniw  wkk  flodied  dieelu 
and  a  befluing  heart. 

^  Bittrardjtlieze  MBOiwedof  y«yiirbrodierV 
suuljii^  ad  they  tdDl  me  he  doea^"  aaid  she  to 
^lariazma,  aa  they  aat  outmoaiag  together. 
"  It  id  no  conaolatioii  to  me  in  Ua  ^h^rvf^,  to 
know  that  he  ia  dertiwiag  hia  liealtl^  in  pur- 
euit  of  that  of  which  be  already  knowa  enough" 

"  We  can  never  know  enough  T  aud  Mari- 
surna  Tchemently.  ^  Were  he  my  hirer,  I 
would  not  grudge  him  a  ain^  inatant  of  the 
time  thus  employed.  And  rather  than  hia  kve 
for  me,  should  break  into  thoee  puraiita,  which 
are  to  win  for  him  an  inmiortaUty  of  fame,  I 
would  sit  by  hia  side,  motionless  aa  a  atatne; 
and  only  move,  when  he  looked  weary  and  ex- 
hausted, to  press  my  lips  to  his  pale  brow,  and 
cheer  him  by  my  caresses  to  fresh  ezerdona." 

**  But  I  am  not  like  you,"  returned  her  more 
gentle  companion,  with  a  sigh,  **  And  I  must 
confess,  Marianna;  even  at  the  risk  of  making 
you  angry  again  ;  that  Niccolo's  pale   cheeks, 
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and  heavy  eyes,  have  caused  me  many  nights  of 
wakefulness  and  tears.  ** 

^  I  was  not  ai^ry  with  you^  silly  gu'l  ;**  said 
Marianna  laughingly,  while  she  flung  her  arms 
juround  the  slender  waist  of  her  friend;  '^  but 
you  must  not  spoil  my  brother,  dearest  Ippolita. 
The  world  will  not  judge  him  with  your  partial 
eyes,  and  all  perfect  as  he  is,  I  heard  Leoni  tell 
him  the  other  night  that  he  ought  to  study 
more.'' 

"  My  father  speaks  most  highly  of  this  Count 
Leoni,"  said  Ippolita. 

"  So  does  every  one  that  knows  him,  but  I 
cannot  wholly  get  rid  of  the  childish  awe  which 
I  used  to  have  of  him." 

"  He  appears  to  be  very  proud." 

<^  To  every  one  but  me,"  replied  Marianna, 
with  a  bright  smile,  **  but  even  Niccol6  often 
laughs  to  see  how  I  manage  to  tame,  and  bring 
down  his  haughty  spirit  We  used  to  be  always 
quarreling,  but  somehow  of  late,  I  find  it  im* 
possible  to  put  him  out  of  temper.." 
o  5 
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«  And  do  you  ever  try  T  asked  IppoUta  i 
astonidhment 

"  To  be  sure  I  do,  just  to  amuse  myseli^  bi 
after  all,  I  confess  that  I  should  be  sonry  to  i 
it,  for  I  like  him  very  much,  although  he  dm 
treat  me  like  a  spoiled  child,  and  lecture  me  if 
do  wrong.  But  I  will  talk  to  him  about  m 
brother,  and  if  he  thinks  him  really  ill,  I  tn 
bring  him  to  you  by  force;  and  we  wiU  not  let  hii 
return  to  his  s>tudie8,  until  he  is  quite  recovered 

**  I  do  not  think  that  force  will  be  required. 
said  Ippolita,  smiling  and  blushing. 

"  Or  ray  help  either,  I  suppose,**  replie 
Marianna  gaily.  "  You  are  a  happy  girl,  Ippc 
lita,  in  having  the  influence  you  possess  oy( 
such  a  mind  as  Niccolo's  ;  and  until  I  find  on 
as  handsome — as  gifted — and  as  merry-heartec 
I  shall  continue  to  envy  you." 

"  And  will  not  the  Count  Leoni  do  ?" 

"  Ah  !  no,  he  is  too  old,  and  too  grave ;  al 
though  I  confess  that  he  is  good  looking ;  an 
more  deeply  read  on  most  subjects,  than  eve 
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my  beloved  brother,  with  all  his  brilliant  ac- 
quirements. And  yet  who  would  dare  compare 
him  to  Niccolo  Ferrante?" 

Ippolita  acquiesed  by  a  look  of  grateful  fond- 
ness in  the  unbounded  praises  of  the  affectionate 
girL  It  was  indeed  their  mutual  love  and 
reverence,  for  one  object,  which  united  hearts, 
and  minds,  so  dissimilar  together ;  for  no  two 
beings  could  afford  a  greater  contrast  to  each 
other  than  Ippolita  Venanzio,  with  her  timid, 
and  trusting  faith  ;  her  wavering  thoughts  and 
feelings,  swayed  and  directed  at  will,  by  those 
she  loved ;  and  Marianna's  firmness,  and  acute- 
ness,  both  of  judgment  and  action.  And  yet 
since  the  marriage  and  departure  of  Beatrice ; 
whose  passions  and  sentiments  had  been  more 
in  unison  with  her  own ;  the  young  heiress 
spent  the  greater  part  of  her  time  in  the  society 
of  one,  whose  greatest  pride  and  happiness  was 
to  be  called  her  sister ;  and  who  almost  idolized 
her,  because  of  her  relationship  and  affection  for 
that  dear  one  whom  they  both  bved  so  much. 


1,1. 


f  r^jcn  all  Iter  eazly  : 

sije  vivK^ed  Inn.  It  wm  bj  die  young 
Counies'savn  visb,  tint  Act  delayed  letonung 
to  their  mdTe  plio&  She  hid  detenuned 
nevcx  a^ain  lo  mn  theridL  of  meedng  Femate^ 
imtil  she  oooU  do  so  with  no  warmer  feding 
than  that  fraternal  afiectioiiy  which  he  ahme  ex- 
Iierienced  for  her.  It  was  not  however,  without 
a  ptruggle,  that  she  pernsted  in  the  severe  path 
of  duty  and  honour,  which  she  had  marked  out 
for  herself;  and  which  compelled  her  in  its  strict 
fulfilment,  to  avoid  likewise  all  communication 
with  her  young  favourite  Marianna.  And  al- 
though she  wept  over  the  estrangement,  she 
f.'t  felt  in  her  weak,  and  woman's  heart,  that  one 

j-1  of  thfMc  imssionate  epistles  which  she  had  been 

j|.|  in  the  luiliit  of  receiving  from  her^  when   cir* 

t| ,  cunistttuccs  prevented  them  from  meeting;  every 
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line  of  which  was  filled  with  the  praises  of  her 
beloTed  brother,  would  dissipate  in  a  moment, 
all  her  endeavours  to  drive  liig  image  from  her 
heart  The  old  man  waa  too  happy,  to  care 
wher€  he  resided ;  and  although  the  eheek  of 
Beatrice  gtill  retained  its  pearl-like  whiteness, 
she  had  a  smile,  faint  at  first»  but  gradually 
more  and  more  kind,  to  welcome  one,  whose 
only  wish  seemed  to  be  to  give  her  pleasure. 

But  while  she  thus  strove  to  banish  Niccolfi 
Ferrante  from  her  memory,  he  waa  sucessfuUy 
employed  in  building  for  himself  a  place,  not 
otiiy  in  her  imagination ;  but  in  that  of  his 
countrymen^  and  the  world ! 

It  was  evening,  the  ta^k  was  completed — 
the  spell  wound  up !  And  Ferrante  sat  alone  in 
liiji  Uttic  chamber,  with  his  elbow  resting 
proudly  on  the  finished  manuscript^  over  which 
he  had  i§pent  bo  many  weary  and  yet  happy 
hour?,  the  results  of  whlchj  were  to  be  honour 
Mid  immortality.  And  yet  it  was  strange,  in 
that  hour  of  triumph,  bow  little  shiurc  Ippolita 
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had  in  his  wild  thoughts^  and  yet  the  lecoU 

tionofhcr  love — of  her  purity— -inight  hi 

iiuulc  him  less  sanguine — ^less  madly  ambitio 

The  visions  of  a  Poet  over  his  first  wen 

to  describe — to  feel  them,  one  must  have  t(M] 

cariy  and  late,  at  his  labour  of  love.      He  mi 

have  lived  a  charmed  life,  with  the  crestiona 

his  teeming  fancy,  making  them  glow,  and  e 

ist  bcncatli  his  pen,  robing  them  in  the  att 

butes  of  reality ;  and   weeping  with,  or  glor 

ing  in     the    fictitious    emotions    which    I 

liinisclf  creates  for  them.     How  he  exults  in 

beautiful  passage,  or  dwells  lingeringly  on  tl 

records  of  thoughts,  and  feelings,  which  hai 

more  of  truth  than  fiction  in  them ;  and  on 

their  {bathos,  or  their  sublimity  to  the  reality  i 

the  impressions  upon  his  mind  at  the  time  < 

writing  them.     How  often  is  the- poem  but  th 

uotc-book  of  the  Poet;  the  mirror  througl 

which  the  world  is  permitted  partial  glimpses  o 

tlio   my:«teries  of  human  inteUect.     The  coif 

(lUioh  of  criticism,  which  has  crushed  so  man] 
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aspiiing  spirits,  and  awed  even  those  who  have 
giurrived  the  first  kccmic^  ofitij  satire;  what  is 
it  to  the  youthful  Poet?  He  laughs  it  to  scorn  I 
He  defies  it !  He  feeli  confidant  of  succgsb, 
and  looks  unshrinkingly  furward  to  the  time 
when  the  breath  of  popular  opinion — the  halo  of 
an  enduring  fame,  shall  sanction  his  own  partial 
judgment.  And  never,  perhaps,  were  sueh 
dreama  realized  so  fully  and  completely  as  those 
of  Xiceolo  Ferrante^ 

Some  time  had  now  elapsed,  since  he  had  last 
geen  Ippolita ;  during  wliich  he  was  occupied 
in  making  the  neoessary  arrangements  for  the 
publication  of  hit  Poem  i  hut  there  was  no 
shadow  of  reproach  in  the  fond  smile  with 
which  she  sprang  forward  to  welcome  hini. 

**  It  seems  an  age,  that  you  have  been  absent 
from  me^"^  said  the  girl  in  a  whisper,  as  ha  took 
his  osoal  seat  on  the  low  ottoman  at  her  feet. 

"  And  yet/'  replied  Niccolo,  "  it  is  only  a 
week/* 

**  Oii/y  r  repeated  Ippolita,  while  the  tears 
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started  into  her  beautiful  eyes*  "  But  I  target 
how  many  other  amusements^  you  can  find  in 
tlie  great  world,  while  I  have  but  you.  Per* 
haps^  however,  it  is  your  studies  that  have  kept 
you  from  me  ?  If  so  I^Iarianua  will  be  angry 
with  me  for  chiding  you.^ 

The  young  lover  smiledj  and  the  whispeicd 
protestations,  which  he  wiis  beginning  to  pour 
forth,  with  an  eloquence  tliat  could  not  have 
failed  to  convince  one  even  less  confidingj 
than  the  simple -hearted  Ippolit%  were  inter- 
nipted  by  the  voice  of  her  father, 

**  Is  il  true,  Ferrante ;"  asked  he,  *'  that  you 
are  about  to  publish  a  Poem  ?" 

Niccolo  started,  but  he  could  not  deny  the 
accusation. 

"  And  not  to  tell  us  a  word  about  it,"  said 
Ippolita  reproa4:hfully, 

*•  I  meant  it  as  a  surprise  for  you^"  replied 
Ferrante. 

**  Oh  I  how  I  long  to  read  it  T  exclaimed  the 
young  girl  joyously*    «  To  hold  the   book  in 
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my  own  hands,  and  pore  over  it  in  my  long 
hoars  of  loneliness  and  gloom;  it  ^will  be  like 
having  you  always  with  me.  Niccolo,  you  will 
send  me  the  first  copy  of  your  Poem,  will  you 
not?'' 

The  Poet  uttered  a  sudden  cry  of  anguish, 
and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands  without  speak- 
ing ;  for  the  first  time  a  full  conviction  of  the 
consequences  of  what  he  was  about  to  do; 
flashed  across  hb  mind. 

"  You  are  ill,"  said  Ippolita  anxiously, "  your 
hands  are  burning,  and  your  brow  cold  and 
pale.  Niccolo,  this  must  not  be ;  for  my  sake 
you  must  be  more  careful  of  your  precious 
health." 

"  For  your  sake  T  repeated  her  lover  bending 
down  his  forehead  upon  her  lap;  "  For  your 
sake,  what  would  I  not  do? — even  glory 
itself,  would  I  forego  for  that.  But  your  love 
makes  you  too  anxious,  I  am  better  now — it 
was  but  a  sudden  pang.** 

*'  Well,  I  am  glad  that  it  is  past^  but  you 
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still  look  pale  and  wearied.     Now,  howev 
that  the  work,  which  has  so  long  engross 
your  time,  and  even  stolen  into  your  hours 
nightly  rest  is  finished ;  I  shall  take  no  ezcu 
if  you  are  absent  from  me  for  a  single  day." 

'^  If  you  wish  it,  I  will  not  be,"  repli 
Niccolo ;  ^'  for  here  only  am  I  perfect 
happy." 

Ippolita  smiled,  and  the  dark  eyes  of  I 
lover  shrank  for  the  first  time  before  tlie  a 
fiding  tenderness  of  her  glance. 

'^  And  now  let  us  talk  of  this  beautij 
l^oom,  for  beautiful  I  am  sure  it  is  ;  how  pro 
Alarianna  will  be!" 

"  Ippolita,"  said  Niccolo,  speaking  in  a  h 
voice,  and  carefully  averting  his  face  from  1 
eager  gaze.  "  You  must  endeavour  to  r 
contented  with  the  fame  it  will  bring  to  me; 
but  you  must  not  read  ^the  book — it  would  r 
interest  you.'' 

"  Not  when  it  is  yours — the  record  perhs 
of*  thoughts  and  feelings,  wliich  I  might  ta 
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for  my  guide  when  you  were  not  here,  to  adviae 
me  how  to  act  But  perhaps  you  think  that  I 
should  not  be  able  to  understsmd  it  ?  Thanks, 
however,  to  you,  and  my  dear  father,  I  know 
more  perchance  than  those  who  from  constantly 
mingling  in  the  world,  have  less  time  for  such 
pursuits.  Piccolo,  I  am  conscious  of  my  own 
diffidences ;  but  day  and  night,  I  study  to  be 
worthy  of  your  love,  to  be  able  to  appreciate 
your  genius ; — nay,  turn  not  from  me,  promise 
me  that  I  shall  read  your  book." 

*^  Ippolita !"  exclaimed  the  young  poet,  start- 
ing wildly  up.  "  You  know  not  the  torture 
your  words  inflict  upon  me.** 

"  Forgive  them  then,'*  said  the  girl  meekly, 
*'  for  I  meant  it  not  But  you  are  not  going, 
Niccolo,  it  is  early  yet,  and  you  are  ill  and 
feverish.  Sit  down  agun  and  let  me  sing  to 
you ;  or  if  you  like  it  better  I  will  be  silent, 
but  do  not  go  r 

"  Another  night  I  will  remain  as  long  as  you 
please,"  replied  Ferrante,  '*  but  I  have  business 
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now  wliich  cannot  be  delayed;  and  the  oc 
night  air  inay  perchance  cool  the  throbbing 
my  temples,"  he  pressed  his  lips  passionately 
her  jwle  forehead  and  turned  abruptly  away. 

^^  One  moment,"  exclaimed  Ippolita»  as  s 
followed  him  to  the  door  of  the  apartmei 
*'  Niccolo  you  will  think  me  strangely  we 
and  superstitious,  but  I  cannot  shake  off  t 
fear  that  something  dreadful  is  about  to  happe 
that  you  have  kissed  and  parted  from  me  i 
the  last  time." 

"  One  portion  of  your  sad  prophesy  shall 
least  be  averted,"  said  Ferrante,  drawing  1 
ibndly  towards  him.  "  What  weeping  ?  N 
then  my  own  Ippolita  I  must  indeed  chi 
you." 

"  I  know  you  will  tell  me,  as  my  dear  fat! 
always  does,  to  place  my  trust  in  tlic  mercy 
Heaven,"  said  the  girl,  as  slie  rested  her  b 
upon  the  shoulder  of  her  lover ;  "  and  to 
protection  I  confide  all  that  is  dear  to  me 
life !"  she  withdrew  herself  as  she  spoke  fr 
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his  arms^  and  retired  with  a  fond  and  sad  smile, 
the  memory  of  which  haunted  the  rccollection 
of  Ferrante  for  ever  more ! 

"I  will  destroy  it r  muttered  Niccolo  to 
himself  as  he  turned  hurriedly  away.  ''  Im- 
mortality itself  shall  be  sacrificed  to  preserve 
her  pure  in  heart  and  thought,  as  I  have  this 
night  beheld  her.  Fame  were  dearly  purchased 
if  it  raised  one  blush  upon  that  fair  cheek,  if  it 
stole  away  one  christian  hope  from  that  trusting 
spirit" 

The  deep  shades  of  night  were  gradually 
succeeding  the  mellowed  hues  of  an  Italian 
twilight,  and  as  he  passed  through  the  great 
^uare,  faint  gleams  from  palaces  and  casinos, 
just  beginning  to  be  lighted  up,  flashed  fitfully 
across  the  pavement 

"  Who,"  mused  Ferrante^  "  can  number  the 
happy,  or  the  aching  hearts  which  beat  within 
this  vast  city.  Its  homes  of  exquisite  enjoy- 
ment, or  its  haunts  of  crime  and  depravity. 
The  mysteries  which  lie  buried  for  ever,  within 
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iu  walk!  And  yet  to  aQ  thifl  nnooon 
multitude,  migfat  my  name  lutve  beoo 
familiar  as  a  houtehold  word ;  but  it  la  pas 
fur  ercr  I  henceforth  I  must  be  contented 
share  the  checquered  life  of  ordinaiy  men;i 
like  them,  when  my  hour  cornea,  to  die  and 
tufgottcn  r 

*'  Ippolita  wae  light,"  muttered  Fernm 
as  feeble  and  exhausted,  he  flung  himself  up 
a  eouch  in  his  little  study.  I  must  indeed 
mi»rc  eareful  of  my  health,  or  the  spirit  ii 
wear  out  its  own  tabernacle !"  at  this  insti 
his  glance  fell  upon  the  fiiushed  manuscr 
before  liiin.  but  he  wanted  strength  of  nund 
that  moment  to  destroy  it.  "  There  is  ti 
enough  !'*  murmured  the  poet  lingering 
'*  Time  enough  yet  I  But  before  I  see  1 
again  ever}*  trace  of  this  wild  dream  shall 
swept  away  for  ever  T 

But  he  was  weary — weary  with  his  o^ 
imaginings  ;  and  gradually  the  heavy  li 
drooped  over  the  full  bright  eyes ;    the  expn 
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sion  of  deep  thought  faded  upon  his  pale  lips, 
and  resting  his  aching  brow  upon  the  manu- 
script before  him,  he  fell  insensibly  into  that 
sleep  which  his  exhausted  frame  so  much 
required. 
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til  AFTER   VII. 


*•  Ti.i-y  cn..wn  roe  with    a  glittering  ciown, 

(^•rne  from  a  deathless  tree  : 
I  r  i-ar  ihi-  j'Ci/.r.j  mu$ic  of  renown 

Uh  :  lo\c  f.T*ake  me  not ! 
M  .  e  wore  a  :<.t.o  dark  lot, 

1m:v:.  .fihce  !'• 

CtlMV*  SINGJNC   TO    LOM, 


Wiu  N  Ktiiantc  iiwiic  he  was  K»niewl 
^lirl^^v^i  To  tViul  hinij^clt' alone  in  his  apart mei 
uiili  ra»  h-lit  !!a\v  tl!L'  j-ale  moouj-hine  whi 
laiiitly  ili'.auinauil  l!io  chamber,  ami  flicker 
^tranlrcly  ui\»n  hi>  wan,  and  eulourle:??  fa< 
Hu:  ill  :i  !i\v  nuM'.u  r.;s  those  thoughts  and  res 
hiiion<,  \\hiv'!\  >hiinl'iT  had  j»artially  banishc 
y'Mwc  \kwV  w  l.ni  in  lull  force:  and  he  gar 
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with  Ibigeriug  aadnesg  on  the  companion  of  so 
'maay  lose  and  midnight  hours — the  bright 
promise  of  future  glory  I  The  pillow  which 
Imd  so  lately  supported  his  wcarj^  hcadj  and  lo 
often  been  made  the  tablet  of  his  wild  and 
passionate  feelinge.  And  then  the  young  and 
benutifid  face  of  Ippolita,  pale  as  when  he  had 
last  gazed  ujx^n  it,  f ose  up  in  hia  imagination  as 

I  if  to  reproach  him  fur  the  delay. 
**  It  cannot  be  very  kte  yet,"  said  Niccolo, 
fltarting  up,  and  hastily  enveloping  hlmaelf  in 
bis  cIo&Il     "  Paul  LeonI  will  be  my  best  ad- 
KYiser  in  this  matter ;  which  after  all»  I  want 
^neaolution  to  perform  alone,  I  will  immediately 
"saekhim/^ 

It  was  a  splendid  moonlight  night,  and  many 
a  bright  eye,  followed  the  towering  form  of  the 
young  Poet,  as  he  swept  hurriedly  through  the 
still,  crowded  streets  ;  for  in  Italy,  night  in- 
stead of  being  a  seaaon  of  rest,  is  converted  ijito 
one  of  festivity  and  enjoyment.  The  higher 
claates  then  for  the  finft  time  arise   from  their 
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luxurious  couches :  and  shaking  off  the  langou 
attendant  on  the  ezocsuve  heat  of  the  day ;  pn 
I>are  with  renewed  zest,  to  enjoy  the  numeroi 
sources  of  amusement  then  open  to  them.  Tl 
balls — ^masquerades  and  midnight  aangnatioiii 
each  claim  their  separate  TotarieSy  and  the  dt 
liccomes  one  vast  festivaL 

As  Fcrrantc  passed  through  the  prii 
cij^ul  streets,  he  observed  a  crowd  coUectc 
;\i*ound  one  of  those  wandering  children  of  «onj 
wlio  are  to  be  met  with  in  most  Italian  citie 
and  who  form,  in  a  great  mcasureythe  chief  Uter 
ture  of  the  lower  classes.  It  is  to  the  Improrisi 
tore  tliat  they  owe  much  of  that  poetical  tendei 
cy,  which  is  their  i)ecullar  characteristic.  An 
even  to  one  unacquainted  with  the  languag 
the  i^asdionate  ardour,  with  whicli  tliey  oddre 
the  assembled  multitude;  at  first  perha| 
culJ  and  iudiflerent,  but  gradually  1  becoming  ii 
tercstcd  iu  the  theme — ^the  lighting  up,  as 
were,  of  a  thousand  countenances  into  intell 
<:^cncc  and  admiration  ;  the  sudden  buret  of  ei 
citciucut,  or  the  wild  i)cals  of  genuine  laughte 
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Bn  varyiug  liis  subject,  the  Poet  oitexs  upon  a 
more  lively  theme  with   that  aniioatioii  nod 

I  vivacity,  8o  peeullar  to  this  national  mode  of 
composition,  are  all  studies^  wortliy  of  the  at* 
tention  of  the  traveller  and  die  artiat,  m  afford- 
iog  gliinpsea  of  tharaeierj  which  might  be 
Bought  in  vain,  on  ordinary  occaeiona, 

'  Ferrante  paused  a  moment  beneath  the  shadow 
of  a  massive  pilkr,  and  gazed  unobserved  on  the 
face  and  form  of  the  speaker.  The  Improvisa- 
tof%  was  raised  above  hia  hearers,  by  being 
moaated  on  a  flight  of  marble  steps,  and  thu 
rays  of  the  moon  falling  brightly  upon  hia 
wafing  garments^  and  uncovered  head  gave  liim 
a  wild  and  picturesque  appcarauce.  His  voice 
had  that  deep  and  carefully  modulated  tone  the 
music  of  wliich  is  to  W  heard  ouly  in  Italy ;  and 
tlie  interest  excited  by  bis  subject,  had  give  a  a 
biiUiancy  to  his  tceen  dark  eyeSt  which  made 
iheni  look  almost  supematund ;  at  leasts  it 
■Mmikl  so>  to  the  heated  imaginatiun  of  Fer- 
nuite* 

a  a 
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*'  A  fiur  and  beautiful  earth  is  ours,  mj  fel- 
low countiymeD,'*  said  the  Improvisatore,  in 
continuation  of  his   previous  harangue  ;  **  but 
it   bears  within  it  the  very  germ  of  change. 
Our  flower-loving  childhood,  how  often  it  has  to 
weep  for  its  faded  treasures !  Our  youth — with 
its  bright  and  never  to  be  realized  dreamings; 
CO  which  in  after  years,  we  cast  back  so  many 
sad  and  lingering  repinings  after  vanished  jojrd. 
Our  friendships— dissipated  by  the  brerth  of 
J^Jkluess  and  estrangement ;  or  dissolved  more 
:?uddonly,   Imt  even  less  cruelly    by    death! 
Our  loves — and  who   lias  not  loved  ?   rarely 
surviving  its  first  i)assionate  fcr^'our ;  and  even 
then  diHMned  to  be  Lud  in  the  course    of  time 
within  the  dreary  tomb  I  or  left  behind   in  the 
world  to  iorget  us— or  remember  only  to  lament  I 
We  survive  every  thing — but  glory  survives  us! 
Throucrhout  our  whole  existencc,we  must  grieve 
in   valu   over   the   i>crishable  things  of  earth ! 
(ilory  alone  is  inii>erishal)lc  I     Pride  and  power 
— palaces  and   cities — crumble   away    beneath 
the  mouldering  touch  of  time!   Glory  defies  it  I 
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The  taint  of  mortality  is  on  all  human  thinga 
but  Glory  alone  is  immortal !  Aud  while  time 
in,  Gloiy  18  also !  Let  us  worship  then  above  all 
dec,  that  star  wMch  knows  no  setting  I — There 
are  millions  of  bright  mimes  gmven  in  characteri 
of  gold,  u]ion  the  records  of  eternal  fame,  but 
there  yet  remains  a  million  more  blanfes  to  be 
filled  up,  Wlio  knows,  ray  friends,  that  even 
now,  there  may  not  be  one  among  us,  destined 
ibr  this  high  place  ?  IfcJy  calls  upon  her  sons, 
to  honour  her  by  the  lustre  of  their  genius ! 
The  mother  of  Tasso — of  Petrarch — and  a  long 
and  gifled  band — call  ujk>ii  tliem  for  another 
name,  to  a85x  to  her  seroll !  that  in  het  pride 
^hc  may  justly  challenge  the  cn%'y  of  the  world ! 
The  blessed  land  of  Poetry  and  Painting,  call^ 
upon  her  children  !" 

Ferrantc  grew  pale,  as  he  listeneil  to  the 
prophet  voice  of  the  lmj>rovisatorc ;  hi&  breath 
eame  thick  and  fast,  and  the  large  drops  stood 
like  beads  on  his  wlutc  brow.  Onee  he  stretch- 
ed out  hi^  hands  wildly,  and  the  hushed  crowd 
caught  the  words,  "  I  come  T  uttered  rather  in 


150 


THE    raiCE   OF   F. 


a  scream  tJiaii  a  hirnian  voice;  and   they  ^htid-" 
dercd,  m  if  it  had  been  the  cry    of  aa   ev  il 
spirit  V 

Ferrante  heard  oo  more^  he  rushed  hurriedly 
forth,  and  paused  not  until  he  found  himself 
once  more  l:)eneath  the  windowB  of  the  ^larquia 
Venanzio'd  Palazzo*  All  was  perfectly  stilly 
and  one  solitary  lamp  burnt  dimly  in  the  cham* 
her  of  Ippolita.  ^M 

"  PerLaps  even  now   ehc  prayfi    for    me^ 
thought  Niccolo,    *^  or  sleep«»  and  dreams  of 
hearen.  For  thy  sake,  my  pure,  my  gentle  one ! 
will  I  resist  thb  fearful  temjitation — this  glori- 
oui  triumph !  at  the  altar  of  which  thy  inno- 
cence must  be  offered  up  I  And  yet  if  you 
knew   this  heart— its  ambition— its    vmn  as- 
pirings—you  would  indeed  weary  heaven  wtll^ 
prayers,  that  it  may  have  power  to  subdue  them 
—to  be  worthy  of  you.     But  it  ib  past  now— 
the    hour    of  trial  and    agony,     Ferrante  ia^ 
again  himself"  ^ 

U^  turned  away  as  he  muttered  thus,  and 
pt^judly  on. 
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The  Improvisatore  had  meanwhile  passed 
to  other  themes,  and  the  following  is  one  of  the 
legends  of  the  gifted,  which  he  related. 

THE  POET'S   FIKST  LOVE. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  speaks  it  was  cus* 
tomary  at  Florence  for  persons  of  both  sexes  and 
all  ages  to  meet  in  family  circles,  or  under  the 
roofs  of  common  friends,  and  rejoice  tc^ther  at 
the  return  of  Spring ;  and  never  perhaps  did  a 
merrier  party  assemble  together  for  this  pur- 
pose, than  that  to  which  our  story  refers.  The 
hospitality  of  Folco  Poiinari,  and  the  angel 
beauty  of  his  infant  daughter,  forming  a  theme 
of  earnest  conversation,  long  after  liis  niunerous 
guests  had  departed  to  their  resfective 
abodes. 

Beatrice  —  or  Bicd,  as  she  was  familiarly 
called,  was  then  about  eight  years  old,  although 
the  extreme  delicacy  of  her  features  made  her  look 
still  younger ;  and  all  the  flattery  and  adulation 
which  she  received,  was  not  able  to  change  the 
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LLlld-Iike  simplidtj  of  her  maimerB.  She  wore 
c-n  :ha:  daj,  a  robe  of  snowy  muslin,  with  a 
{■;ilc  Coloured  sash  ;  and  no  ornament  save  the 
Hch  bright  curls  which  descended  far  below 
hviT  waUt;  but  then  what  need  has  child- 
}:  .<•.>!  of  anv  adornment  save  that  innocence  and 
purity  which  links  them  with  the  angels  they 
ro54:mbie  ? 

1 1  nuy  «eem  strange  that  wc  should  take  the 
irvublc  v(  describing  the  dress,  and  appearance 
<.  f  one  so  young  ;  but  after  circumstances  have 
invested  this  day  with  a  singular  interest,  and 
wo  tct?l  anxious  as  far  as  possible,  to  know  ex- 
;iotIy  how  ^he  looked  and  moved  who  was  des- 
tined to  be  the  future  love  of  the  Poet. 

^^^lon?ve^  the  little  lady  wandered  in  her 
oarelos^  and  ?ix»rtive  mirth,  it  might  have  been 
obtcnod  tliat  she  was  always  followed  by  a  tall 
dark-feat  urod  boy,  whose  full  prominent  eyes 
wore  riveted  earnestly  upon  her.  His  figure 
was  firm  and  graceful,  but  for  the  slight  stoop 
iVom  the  shoulders,  which  we  so  often  see  in  the 
KtiuHous,  and  which  painfully  increases  in  later 
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His  face  long,  with  an  acriTisline  nose- 
high  cheek-bonc8— and  a  soiiiewkat  remarkable 
projection  of  the  upper  Hp.  His  complexion 
was  swarthyj  and  only  partially  relieved  by  the 
intense  blackness  of  the  hair  which  hungmouDd 
it  in  tliick  natural  cnrkj  and  even  then,  the 
countenance  wore  a  coiifinned  expression  of 
melaneholy  and  though  tfulncaa. 

There  were  many  lovers  there  of  a  larger 
growth  who  dared  in  their  liglit^hcartcd  gaiety 
to  throw  acorn  upon  the  silent  and  evident 
devotion  of  the  youth.  Years  afterward^ij  it 
may  be  that  the  memory  of  that  night  came 
tncK^kingly  back  to  them ;  reminding  them  amid 
the  ruiji  of  their  own  bright  dreams  and  youth- 
ful attachments^  severed  for  the  mo^t  pai^t  by 
tmkindneaa — neglect — or  change,  and  some  iew 
by  death ;  liow  tliat  despised  boy  had  immor- 
talized his  for  ever! 

After  a  time,  Bicfi  seemed  to  be  aware  of 
the  mlent  adoiiration  she  excited  ;  for  with 
incipient  <KKiuetry  she  left  ofi'  the  game  of 
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rompi  in  which  she  had  been  engaged,  and  sat 
demurely  down  within  a  few  jarda  of  the  place 
where  he  stood  ;  stealing  a  timid  glance  at 
him  tlirough  her  long  fringed  lids,  when  she 
thought  herself  unobserved ;  and  then  casting 
them  down  again  as  if  she  had  been  aware  how 
much  their  length  and  darkness  added  to  the 
l>oauty  of  her  profile.  Until  encouraged  by 
his  smiles  she  arose  up  bashfiiUy,  and  coming 
towards  liim.  pkced  both  her  little  hands  in  his 
with  the  loving  confidence  of  childhood;  and 
then  they  danced  and  romped  together,  imtil 
tifixl  out,  and  yet  wilfuUy  refusing  to  retire, 
.""he  leant  her  fair  cheek  agsunst  the  shoulder 
of  her   young   comixanion,   and    dropped  fiist 

It  was  a  still,  beautiful  evenings  and  as  the 
boy  lifted  up  his  little  chai'ge  in  his  arms,  and 
laid  her  on  ii  low  couch  by  the  open  window, 
the  air  fragrant  with  the  breath  of  early  flowers, 
Ciiino  woi^inirlv  in  and  minorled  their  Ions:  ciurk 
together,   so   that  some  little  judgment    was 
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required  to  disentangle  them  without  awaken- 
ing the  deeper;  during  which  their  cheeks 
were  pressed  together  for  the  first  and  last 
tim^  while  a  sudden  thriU  of  joy  rushed  to  the 
heart  of  the  devoted  boy. 

We  speak  now,  not  for  greybeards,  who  will 
laugh  at  the  idea  of  a  lad  of  little  better  than 
nine  years  old  falling  in  lore ;  but  for  all  true 
youths  and  maidens  who  are  boimd  to  believe 
in  the  sweet  traditions  that  come  handed  down 
to  them;  judging  them  only  by  their  own 
hearts.  Even  in  our  own  times,  the  love  of  a 
boy  in  all  its  freshness  and  fer^'^our,  is  a  thou- 
sand times  more  pure  and  passionate  than  that 
of  a  man,  to  whom  perhaps  it  lias  become 
almost  habitual 

There  was  something  of  reverence  in  the 
feelings  with  which  the  young  lover,  for  so  we 
shall  continue  to  call  him,  watched  over  the 
slumbering  child,  and  when  she  moved  in  her 
sleep,  and  folding  her  hands  together  broke  into 
a    low    glad  laugh,  he    remembered  all    the 
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stories  he  had  hi^ard  of  angels  bending  down  to 
converse  with  little  children  while  they  slept ; 
and  stealing  noiselessly  away  he  left  her  alone, 
aa  he  thought,  witli  her  heavenly  playmates, 
But  we  will  not  weary  our  hearers  any  longer 
with  these  childish  lovers ;  suffice  to  say  from 
Boccaccio,  the  able  biographer  of  the  future 
Poetj  "  that  althotigli  but  a  boy,  he  received 
her  beautifid  image  into  his  heart  with  such 
fondness  of  affection,  that  from  that  day,  it 
never  departed  tlienca" 

But  there  was  another  eye  ujjon  the  little 
BicS  as  she  slept,  that  of  her  watchful  and 
aflTectionate  niothen  And  as  she  gazed  she 
called  to  mind  wonk  uttered  long  ago,  and  set 
down  then  to  the  fond  pride  of  the  old  nurse 
for  her  foster  child,  whom  she  had  said  once 
•*  wai  far  too  beautiful  to  live  long."  It  is  a 
common  t-aj-ing  among  the  aged,  and  yet  there 
is  much  of  truth  in  it :  for  do  we  not  almost 
always  see  the  best  and  fairest  soonest  taken, 
in  mercy  perhaps  both  to  them  and  us  ?    She 
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fancied  tooi  that  Blcc  looked  paler  than  8lie 

■    wafi  woot,  but  certainly  the  fatigues  of  t!ie  day 

might  account  for  tliat^and  yet  she  was  not 

Ii^atisfied. 
The  following  moriilng  at  an  early  liour,  the 
Senora  Portinari  quitted  the  Palazzo  aecoiii- 
Ipanied  by  her  childj  [ind  attended  aniy  l«y  a 
confidential  domestic 
**  Are  we  going  maying  again  this  morning? 
asked  Bicd  as  she  bounded  along  with  light 

Ifteps  by  her  sitle- 
"  No,  no,'*  replied  her  mother,  "  I  intend 
calling  upon  old  Zittara  instead.'^ 
. .  The  chUd  ahudderedj  and  the  amiles  faded 
from  her  countenance  i  for  young  aa  she  was, 
even  she  Itad  not  failed  to  hear  mme  of  the 
dark  talcs  which  are  generally  in  circulation 
against  those,  who^  besides  being  singularly  old 
_  and  withered^  Iiave  the  credit  of  being  able  to 
V  jienetrate  into  tlic  awful  mysteries  of  the 
future.     Eyen  the  heart  of  the  Benora  almost 
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m  4h8  «Dic2«d  the  desolate  abode, 
tat  U  mm  mm  §am  boadf  tlmt  ehe  trcmlleO. 

it  «t8  m  mmgt  «QBtimil  to  ^e  tlmt  old  and 
^fcnitJbd  v«awB  boved  down  with  age  and 

^  }viMg«UU  wkD  stood  cowedjig  before  her ; 
»  ilhasL  ber  lilde  Imnda  from 
wUoh  keU  ifaesD  so  firmly;  while  h 
wmi  xht  attendant  Tsiiily  itrove  to 
pneify  Wr.  Hbe  Sjrbil  Aook  her  head  93  she 
nn^  or  preteMkd  to  read  the  pde  blue  lme» 
upoB  tliftt  fittiy  ftttm ;  sad  thcQ  parting  %way 
tbe  k^  curk  whicK  fell  over  the  cluld'^  face^ 
Am  ised  ber  kein  eye^  oci  it  with  an  itttemity 
irall  f  Imiklyfl  lo  tetrify  ihe  object  of  her  e^- 
mmSaaAmi  uutU  reteMtng  her  at  length 
sagMd  to  the  mtlendxiil  to  take  her  awaj, 

^^  WellP  saud  tlie  imiuuous  ttM)ther  enqttii> 
ingly,  m  the  door  cl«jeed  upon  the  Ught  form  of 
btr  dlild  **  Wlmc  has  the  future  in  store  for 
my  treasurer 
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^^  Much  that  mortal  may  not  even  gueas  at," 
replied  the  old  woman  solemnly,  *'  for  the  first 
tune  for  thirty  years  the  glass  through  which  I 
have  been  accustomed  to  look  forward  into  that 
which  is  unseen  by  other  eyes,  seems  darkened. 
I%e  will  die  early,  but  her  memory  shall 
survive  throughout  all  ages  I" 

The  Senora  bore  home  her  child  with  joy 
and  trembling;  and  the  best  masters  Italy 
afforded  were  procured  for  the  little  Bic^,  who, 
although  she  in  time  came  to  excel  in  all  the 
feminine  graces  and  accomplishments  suited  to 
her  age,  gave  no  proof  of  those  wonderful 
talents  which  were  to  shed  an  undying  radiance 
upon  her  youthful  name.  But  the  prophesy 
was  even  then  silently  working  its  own  way 
towards  fulfilment. 

Years  passed  on,  and  the  boy  to  whom  our 
hearers  have  already  been  introduced  had  grown 
up  into  a  man.  He  had  studied  with  success 
at  Padua,  Bologna,  and  Paris ;  and  had  become 
a  scholar— a  philosopher — a  poet^ a  soldier — 
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nnd  alas  I   for  Ijim— a  |>oliticiim.     He  was 
present  rc:ildiii5  at  Florence,  where  his  aociet; 
was  eagerly  Boaglit  after,  not  only    by  tlj 
yoiijig  and  gay^  but  by  the  great  and  goud  of  all 
ranks.     But  something  of  that  love  of  quiet 
and  solitude  which  had  characteriged  his  boy 
hood,  yet  clung  to  him,  and  he  enjoyed  the 
panionuhip  of  hiB  own  bright  tbonght^  betl 
than  aught  else  which  could  be  offered 
Ti'adltion  yet  points  to  the  tlrae  hallowed^  and 
ancient  bench  of  masonry  which  mns  along  the 
wall  of  the  old  church  of  San  Giovanni, 
Florence,  as  where  the  Poet  was  wont  in  th< 
summer  time  to  sit  and  meditate,  making  it 
hu]y  place  for  ever ! 

We  know  not  whetlier  timei  the  stem  and 
sacnligioua  destroyer  of  all  we  reverencCt  or 
the  etill  more  desolating  apirit  of  an  age  which 
ill  lU  wild  zeal  for  fkncied  improvements, 
gwee{>s  away  so  much  of  the  bright  and  beauti- 
ful from  our  landj  has  spcured  it  us ;  we  alme€t 
lear  not»  but  should  it  be  otherwise  many 
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kindred  spirit  will  linger  on  its  way  to  muse  in 
a  si>ot  60  haUowed-  For  hU  sake  they  will 
seek  and  enjoy  it*  But  wliy  did  tlic  Poet  love 
it  BO  well  ?    Listen  and  we  will  tell  thee. 

One  calm  summer  night  (so  runs  the  tradi- 
tion) taking  a  solitary  walk  in  tlie  neighbour- 
hood of  the  old  Church  of  San  Giovanni,  he 
saw  on  the  rude  etone  bendi^  which  layg^  @ays 
a  txilented  writer  on  thb  subject* 

"  South  of  the  Church,  eajt  of  the  Mtrj  lower," 


I 
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A  female  figure  robed  In  ^hitej  and  bearing 
no  reaemblance  to  aught  earthly  save  in  her 
touching  and  mournful  beauty.  For  a  moment 
the  young  Poet  atood  gazing  upon  her  in 
wondering  silence,  until  with  a  sweet  smile  she 
l>eekoned  him  towards  her,  and  motioned  for 
hiiu  to  sit  down  by  her  side. 

**  My  Beatrice  T   said  he  pasaionately,  "  for- 
give me  if  I  knew  you  not  at  first*     I  heard 
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that  you  liad  been  ill  but  scarcely  expected  to 
find  you  so  eadly  cliangcd." 

'<  I  must  be  altered  indeed,"^  said  the  lady 
with  a  gentle  sigh,  *^  if  even  you  forget  me ; 
})ut  my  heart  is  still  tlie  same,  it  yearns  towards 
you  unceasingly,  and  I  weep  to  tliink  what  may 
become  of  you  when  I  am  gone.** 

^*  But  you  must  not  go!"  Kud  her  lover, 
attempting  to  encircle  her  in  his  arms,  while 
she  gently  and  firmly  repulsed  him. 

"  It  is  heaven's  will !"  sjud  the  girl  meekly, 
"  and  yet  my  spirit  clings  lingcringly  to  earth. 
Here  I  would  have  watched  over  and  counselled 
thee,  soothing,  or  smiling  away  all  sorrow. 
Tlierc  I  can  but  pmy  for  thee  T 

The  young  l^oet  drew  nearer,  and  gazed  long 
and  earnestly  upon  her  face.  It  was  intensely 
1  ale,  and  there  was  a  wanness  about  the  lips, 
and  a  singular  brilliancy  in  her  large  lustrous 
eyc>*,  which  added  to  the  sweet  and  loving  ex- 
pression of  her  countenance,  made  her  look 
something  more  than  human. 
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Night  came  on,  and  found  the  lovers  still 
lingering  in  that  hallowed  spot,  and  when  they 
parted  at  length,  the  young  Poet  bore  home  in 
his  heart  a  thousand  sweet  and  heavenly 
counsels  with  which  to  combat  the  trials  and 
temptations  of  the  world. 

That  night  his  wandering  footsteps  involun- 
tarily led  him  to  pass  under  the  walls  of  the 
Palazzo  where  they  had  first  met,  and  he  was 
somewhat  surprised  to  see,  that  instead  of  being 
lighted  up  as  usual,  it  was  dark  and  stilL  Un- 
able to  resist  the  impulse,  he  knocked  gently  at 
the  gate,  and  enquired  if  any  thing  had  hap- 
pened to  the  family  ?  A  question  which  he  was 
able  to  put  with  less  fear  from  having  but  just 
before  parted  with  the  object  of  all  his  love  and 
anxiety, 

"Holy  Mother!"  exclaimed  the  weeping 
domestic,  "you  have  not  beard  then 
that  our  poor  young  mistress  is  gone  at 
hist?" 
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The  Poet  reeled  back  a  few  paces  with  sud* 
den  horror,  1 

**  Not  BieS  I— not  my  little  Bic^?"   said  he^ 
wildly. 

The  man  replied  only  by  tears  siud  Luiienta- 
tiona. 

"  Wlicndid  she   die?**  asked  the  Poet  at" 
lengtli^  in  a  voiee  uf  fearful  cahnnese.  ^H 

"  To  night,  SenoFj  a  little  before  sunset^  bo^^ 
she  had  been  confined  to  her  bed  for  many  day^H 
before  through  weakness,"  ^B 

The  Poet  turned  away  without  auotlier  wonJ, 
and  the  few  whom  he  met  on  his  road  home, 
latiirted  a^iide  from  the  sight  of  hi^  wliitc  fiiee 
and  gleaming  eyes,  with  sudden  terror.  From 
that  hour  DANTE  ALIGIIIEEI  became  tlie 
Poet  of  another  world*  A  land  where  there 
is  no  shadow  I  ^M 

A  twelvemonth  nderwaxili  we  find  in  hit 
Vi'tft  Nuom  (  a  romantic  and  sentimental  retro- 
spect of  hia  youth)  that  hj3  "  first— last— at 
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only  love,*^  m  lie  elsewhere  ciilk  Iier — remamed 
unfor^otten.     "  On  the  day  thnt  completed  the 
year  after  thii  lady  (Beatrice)  had  been  receiv- 
ed among  tlie  denizens  of  eternal  Ufe,  '  writes 
the  Poet,'  while  I  was  sitting  alone^  and  rccal- 
Ui^  her  to  rcmemhraneej  I  drew  an  angel  on  a 
oertain  tablet,"    Thus  ttJiichingly  and  beauti- 
fully,  referring  in  thought  to  their  fir^t  and  la£t 
meeting. 
L        It  is  by  no  means  our  mtention  to  enter 
■   largely  into  the  history  of  one,  who  b  so  nniver* 
Hjpidly  known  and  admired,  or  to  speak  of  the 
^Immortal  DantCj  as  a  magistrate — a  soldier^ — 
a  fervent  fjetriot  in  the  feu*ls  of  the  Guelfi  and 
Ghibellinefl — a  wandering  exile  from  that  land 
whose  glory  he  became  in  after  years — or  even 
m  A  Poet — but  simply  as  a  lover.  We    wouhl 
rather  gee  the  Goddess    of    Historic    Truth 
erowned  with  those  wUd  flowers  which  tradition 
wreathes  for  her  gentle  wearing,  than  witli  the 
cold  i^lated  look,  which  it  haa  been  the  fashion 
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of  late  to  gireher,  bj  stripfMngoffall  the  poetry 
trv:*m  the  dull  prose  of  aetuml  existence.  Hid 
Ilfo  we  leave  to  more  able  chroniclers  Hb 
l.-ve  wc  woultl  rescue  from  doubt  and  oUirioD) 
.\tA  win  a  ^rnifathy   for.  from  the  gentle  and 

Tli'  •^o  who  wouU  know  more  of  that  Beatrice 
\«  l.L*:n  ho  so  lored.  mn«t  seek  it  in  the  glowing 
:  -jc-i  of  the  ''  Dfrina  Gwituwt/iVi,"  inhere  her 
!i":;icn'."c  i^  shed  abroad  like  a  glorj-.  But  be- 
.  v.^,  :t:a!  jAM-iou  was  pure — unearthly — and 
Arlr.ir..: — nui?t  itbefaUe?  Shall  we  doubt  its 
ixijtoiico,  bccai^se  it  seems  to  us  now  a£  sonie- 
:*:i::i^  r.K^ro  iliaxi  mortal?  Surely  not!  Let  us 
r.i:!:o:  ilcfy  dl  auiiquate<l  biographers,  and  cold 
l-.car:cvl  ori;;c:%  and  cling  fast  to  our  gentle  faith. 
.\i5.l  ;u  wo  Ivnd  over  his  grave  at  Ravenna,  a 
V  i:y  li::llj\vo\l  tlir  receiving  those  ashes,  which 
his  native  land  too  bte  repented  having  scorned ; 
r.wv  ilw  niouiory  of  her  who  loved  him  while 
,<ho  livi\h  and  sooiheil— refined — and  saved  him, 
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even  after  the  fond  spirit  had  departdi  from  its 
earthly  tenement ;  who  died  early,  and  yet 
**  shall  live  for  all  ages"  lead  to  sweet  thoughts 
and  quiet  mnsings." 


As  Ferrante  turned  the  comer  of  one  of  the 
principal  streets  he  ran  suddenly  against  an  old 
companion. 

**  Ah  1  Ferrante,"  exclaimed  he,  "  the  very 
person  I  was  just  wishing  to  meet,  you  must 
come  with  me  to  my  brother's." 

"  Not  now,"  replied  Niccolo,  "  I  have  urgent 
business  elsewhere." 

**  We  shall  not  detain  you  long,"  persisted 
his  friend,  ^^  and  I  will  take  no  denial  The 
Prince  Alberti  is  to  be  there,  and  I  know  that 
he  is  anxious  to  see  you,  it  was  but  ihe  other 
day  tiiat  he  was  regretting  your  new  whim  in 
absenting  yourself  from  us  all,  and  wishing  that 
it  was  over." 


166 


THE   PRICE   OF   TAWL 


"  The  Prince  doea  mc  honour,'*  eaid  Kiceolo 
coldly. 

"  Come  then  to  him  now,  or  if  your  ui^geot 
buBitie&s  ^'Ul  not  detain  you  long,  I  can  awmt 
your  leisure,  A  midnight  assignation  jierhajis  ? 
I  saw  a  young  Senora  enveloped  in  a  ma^k  and 
cloak,  lingering  about  beneath  tlie  ehadoff  of 
the  opi>ositc  houses  as  I  passed ;  the  very  duq 
perha[»3  you  have  come  to  meet  f " 

**  My  bu3me^9  is  not  with  women/  said 
Ferrantc  haughtily* 

•*'  Then  it  can  be  the  more  readily  pootpciDfdr 
Came  with  me  now,  and  you  can  attend  to  it 
aft^rvrards.'' 

'*  Tnie,**  said  Niccolo,  "  a  few  hours  more  or 
leas  cannot  signify,"  and  he  followed  his  friend  lo 
the  splendid  Palazzo  of  his  brother* 

It  was  crowded  with  Tnost  of  the  principal 
literati  of  the  age,  and  as  he  poaaed  up  the  lofty 
halls^  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  his  companioiit 
he  exulted  in  the  consciousness  of  having  it  in 
hts  power  to  command  the  wonder  and  admira- 
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lion  of  these  great  men^  even  if  they  ahoold 
withhold  their  esteem.  The  young  Piinee  waa 
ooatempkting  an  exquisite  bust  of  aa  old 
Italian  poet»  which  stood  in  one  of  the  re- 
oeases. 

<<  We  shall  never  have  such  another  Poet^" 
said  Alberti  thoughtfully,  '^  the  sweet  qiirit  of 
poesy,  seems  to  have  departed  out  of  our 
land.'' 

A  deep  flush  stole  over  the  cheek  of  Ferrante, 
and  he  smiled  scornfully.  He  knew  that  both 
in  style  and  vigour,  that  doomed  Poem,  which 
awaited  but  his  mandate  to  be  consigned  to  eter- 
nal oblivion,  was  far  superior  to  the  very  best  pre  - 
ductions  of  that  gifted,  but  voluptuous  bard 
whose  marble  image  stood  as  it  were,  coldly 
and  mockingly  before  him. 
^  You  look  as  if  you  differed  from  us,  Senor 
Ferrante,''  said  the  Prince  turning  to  greet  his 
young  favourite,  while  his  keen  eyes  rested  en- 
quiringly, on  the  varying  countenance  of  the 
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he  had  given  in  his  answer  to  the  Prince^  entirt^ 
ly  removed  all  further  nncertainty  on  the  sabjeot  t 
and  he  became  anxious  to  atone  in  soraemeasmre 
fbr  his  former  injustice. 

'*  Niccol6  Ferrante,"  said  the  old  nobleman,* 
with  glistening  eyes.  **  I  have  judged  you  too 
hanhly,  and  I  ask  your  pardon  for  it !  Hence^ 
forward,  suffer  me  to  be  your  firiend,** 

But  the  young  Poet  drew  hastily  back  from 
his  proffered  hand 

"  You  will  repent  of  this  kindness  before 
long,''  said  he  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  emotion. 
*•  I  should  be  proud  indeed  of  your  friendriiip, 
did  I  dare  to  accept  it,  or  were  I  worthy  of  it; 
Tliis  conduct  may  appear  strange  to  you  now, 
but  the  mystery  will  one  day  be  solved ;  and  I 
shall  read  on  your  cold  and  averted  countenance, 
how  right  I  was  in  the  line  of  conduct  I  have 
thought  it  proper  to  pursue." 

"  Poor  boy  P  ezckumed  the  old  man,  lookmg 
after  his  retreating  form,  with  a  compassionate 
sigh  !'f or  after  all,  thou  art  yet  but  littie  better 
H  3 
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in  jcan.  Of  all  ruins,  surely  that  of  a  mmd 
and  spirit^  such  as  thine  might  be,  is  the  most 
lamentable!  And  yet,  with  all  thy  follies,  I 
cannot  help  honouring  thee,  from  my  very 
soul" 

lustead  of  pursuing  his  original  intention  of 
seeking  out  the  Count  Leoni,  Ferrante  returned 
directly  home ;— not  to  destroy — but  to  beau^ 
tliat  which  was  destined  by  its  Author,  to  rival 
tlic  works  of  the  best,  and  worst  Poet  Italy  ever 
produced. 

During  the  time  that  necessarily  intervened, 
he  absented  himself  as  much  as  possible  from 
Tppolita;  but  the  Poem  appeared  at  length,  and 
was  received  in  a  manner  that  startled  even  tbe 
author  himself,  all  confident  as  he  had  been  of 
tjuccesd.  Life  seemed  to  him  like  a  glorious 
dream,  in  which  the  pride  of  rank  and  aristocra- 
cy, came  and  bowed  do^n  before  that  of  genius 
and  intellect,  congratulations  flowed  in  from 
every  quarter.  It  was  the  talk  of  the  whole 
land ;  and  from  the  Palazzo  to  the  obscurest  hul, 
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Perrante's  Poem  wa8  sure  to  be  the  first  object 
that  the  eye  rested  on.  The  ladies  declared^ 
^  that  it  was  shockmgly  improper !  bnt  then  it 
was  so  exquisitely  beautiful  T  While  old  men 
shook  their  hedds  and  read  on  to  the  end,  with« 
Out  nussing  a  word.  And  while  the  spirit  re^ 
▼olted  at  the  impiety  of  the  Atheist,  and  th^ 
voluptuousness  of  the  libertine ;  it  yielded  to 
the  fascination  of  language — ^to  the  spell  of  the 
irachanter — which  seemed  able  to  clothe  even 
darkness  itself,  in  a  mantle  of  glowing  light  I 
The  most  eminent  artists  travelled  hundreds  of 
miles,  to  gain  a  correct  likeness  of  the  young 
Ferrante;  and  his  Poem  was  translated  into 
almost  every  language,  and  dbpersed  abroad  to 
delight  and  demoralize  the  world ! 

The  fame  of  it  was  not  long  in  reaching 
Florence,  and  poor  Beatrice  was  compelled  to 
hear  the  constant  sound  of  a  name  which  for 
months  she  had  not  dared  to  pronounce  to  her* 
self,  and  which  she  vainly  fancied  she  had  for- 
gotten.    She  had  hoped  that  her  husband,  who 
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always  seemed  eager  to  anticipate  every  wmh, 
would  have  sent  for  the  volume  immediately  on 
it6  publication ;  but  as  some  days  bad  elapsed 
without  a  word  being  said  ou  the  eubjeet ;  tlie 
young  Couatesi  eummoned  courage  to  request 
that  be  would  procure  it  for  ber.  It  was  a 
natural  and  simple  thing  that  she  ehould  be  anx- 
ious to  read  the  production  of  bo  near  a  rela- 
tive ;  and  yet  Beatrice  blushed  painfully  as  ebe 
spoke;  while  the  usually  calm  brow  of  her 
husband  darkened  as  ]§hc  had  never  before  aew 
it 

**  Beatriee/'  mid  he^  wliile  Ids  thin  lips 
quivered  with  subdued  [lassian.  **  You  know 
not  what  you  ask  I  while  I  live  witli  my  know* 
ledge,  neither  the  book,  or  itfi  auihori  BhaQ 
ever  breathe  tlieir  pemicioua  doctrines  over 
those  I  love,** 

The  young  Count^j^s  turned  deadly  pale,  and 
stood  before  him  without  the  power  of  uttering 
a  word,  fearing  she  knew  not  what ;  and  forget* 
ful  that  unless  Moacini  possessed  the  art  of 
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dividing  her  tboughts^  there  was  no  other  way 
hy  whick  her  fatal  attachiiient  U}  anotherj 
could  b*ve  been  betrayed 

*'  Nay,  do  not  look  so  frightened,  Beatrice  T 
said  the  Count  more  calmly,  **yfHj  are  too  good, 
too  itmocent,  properly  to  under^stand  my  motives 
for  this  seeming  hardmesa;  but  uevertheJess 
yott  must  promiitse  me  faithfully  to  obey  them.** 

"  And  muist  I  never  see  my  cousin  jVIariaiuia 
\  V^  asked  the  jierplexcd  and  broken  spirited 
gbtl 

**  Never !  She  mf^j  be,  and  I  liopc  isj  inno* 
/of  any  participation  in  the  avowed  guilt  of  Fer- 
'Tante ;  but  the  very  faet  of  her  being  hi^  sigterp 
renders  her  an  unfit  companion  for  my  wife,  I 
might  have  been  afraid  Ui  have  snid  so  much  to 
any  one  eke  but  you,  Beatrice;  for  fear  of 
awakening  tlieir  curiosity.  But  I  have  too 
much  confidcoce  in  you,  not  to  rely  implicitly 
on  your  resisting  the  many  temptation^!,  which 
yott  will  meet  with  to  induce  you  to  disobey 
me      A  woman  mntf  read  such  a  book  and  yet 
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retain  all  her  purity  of  thought  and  feeling,  but 
a  dhado  will  be  found  to  have  gone  o^-er  its 
fin^t  brightness  for  ever." 

The  young  Countess  did  not  reply ;  to  her, 
Fcrrantc  had  appeared  nearer  perfection  than 
any  other  being  she  had  ever  met  with,  and  she 
I'clt  more  inclined  to  join  in  the  praises  ml 
honours,  which  were  every  where  ndsed  to  him; 
tlian  bolicTC  opinions,  based  perhaps  upon  earl; 
prejudice,  or  latent  feelings  of  jealousy.  The 
solemn  injunctions  of  her  husband,  deterred  her, 
however,  for  a  time,  from  yielding  to  her  own 
wishes,  and  those  of  others;  whose  expressions 
uf  wonder  at  her  never  having  read  so  popular 
a  work,  often  raised  a  faint  colour  on  her  pole 
ohoek. 

<*  And  Fcrrantc  is  your  cousin  too,"  said  one 
young  lady.  "  How  proud  you  ought  to  be  of 
liini.  For  my  i>art,  I  would  walk  bare-footed 
a  hundred  miles  only  to  gaze  upon  his  face." 

<*  Is  he  really  as  handsome  as  his  pictures 
rtprescut  him  to  be?''  asked  another. 
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'*  Twenty  times  more  so  T  replied  the  young 
Countess  vehemently.  **  No  artist  could  pos- 
ribly  do  justice,  to  the  ever  varying — and  ever 
Ibeautiful  expression  of  his  face." 

**  And  yet  you  have  never  read  his  Poem  1 
But  perhaps  you  abstain  from  principle,  having 
lieard  that  it  is  immoral  T* 

Beatrice  coloured. 

**  Afler  all,"  said  she  in  a  low  and  hesitating 
voice,  **  it  is  an  injustice  to  my  cousin,  to  con- 
deom  him  without  judging  for  myself.  But 
the  Count  Moncini  has  given  orders  to  all  his 
domestics  not  to  read  it  on  pain  of  dismissal 
from  his  service ;  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  ask 
them  to  disobey  him." 

**  I  can  easily  procure  you  a  copy  if  you 
like,"  said  her  friend,  "  and  will  call  upon  you 
to-night^  and  bring  it  with  me." 

For  a  moment  Beatrice  did  not  reply,  during 
which  duty  and  inclination  struggled  for  mastery 
in  her  bosom ;  but  the  latter,  as  is  usually  the 
I  5 
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case,  triumphed  over  the  scsrapleB  of  tfaefomier. 

Although  it  was  with  ft  feeling  of  Vi^ir^Tf^^ 

that  the  naturally  highmindeJ  gid  agreed  to 

the  stratagem  invented  by  her  oompanionii  to 

introduce    the   interdicted   volume   into  her 

house ;   while  the  two  prla  dedaved  after  ahe 

had  retired,  that  beaides  ihe  pkasuie  of  aearviiig 

the  beautiful  Beatrice;  it  would  be  almost  u 

great  a  one  to  deceive  her  old  husband.    OU 

husbands— fathers — and    guardians,    be   they 

,  ever  so  kind,  are  always  objects  of  aversion  to 

young — thoughtless — apd  romance-loving  giri& 

And  they  mutually  agreed  that  the  one  in 

I  question  must  be  a  perfect  tyrant  ifiofoAiA 

I  not  only  his  wife,    but   his  whole  houseludd, 

1  from  perusing,  one  of  the  finest  works  ever 

written. 

\  Some  Avceks  had   now    elapsed    since  the 

j  publication  of  his  poem,  and  it  was  with  a  feel- 

I  ing  of  foreboding  which  he  viunly  endeavoured 

to  shake  off,  that  Ferrantc  sought  for  the  first 
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time  after  that  event  had  taken  place,  the 
presence  of  Ippolita.  A  gloomy  stillness  seemed 
to  pervade  the  Palazzo,  and  the  servant  instead 
of  uahering  hhn  at  once  into  the  presence  of 
his  mistress,  or  her  father,  lingered  hesitatingly 
with  the  half  opened  door  in  his  hand. 

"  Is  the  Senora  Ippolita  within  ?"  asked 
Femmte,  surprised  at  the  alteration  in  his 
behaviour. 

**  Si  Senor,"  replied  the  man  abruptly.  "  But 
my  lady  has  been  dangerously  ill,  and  I  have 
the   Marquis's  orders  not  to  admit  any  one." 

**  You  must  be  aware,"  said  Niccolo  haughti- 
ly, "  that  I  of  course  am  an  exception." 

"  Pardon  me,  Senor,"  replied  the  man  re- 
spectfully, "  but  your  name  was  particularly 
mentioned. 

A  deep  flush  passed  over  the  sallow  cheek  of 
the  Poet,  but  his  love  and  anxiety  subdued 
his  pride. 

*^  Can  I  not  see  the  Senoca's  attendant  ?"  he 
asked,  and  there  was  a  tremulousness  ia  his 
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voice,  which  touched  the  heart  of  ihe  old 
domcflticy  with  whom  he  had  always  been  a 
favourite ;  and  contrary  to  hia  maater's  orden 
he  promised  to  endeavour  to  bring  Th&ea^  to 
satisfy  lus  enquiries  with  regard  to  the  healih 
of  her  young  chaige,  aa  well  aa  to  convey  any 
message  which  he  might  widi  to  send. 

^^  It  is  then  as  I  feared^"  thought  Feirante^ 
^^  as  I  deserved ;  the  old  man  has  withdrawn 
from  me  his  esteem  and  confidence.  But  it  is 
too  late  now  ;  Ippolita's  affections  are  too 
securely  mine  ever  to  change,  and  I  must  trust 
to  time,  and  to  his  love  for  his  fair  and  only 
child,  to  effect  our  reconciliation.'' 

How  little  Niccolo  knew  of  the  stem,  un- 
compromising disposition  of  Venanzio. 

The  man  returned  after  a  few  moments 
absence,  but  alone.  ThiSresd  dared  not  disobey 
the  solemn  injunctions  of  the  Marquis,  to  hold 
no  communication  with  him,  and  the  Senora 
was  too  ill  to  be  conscious  of  what  was  passing 
around  her. 
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^  If  you  like  howeyer,  to  take  the  trouble  of 
calling  again^"  said  the  man^  obsemng  Fer- 
raate's  look  of  despair;  ^I  can  inform  you 
how  tiie  Senora  is  getting  on,  and  whether 
there  is  any  chance  of  the  Marquis  Yenanzio's 
relenting  in  your  favour.  At  present  he  has 
forbidden  your  name  to  be  mentioned  in  the 
house ;  and  it  is  that,  and  your  long  absence 
t<^ther,  which  has  nearly  broken  my  poor 
hidy's  heart  P 

"  I  will  be  here  at  the  same  hour  to- 
morrow," said  Ferranto,  in  a  voice  hoarse  with 
emotion,  as  he  turned  hurriedly  away.  And 
the  Poet  with  whose  praises  all  Italy  was 
ringing,  sought  his  solitary  home  with  a  deso- 
late and  saddened  spirit.  The  first  sacrifice 
for  that  fatal  elevation  was  about  to  be  demand- 
ed of  him ! 

Within  a  few  yards  of  his  own  dwelling  he 
suddenly  encountered  the  Count  Leoni,  who, 
without  seeming  to  observe,  swept  past  him 
with  averte  1  head,  and  haughty  indifference. 
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*«  It  m  well !"  niiittered  Feirante,  who  fk 
more  than  he  CArctl  to  acknowledge  even 
hiinselij  from  the  loss  of  hia  friendship  and 
esteem*  *^  Wc  shall  sec  how  long  this  proud 
Count  will  stay  away  from  the  hoitae  wJiich 
contains  all  tliat  he  loves  best  on  earth.  I 
have  a  magnet  yet  wliich  shaD  cottijMil  htm  t<* 
yield  nic  his  society  and  esteem/' 

On  his  return  home  he  fomid  his  young 
eister  with  her  fac€  almost  concealed  by  her 
long  hair,  reading  eagerly  by  the  feeble  light  of 
an  expiring  kmp* 

'^  AVhy  are  yoii  not  at  vespers  ?"  he  a^keiL 

"  I  was  tired j''  replied  Marianna,  "  and  per- 
i^uaded  the  Senora  Bellini  to  go  without  me : 
lately^  soniehow  I  do  Bot  seem  to  care  so  nmcli 
about  going  as  I  need,** 

"  Betire  to  your  room  !**  said  Niceolo,  more 
etemly  than  he  had  ever  1  before  addressied 
her  I  **  I  must  speak  to  Uie  Setiora  al)OUt 
thk" 

Marianna  emiled  somewhat  scorn  fully »  as  ihe 
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dropt  a  rose-leaf  into  the  page  she  had  been 
perusing^  and  kying  the  book  on  the  table, 
quitted  the  apartment  with  a  proud  step. 
Ferrante  opened  it  inunediately,  and  shuddered 
as  he  read ! 

"  My  God  r  said  he  despairingly,  "  I  have 
denied  thee — but  be  mine  the  punishment — 
vidit  it  not  on  her  I — Oh.1  do  not  let  her  learn 
from  mc  to  doubt  thy  mercy  and  salvation !" 

From  that  time  Marianna  attended  prayers 
as  regularly  as  before,  and  Ferrante  destroyed 
the  volume  of  his  poems  before  her  eyes.  But 
who  was  there  in  Italy  that  had  not  a  copy  to 
lend  her  ?  or  who  among  the  young  that  could 
not  reiKjat  it  almost  by  heart?  From  that 
hour  however,  it  had  lost  all  power  to  harm 
her;  and  she  remembered  only,  how  for  her 
good,  her  proud,  and  worshipped  brother,  had 
humbled  his  high  spirit  before  her,  and  con- 
fessed all  its  errors  and  delusions. 

Authors  may  be  sometunes  traduced,  but 
they   far    more    frequently  make  themselves' 
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npi>ear  to  be  worse  tlum  they  really  are.  And 
Avhat  more  beautiful  and  touching  example  of 
thid  can  we  have  than  those  lines  of  Byron, 
written  in  a  blank  leaf  of  his  bible,  and  almost 
the  last  tliat  his  hand  ever  traced ;  when  taken 
in  confutation  of  the  feariul  tendency  of  some 
of  his  most  admired  works. 


"  Within  thin  awful  Tolume  lies 
The  mystery  of  in>ftcrics  : 
Happiest  thry  of  human  race 
To  whom  their  God  has  gi\en  g;race, 
To  read,  to  fear,  to  hope,  to  pray. 
To  lift  the  lafch,  to  force  the  way  ; 
And  bi;tter  had  they  ne'er  been  bom, 
Tlien  read  to  doubt,  or  read  to  Koro."* 


And  yet  this  man  would  fain  have  pcrsiuided 
tlio  world  that  lie  was  himself  that,  from  Avhich 
liis  nature  shrank  back  with  fear  and  hoiTor; 
A  scorner !  and  an  Atheist !  And  even  to  this 
(lay,  the  unfounded  accusation  sullies  idl  the 
britrhtncss  of  his  immortal  name ! 

Xeithcr  was  Ferrante,  in  spite  of  the  cor- 
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rupting  influence  of  the  age  in  which  he  lived ; 
half  as  morally  culpable,  as  the  perusal  of  his 
works  would  have  led  one  to  imagine;  and 
prostrate  before  the  altar  of  God,  he  adored* 
and  trembled !  for  he  felt  that  the  everlasting 
record  of  his  apostacy  had  gone  forth  to  rise  up 
between  him  an4  heaven  for  ever  more ! 


THE  FRICS  OF   FAXB. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


-    L-!7  ^»  zx^c  ^e  fri«ai$,!  Life  hit  enou^ 
Ot  * :!.-»  asc  care'  to  need  no  added  thorot 

rjf  ir>  »i  .^i  .;i«d  be  '  nutie  of  sterner  fluff* 
T.  ir  n.i*  14  sMcIi«>i — to  lire  on  foriora  ; 

\  :  IS  "j  ^■J..m  to  uiie ftreamlef  bends^ 

V;.  -:  •  :  i-i'* ::  :>.:=*. — L«  us  agun  be  friends!'* 

MiSw  C'cayvrix  Baeo.v  Wiuon. 


^.»Nr  i.:.r:iinj:  as  Femmte  was  etartiog 
:  :!.o  r.uAj^o  of  the  Marquis  Vcnanzio,  to 
r.:.;ko  :;:<  oustvuiary  enquiries,  and  receive  the 
•.i<;:,i!  V.r.vr.vxl  rvjlios,  wliioh  brief  as  they  were, 
,vVor.;v\i  ii::u  :ho  consolation  of  knowing  that 
:':o  !:oaI:Ii  v  t*  hor  ho  loved  was  gradually,  but 
<i;i\iy  imprvnin::.  he  met  his  sister  and  the 
Sv.v^i-H   IVUir.i.      The   former  looked  flushed 
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and  angry;  and  there  was  an  expression  of 
sadness  upon  the  usually  tranquil  countenance 
of  her  companion. 

^^  What  has  happened,  my  Marianna?"  asked 
Niccolo,  who  really  loved  his  sister  tenderly, 
and  always  entered  into  all  her  little  plans  and 
troubles  with  an  interest  that  endeared  him 
more  than  ever  to  the  heart  of  that  young  and 
affectionate  girL 

^'  Do  not  ask  me,"  said  Marianna,  averting 
her  head,  and  endeavouring  to  pass  him. 

"  But  I  must  and  will  know !"  cried  Niccol6 
detiuning  her,  half  in  jest,  and  half  in  earnest. 
**  And  if  you  will  not  tell  mc  I  must  apply  to 
the  Senora  Bellini,  to  know  who  has  offended 
her  pupiL" 

^^  I  am  not  offended,"  said  Marianna,  evasive- 
ly;  ^^  so  do  not  let  us  detain  you  brother." 

Niccolo  looked  keenly,  and'  anxiously  upon 
her  pale  and  agitated  countenance,  and  then 
turning  to  her  companion,  somewhat  abruptly 
enquired  where  they  had  been  ? 


1K& 
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-  To  the  Palazso^  Vcnuizio,'  tnswered  the 
>i  Dora  CTTivelT,  ^  and  for  die  hat  time.  Hid 
y..ur  ^:^TeJ  laken  mr  adrice,  she  would  never 
JjkTc  roine,  after  tlie  reoeptioo  die  met  with 

-  I  va?  liIiDd  r  exclaimed  Marianoa,  buist- 
;7;j  inio  a  pa^sc^Date  flood  iji  tears.  ^  I  couM 
ac-:~I  nouM  sot  bdieve — ^that  thejr  metnt 
]  '..r:* t>i]y  lo  ejcclihle  aad  insult  me.' 

••  l::fi:h  v^«  T  iv:-}<eaxed  Fcarante,   wlule  his 

:  \  ^>  n^sl^vX^  £iv.     And  then  as  she  flung  hcr- 

?<-,':"  xrotr.iii£r  into  his  nnn^  which   were  folded 

TiCjitr^T  ground  bir:  lie  felt  what  a  deep  daim 

>^:  :i.u5:  hoacef^nh  have  upcm  his  love ;  and  how 

.';".* -^-kr.i  be  had  made  heron  him  alone.  "My 

•  %...  r  J'ariAT.m  T  said  ho  landing  down  his  head 

■,.'or*  Iht  •vvk,  while  hi2«  tear?  minted  with 

■•\  r!s  ••  ^fy  :»>:ir  M::rianna !  and  this  is  only  the 

rrs?  :r:Ai  «  :.:vh  you  will  have  to  encounter  for 

■  i\^r.u\  vvn>e  NivxxAi.'"  said  the  young  girl, 
^:  .Mxi:  ■.>i>ci:v^r.?  culme^l  in  an   instant   by  the 
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fear  of  still  further  exoiting  hi&  *^  I  hare  per* 
hafB  thought  nuxre  deeply  of  this  than  it  deserved. 
Pardon  me  if  my  folly  has  grieved  you,'' 

^^  Tell  meall  that passedi"  said  Niccolo  in  a 
low  voice,  ^'and  what  they  dared  to  say  to 
you?" 

*'  Oh  not  much  after  all,"  said  Marianna 
soothingly.  ^*  But  I  was  weak  and  foolish — I 
thought  my  heart  would  have  broken*  The  first 
time  I  called,  they  told  us  that  Ippolita  was  ill, 
and  could  see  no  one.*^ 

^*  She  will  see  me,"  said  I  attempting  to  enter, 
but  the  man  interposed  assuring  me  that  his 
orders  were  most  positive. 

'^  Perhaps,"  observed  the  Senora  Bellini  aside 
to  me,  ^  her  malady  b  contagious ;  and  itis  the 
fear  of  infection  which  induces  the  Marquis  to 
act  as  he  does." 

*^  In  that  case,"  I  replied,  ^^  she  has  the  more 
need  of  a  friend  to  nurse  and  amuse  her,  for  I 
remembered  how  you  loved  her,  Niccoli,  and 
that  thought  made  me  fearless." 


-  win  TOO  hare  tbe  gDodncat  to  infbnn  the 
>lir:jiif  Veauks  dat  the  Scnon  Fcmnte 
^-voiti  vrrbccr  xbe  gxm  ol  Us  Pahno?^  sud 
zij  xicraskB  hiBghtilTy  oheciiiug  tint  the 

--  I:  vcc^  »  X2!0re  than  I  dared  do!^  aid 
:*::<  vkcesdc  airsptlT,  as  if  tLnnm  off  his 
r'-jLrl  \j  OCT  b&pommitT.  "And  cTen  if  I 
^cre  :o  venrsre,  I  should  be  fornr  to  be  the 
'  «c;irvr  :f  Ul<  siessage  I  a^lit  Ining  back.^ 

-  Tii?  ?i^^:!i  the  Senoia  xepeated  to  me 
: : :  r:^  jLri5w  :\  r  I  had  valked  impatiently  away ; 
..:  I  r<r?L5:t-i  in  l^Heiii^  that  she  must  have 

:i.:5:ikv:-  ::i  nietui'in^  :  and  sotight  excuses  fur 
:l.c  ^:^JL^^*  v:caduc:  of  Venanzio,  in  the  danger 
:'  h:5  cn'y  obilJ.  You  never  mentioned 
lj^|vl::a  s  n.^ir*tr  to  me,  and  I  feared  to  distress 
you  by  nrourring  to  the  subject. — But  why 
should  I  :i£rl:are  you  by  dwelling  too  minutely 
on  i!;i:?  stniiii^.'  ^^vae,  which  was  twice  repeated 
I V lore  I  cvHilvi  bring  myself  to  understand  that 
M;in;\nr.:\   Fcrrante   was  considered    an   unfit 


THE  PBICE  OF  FAME*  191 

companion  for  the  pure  and  gentle  daughter  of 
the  proud  Marquis  Venanzio  T 

**  And  it  is  I  who  have  brought  this  ciune 
upon  you  !^  said  Niccolo,  as  he  involuntarily 
bowed  down  his  lofty  head^  before  the  majestic 
loveliness  of  his  young  sister. 

^*  Now  you  are  unjust,  both  to  yourself  and 
me»''  said  Marianna  fondly.  *^  Niccol6j  such  a 
mind  as  yours — as  ours — ^it  makes  me  feel 
proud  to  resemble  you  ever  so  slightly ;  can 
command  the  homage  of  all !  And  those  whose 
cold-calculating  spirits  lead  them  to  deny  it,  we 
can  defy  !" 

'^  It  is  dangerous  for  a  Woman  to  defy  the 
world,"  said  Niccolo  smiling  sadly  upon  her* 

**  Well  then  I  will  do  so  only  for  your  sake. 
They  do  not  know — they  cannot  love  you  half 
as  well  as  I  do !  who  would  rather  be  the  sister 
of  Niccolo  Ferrante,  than*Empress  pf  the 
whole  world  I" 

<^You  are  a  flatterer,  and  an  enthusiast  T' 
Baid  her  brother,  straining  her  afiectionately  to 


im 


toftijr 
of 


ofeU 


his  hmrt*     "  Bui  do  f<m  : 
mj  aftke  joii  could  he^  tbe  i 
oit€C  knrcd  you?     The 
fHoHb  and  kindred  y*" 

^'  I  thmk  I  cotildr  wd  Marianna  liAaof  up 
her  large  dark  €yce  foodl j  to  hb  face- 

''  And  will  you  never  loTe  thoae  who  make 
tfaemaelvei  your  brother'^onenuee  F'^ 

**  XeverT  replied  tlie  young  giri  veheiDeiitly* 

Ferrante  smiled^  half  in  foaroj  and  half  ie 
triut)ipli« 

"  I  lioj;e,  huwcver,*"  said  Marianoa  pleadingly  * 
*'  tliat  poor  Ippolita  is  not  reckoned  as  one  of 
your  coeiiiies ;  for  after  all  she  may  know  no- 
thing of  what  lias  pasted »  and  think  ua  jx;rhapi 
cruel  md  neglectful  Would  it  not  be  po«dWe 
tu  convey  a  letter  to  her  unknown  to  her 
latlwjrr 

*'  t  thmk  not,  Marianna;  bcsidee,  that  would 
not  bo  deserving  the  bad  opinion  which  the 
Marqui*  \>nmiiio  already  has  of  rae.  No  I  must 
tmat  all  to  I piHjlitaVfimincadand constancy. 
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**  But  she  has  no  firmncBa  T  said  hia  sister 
quickly,  "  Her  gentle  and  yielding  nature  is 
her  only  fault*  Tliat  Ippolita  Kill  never  cease 
to  love  yoUj  I  am  sure ;  and  yet,  if  her  father 
commanded  it,  1  think  she  would  give  you  up» 
although  the  sacrifice  broke  her  heart," 

"  What  then  can  be  done  ?"  asked  Fernmtc ; 
thus  tnvolujjtarily  acknowledging  his  confidence 
in  the  deep  penetration  wJiicb  women  posaesa  In 
af&irs  of  this  nature,  in  so  much  greater  a  de* 
gree  than  metu 

'*  I  ece  but  one  clmnce  of  ending  for  ever,  tlus 
terrible  estrangement,"  replied  Marianna,  **  and 
that  is  to  force  ray  way  into  the  presence  of 
Venanzio,  and  repeat  to  him  all  that  you  told 
me,  when  bewildered  with  doubt  and  fear 
1  first  read  your  Poem," 

"  Never  T  interrupted  Ferrante  paseionately. 
**  What  I  ha%*e  dared  writcj  I  will  dare  to  main- 
tain before  a  whole  world  I  although  it  lose  me 
all  that  it  holds  worth  living  for*  To  you  alone 


vol..  K 
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must  bo  giTen  glimpeea  of  that  remone  and 
abanilonment  which  will  pursue  me  to  the 
grave  r 

'*  After  aU  glorv  is  a  fearful  thing  T  sud 
Marianiuu  with  a  shudder. 

*-  If  K-^ught  by  unlawful  means,  my  sister,  it 
is  so :  and  yet  how  abjectly  men  bow  down  be- 
fon?  it !  how  much  they  risk  in  its  attainment! 
But  I  must  not  have  you  dim  your  beautiful 
cyo»  by  shedding  any  more  tears,  ^larianna,  for 
I  iiucnvl  taking  you  with  me  to-night  to  Sor- 
tini'?.*' 

^  A  l\\ll  r  exclaimed  ^larianna,  clapping  hex 
hskUKh  with  the  happy  forgetfulness  of  youth 
•^  How  vUlightful  r 

This  w.^s  her  first  ball,  and  there  Is  always 
H  chann  Cv^nucoicvl  with  those  scenes  and.pur- 
:suits,  \\  hich  after  a  time  changes  perhaps  into 
iiulirtoivuoo  or  satiety.  Of  late,  Marianna  bad 
boon  iTcnendly  included  in  the  numerous  iuTi- 
tatiouji  wliich  tl^o  yoimg  Poet  daily  received; 
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but  he  bad  always  refused  to  let  her  accept  them  i 
and,  whatever  were  her  thoughts  on  the  subject, 
she  loved  her  brother  too  well  to  complain  of 
any  restrictions,  which  he  deemed  proper  to 
place  upon  her  ;  but  in  breaking  through  his 
usual  customs,  Ferrante  had  his  own  ends  to 
answer. 

The  Scnora  Bellini  was  almost  as  much  sur- 
prised as  her  puinl,  when  Marianna  came  to  tell 
her  the  joyful  news.  And  although  not  quite 
so  sanguine  of  happiness,  her  love  for  her  young 
charge  made  her  enter  eagerly  into  all  her 
hopes  and  wishes.  Towards  evening  a  gentle 
tap  sounded  at  the  door  of  the  dressing-room ; 
where  Marianna  sat  hesitating  between  the 
choice  which  her  slender  wardrobe  afforded; 
for  as  yet  she  had  gone  out  so  little  as  not  to 
raqoire  a  larger  stock. 

^  May  I  assist  in  your  consultations  ?^  asked 
Ferrante,  as  she  started  up  to^  admit  him. 

**  Oh !  yes— I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  —you 
K  3 
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koow  BO  much  better  what  will  be  proper  than 
I  ilo/' 

*'  Tlie  present  subject  of  debate  appeare  to  be 
Itetween  the  relative  merits  of  pink  and  white 
tlienr  said  Ferrante laughingly,  ''but  seriondj, . 
mi  i  caroy  are  these  all  you  hare?" 

-*  Yes — indeed,"  replied  Marianna  with  % 
:?i|;lu  as  catching  the  expression  of  his  iface,  ibe 
ca»r  a  rueful  look  at  her  umple  store. 

*-  This  must  be  seen  to,"  said  Ferrante  tuni- 
iui;  to  the  Senora,  ''  and  in  the  meantime, 
Mariiinna,  you  must  be  contented  to  wear  your 
white  frock  once  more.  I  have,  howevet, 
bn.»upht  you  something  by  way  of  ornament.'' 

Muruinna  uttered  an  exclamation  of  deligbt 
:«^  ^ho  oixMied  the  casket  which  he  placed  in  her 
h\!ivls  ;  and  wreathing  the  diamonds  among  her 
»l:u*k  oiirls,  she  turned  her  radiant  eyes  towards 
l.oi  l^r  nhor.  with  such  a  sparkling  look  of  jot, 
\\\,\\  x\\c  oon^oiousnes3  of  her  extreme  beauty 
<oouu\l  to  flash  across  his  mind  for  the  first  time, 
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and  his  Bmile  was  one  of  mingled  tendemo^ 
and  exultation. 

^  I  must  confess,  Marianna,''  aaii  he,  ''  that 
the  diamonds  are  not  thrown  away  u{K)n  you — 
they  make  you  look  superb  T 

The  Senora  looked  grave,  as  she  always  did 
when  Niccolo  in  his  fondness  for  his  sister  in- 
indulged  in  any  unguarded  expresuons  of  ad- 
miration ;  but  neither  of  them  noticed  her. 
The  young  girl  coloured  a  little  as  she  said  : 

^'  How  kind  it  was  of  you,  Niccold;  to  think 
of  getting  them  for  me." 

"  They  were  your  mothered  I"  said  Ferrante  ; 
and  the  mirthful  expression  of  her  face  was 
sobered  in  an  instant 

**  Am  I  like  my  mother?"  she  enquired.  "  I 
was  such  a  child  when  she  died,  that  I  can  re- 
member nothing  of  her  but  her  voice — it  was 
00  sweet  and  low — I  have  never  heard  any 
thing  like  it  since." 

**  You  are  a  little  like  her  now  that  you  look 
so  sad ;  but  I  hope  that  you  will  never  very 
much  resemble  her; — for  never  was  there  a 


Tiii  Svsnxi  in  &  s«Ba^£«»  ^iwe^  *■  but  die  wiD 
v^iT  HET  s-iw^  at  MMitm  r 

Hi  ^ .cwrc^  "^  T^ty  memarr  i£la&  moA^ 
tz.*i  j'zz  .zjssi  JHf  ^m£  iM  dved  recur  to  it, 
:r:::r:nr  lis.*^  k  h  Si  rceioDectiaDs  ct  Iiope« 

J'-r^x:  'V'bs  ^  ^eDsska  acucd  amoi^  the 

~:»:-^i  4j*i  ft-iii;'igi*^  ^^  r^'viB?  Poct ;   when 

:.::   :i   \i^  j-^jafjsr  2«  <n«red  the  crowded 

ss.*.vi3  -v-.-^  i^  ^^kscer  2a3CT$  on  hk  um  ;    tlie 

\:.-M:.ti  :ci,rrr  .c  S:ca  ;r«riifcg  muTersil  td- 

:...-t::«.  c.   -V?£  T^c*  isrx^kcvt  that  loi^  cven- 

.:l;  >^4r:LTr>i »  j~!cea  AgiQ    wag  inTiable; 

. .-  :  .r  ;r— a^:  rr^  wled  ia  tlKir  kmg  silken 

■\.-rf-  I:c  :?.c  iir;  ru<e  tbesagehe»  to  meet  the 

.•  .o.\v:t^c.>Z  r5«-^?-  ▼^'fc  'w*  hem  upon  her. 

:\--tr  :v:  '•^j  }T.-oi  ui  ^ntiievi  by  ber  reoep- 

,\.::  >->  r*.-j;:ryt  jks  ]nf^  witf  incomplete. 
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*^  Do  you  not  see  him  ?"  whispered  Marianna 
in  a  low  voice  to  her  brother. 

"  Who?"  asked  Ferrante  coldly. 

<<  Why,  Paul  Leoni — ^this  is  the  seoond  time 
he  has  past  without  looking  our  way.  Perhapci 
he  may  be  in  search  of  us.  Niocol^,  will  you 
not  cross  the  room  and  speak  to  him  ?" 

**  No,"  said  Ferrante  haughtily,  "  the  Count 
Leoni  must  first  seek  me." 

Marianna  started  at  the  tone  in  which  he 
spoke,  and  raising  her  eyes  anxiously,  as  if  to 
read  his  thoughts,  said  in  a  low  Toice. 

^*  I  hope  that  you  and  Paul  have  not  quarrel- 
led Niccolo  ?" 

**  And  why  do  you  hope  so  ?"  enquired  Fer- 
rante 

"  Because — because  I  think  that  he  is  your 
best  friend,"  said  Marianna  earnestly. 

"  And  your  r^ret  would  be  all  for  me  ?" 

*^  Not  quite,"  replied  his  sister  blushing  a 
little,  *^  for  I  confess,  I  do  like  Paul  Leoni ; — 
besides,  you  know  L  ought  to  feel  grateful  for 
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all  his  earlr  cue  of  111&  Bat  you  IiaTe  not 
qiuirrdled  with  lum?* 

''  Not  tint  I  know  oC*  said  Femuite,  half 
fimiling  at  her  eagerneasy  **  we  ahall  aee."* 

Daring  this  thont  dialogue  he  had  not  been 
unmindful  of  the  Count's  appeanmoe;  who 
^tuod  leaning  against  a  jnllar  on  the  o^Mwte 
side  of  the  room,  with  his  glance  fixed  intendy 
upi.m  Marianna.  "  He  Jotob  her  stiU,"  thought 
Ferrante,  ^although  she  is  my  sister,  and 
pupU!  And  that  proud  and  uncompromising 
spirit,  shall  vet  humble  itself  before  me.* 

Towards  the  end  of  the  evening,  the  Comit 
Leoni,  with  hesitating  step  and  an  awkward- 
ness, that  sat  ill  upon  his  usually  graceful  form, 
approached  the  place  where  the  brother  and 
sister  sat  together ;  for  Xiccolo  had  not  once 
quitted  her  during  the  time  they  had  been  there. 
Ferrante  advanced  a  few  paces  and  extended 
his  liand,  which  after  a  dying  struggle  between 
love  and  pride,  the  Count  faintly  grasped. 
How  unlike  was  that  meeting  to  the  friendly 
clasp,  with  which  they  were  wont  to  greet  each 
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other.  Leoni  was  disgusted  with  the  open 
professions  of  vice  and  profligacy ;  or  worse  still, 
of  doubt,  and  Atheism,  which  Niccol6  had 
published  to  the  world.  And  a  feeling  of  hatred 
and  contempt,  mingled  with  the  slight  pity 
which  he  felt  for  him,  when  he  should  come  to 
discover  his  errors,  too  late  to  prevent  their 
fatal  consequences  upon  the  minds  and  hearts 
of  thousands  of  his  fellow  beings. 

Ferrante  turned  away  without  speaking,  but 
there  was  a  triumphant  sneer  upon  his  curved 
lip,  and  Leoni  felt  the  blood  rush  to  his  face  as 
he  marked  it. 

**  Will  you  not  speak  to  me,  Leoni  ?"  asked 
Marianna  in  a  gentle  voice,  laying  her  white 
hand  softly  upon  his  shoulder,  to  arouse  him 
from  the  fit  of  abstraction  into  which  he  had 
fallen. 

The  Count  turned  round,  and  as  their  eyes 
met  she  could  have  fancied  that  his  were  full  of 
tears,  so  different  did  they  appear  to  their  usual 
cold  and  stem  expression. 
K  5 
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•*  Forgive  me  T  said  the  Coont  bending  over 
the  couch  on  which  she  had  flung  henel£ 
*^  Forgive  my  seeming  mdeness  ;  for  even  at 
the  moment  when  I  must  have  appeared  so  nn- 
kind,  my  thoughts  were  full  of  yon." 

'^  Perhaps,"  said  Marianna,  raidng  her  eyes 
half  archly — half  pleadingly  to  his  face ;  **  per- 
haps you  were  thinking  that  I  was  too  young,  to 
appear  in  public  ?" 

"  No — indeed,"  replied  Leoni,  striving  to  shake 
off  the  sad  feelings  that  oppressed  him,  **  you 
must  guess  again." 

**  Well  then,  you  think  that  I  am  not  old 
enough  to  wear  diamonds?"  and  Marianna 
shook  her  gemmed  curls,  with  all  the  grace 
which  the  consciousness  of  looking  well  is  sure 
to  impart. 

"  Wrong  again,  Marianna ;  they  make  you 
look  splendid  !  and  yet  I  think  that  I  like  you 
better  in  your  simple  and  unadorned  beauty.** 

The  young  girl  blushed  at  so  unusual  a  thing 
as  Lconi's  praises. 
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"  I  believe  you  are  right,"  said  she  after  a 
pause,  "  for  they  make  my  head  ache  sadly. 
But  you  have  not  told  what  you  were  thinking 
of-" 

**  And  what  makes  you  so  anxious  to  know  ?" 
asked  the  Coimt. 

^^  Because  I  am  sure  that  it  concerned  my 
brother.'' 

Her  companion  started. 
,  *^  I  have  been  so  miserable  all  the  evening/' 
continued  Marianna ;  **  for  I  feared  that  you 
and  Niccolo  were  not  good  friends." 

"  And  would  that  make  you  miserable  ?" 
**  Oh  I  yes,  for  now  that  Beatrice  has  nuutfied 
and  forgotten  me,  and  Ippolita  is  ill,  I  have  no 
one  but  you  and  Niccolo,  to  love  and  care  for 
me.  The  Senora  Bellini  is  very  good  and  kind, 
but  she  is  no  companion  for  me." 

*^  And  what  made  you  think  that  I  loved 
you,  Mariannaf"  asked  the  Count  tremulously. 

^'  Oh  I  I  am  sure  of  it,  or  you  would  not  have 
taken  such  pains  with  me  when  I  was  a  child. 
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AlxboQgh  Toananbtdytotluiik  that  I  can 
do  wiiboat  jour  advice.^  Thae  was  an  ezpree- 
»ioa  of  rcproadifiil  aadneaa  vpon  her  fiioe  asdie 
lilted  i:  to  that  of  her  eompuiioii ;  mnd  Feiv 
nii:«?  who  was  about  to  join  them,  turned  away 
xTiin  unobfierred  and  mingled  in  the  crowd 

'*lAvni  must  be  more  of  m  stoic  than  I  ima- 
ftn::c  him.  to  insist  that  look,^  he  muimnred 
triumrhantly. 

*'  You  are  not  gaing^"  said  Marianna  eagerly, 
JL5  :kt^  Count  started  abruptly  firom  her  side. 
-*  You  must  stay  with  me,  at  least  until  my 
brother  rvtum.  I  feel  frightened  among  all 
:!:o:so  {Vv^Uo.  Have  I  said  anything  to  displease 
\^^u•  Looni ;  tlut  you  do  not  answer  me?^ 

■•  IniiVBssiblo  r  replied  the  Count  in  a  broken 
\  oioo.     '•  ^Mk?  could  be  angry  with  you  ?" 

••  Well,  I  thought  not :  although  I  did  use 
tomako  you  angry  once,  but  that  was  a  long  while 
rtiTv^,  I  can  scarcely  remember  the  time  when 
we  AYcre  not  friends.     It  will  never  come  again  I 

llOJH?  !*' 
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^^  I  hope  not,**  repeated  Leoni  abstractedly. 

**  Paul,  you  are  not  well  r  said  Mariaaua, 
dbengaging  her  hand  from  his  burning  clasp. 
**  How  thoughtless  of  me  not  to  notice  it 
before." 

^^  It  was  but  a  sudden  spasm — ^it  has  past 
now — so  do  not  look  so  terribly  alarmed 
dearest  r 

The  young  girl  started,  it  was  the  first  time 
he  had  ever  called  her  anything  but  Marianna. 
Somehow  he  appeared  to  her  to  have  been 
altered  during  the  whole  evening ;  and  there 
was  a  passionate  abandonment  in  his  manners, 
totally  different  from  his  usual  grave  deport- 
ment; and  Marianna  thought  infinitely  pre- 
ferable. 

"  Now  let  us  talk  of  yourself,"  said  the 
Count  Leoni  after  a  pause ;  "  this  is  your  first 
ball,  and  you  have  not  yet  told  me  how  far  it 
has  realised  all  your  girlish  expectations." 

*^  Well  then,  I  confess  that  it  has  disappointed 
them ;   and  independent  of  the  pride  I  have  felt 
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in  socin^  the  iimveml  iMxnage  paid  to  my 
l^I>:'Te«]  breather,  it  has  been  far  from  a  jdeaant 
cve:iirL^.  The  Senora  was  right  in  telling  me 
n-.-:  to  aniioipate  loo  much.  First  of  all,  with- 
•:  u:  I  i\:ten<iii]g  to  any  remarkable  bashiulnesa^  it 
if  n  :•  Tricing  thing  to  feel  that  so  many  eyes 
:ire  ur<n  you :  es^iccially  to  a  novice.  And  I 
v.vul.1  no:  help  fearing,  that  I  should  be  guilty 
f  sMae  awkwanlneie  or  impropriety,  which 
•v .  uli  niAke  XiccoW  angry  with  me.  Then  my 
:%xr  Irothtr  was  not  himself  to-nigh^  most 
likely  thinking  of  Ippolitfl.  And  to  complete 
y^y  I:?t  of  evil?,  you  never  once  approached  me 
i;:;:il  the  end  of  tlie  evening." 

"  If  I  ooulJ  have  hoped  that  my  prescuoc 
w.  lilJ  have  aJJetl  to  your  happiness — "  b^aa 
Leoni.  bur  he  jxiused  suddenly  on  the  approach 
iif  Fcrrante.,  and  drew  a  few  paces  back. 

"  Are  you  ready  to  return  home,  Marianna  T 
:i<kcd  her  brother,  without  noticing  her  com- 
panion. 

'*  Yes»,  if  you  wish  it." 
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**  Well  then  let  us  go,  the  rooms  are  begia- 
ingto  thin.^ 

Marianna  held  out  her  hand  to  LieonL 

"  Good  night  I"  s^d  she  in  a  gentle  voice. 
"  I  suppose  it  will  be  some  time  before  we 
meet  again,  for  you  never  come  and  see  us 
now." 

*<  May  I  come  to-morrow  then?"  said  the 
Count,  striving  to  imitate  her  tone  of  light- 
hearted  gaiety. 

*'  You  must  ask  Niccolo,"  replied  the  young 
girl  with  a  mischievous  smile,  as  she  placed  her 
arm  within  that  of  her  brother. 

*^  I  shall  always  be  happy  to  see  the  Count 
Leqpi  whenever  he  will  so  far  honor  us,"  said 
Ferrante  sarcastically. 

Leoni  bowed  with  frigid  coldness,  and  drop- 
ping the  hand  of  Marianna,  whispered  a  kind 
good  night  and  turned  to  depart. 

"  Are  we  to  expect  you  then  7"  asked  the 
young  girl,  whose  fears  that  all  was  [not  right 
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iirvn:-  ixis  ir:c&fesr  &al  Iu<  friend  had  been 

rir-.rz  ^le  zi:  rygwcig  tias  appealing  looL 
•  1:'  :2i»   Sk^ic  Femaie  will  admit  me,  I 
r  -^  iii  r^  ^.  fccak  vi:h  hixn  a:  any  boor  he 
iia-  L-.jiiLii'  ail  1^-jsi  wiih  an  efiurt,  whik 
:-^     irj  ":r;v  ictti:. 

-  I  ?^:Z  ":«=  i:  ii:c»e  aadi  the  evening,"  re- 
_:i  -"imjiic  rarjI-eaiZy.  ^n-i  Leoni  on'^i  more 
■  v.  i  -^  i  I-j-itr:^-! 

>:rij-  --*-J  7->-:e  people  alvrays  are 

.  1 . : :  ^ .  V  liT--  :  u  irrtllcJ  wi A  one  another;  then 

.:l\:r  u— :•  ill  ibe  etiquette:?  of  society 

-.     .-;:-.  I  ^.:i  4  ^tricuiess  which  is  almost 

:•.  il  i  Te  dnJ  anything  to  laiigfa  at 

:...    —  :r-:i^r:;2.z::   of  th«>ae  who  have  once 

X  ..        .-:■.  1  ' .-.t-i  t-Jkob  oier.     All  quarrels  are 

r.rr..*.:  :1.  .ijr?,   tixpt  those  between  lovers; 

. -. :  :*.:.:.  :*..  j'.oisuro  of  nuking  it  up  compen- 

<.;Tv  5  t.  r  cvc-  » .lime* 

••  W:::  if  tlutv^^lJ  man,  Niccolo?**  whispered 
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Marianna  to  her  brother  as  he  led  her  away, 
**  he  hae  scarcely  taken  his  eyes  off  me  the 
whole  evemng." 

Ferrante  turned  round,  and  his  gaze  en- 
countered that  of  the  nobleman,  whose  proffer- 
ed friendship  he  had  so  lately  rejected;  and 
the  benevolent  expression  of  the  old  man's  face 
changed  into  a  look  of  fear  and  abhorrence,  as 
he  suddenly  turned  away  his  head. 

Ferrante  hurried  his  sister  on  without 
reply,  and  amidst  the  triumphs  of  that  eventful 
night,  the  pale  reproachful  face  of  that  old 
man,  who  had  once  humbled  himself  to  solicit 
his  friendship,  rose  up  like  a  dream.  The 
human  heart  is  strangely  constituted ;  at  that 
moment  Ferrante  would  willingly  have  yielded 
up  all  his  newly  acquired  honors,  for  one 
kindly  clasp  of  the  hand  from  him,  whom  he 
had  that  night  beheld  turn  loathingly  away. 

"  He  pities  my  sister — he  trembles  for  her," 
thought  Ferrante,    ''  I   could  read  it  on  his 


:  i**^-*^**'*'-  Asri  lie  b  An  old  man,  and  wH 
1-  TT-.tV.-i:  kaniag  to  think  better  of  mcT 
llI  :_.*  -.=«:ciitt  Jeftroved  all  the  jdeasure 
V  :_..:  'Zz  zX'izzi  oi"  the  evening  would  othfiT- 
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CHAPTEB  IX. 


**  'Tis  not  in  fate  to  faann  me. 
While  &te  leares  thy  lore  to  me  ; 

'lis  not  in  joy  to  charm  me* 
Unless  joy  be  shared  with  thee." 

MooAE. 


The  Poet's  study !— What  a  charm  there 
itf  in  the  idea,  even  after  its  occupant  is  no 
more ;  and  how  lingeringly  do  we  haimt  spots 
consecrated  bj  genius  and  intellect,  as  if  they 
could  tell  us  of  all  the  burning  thoughts  and 
aspirations  breathed  in  them  of  yore.  It  is 
here  that  he  revels  in  a  bright  world  of  his  own 
creating ;  dreaming  those  fiEury  visions,  which 
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the  iron  verdict  of  the  world  destroys  far 
oftener  than  it  realises.  For  how  few  of  the 
works  bequeathed  to  posterity  does  it  deign  to 
accept ;  and  yet  all  authora  hope — and  will  go 
on  hoping  to  the  end  of  the  world. 

Ferrante^s  study  was  a  fiiir  transcript  of  lis 
mind — the  restlessness  of  a  genius,  which  had 
as  yet  found  no  limits  to  its  wild  imaginings. 
There  were  books  of  heraldry  and  antiquity, 
lying  mingled  with  light  Poems  and  modern 
satires ;  music  and  metaphysics ;  paintings  by 
the  old  masters^  and  pictures  of  young  beauties 
While  mathematics,  astronomy,  and  even 
physic,  alternately  occupied  a  mind,  whidi 
would  fain  liave  compassed  in  its  mighty  graq> 
universal  knowledge,  in  its  widest  and  molt 
comprehensive  sense.  And  yet  comparatively 
speaking,  how  few  years  had  rolled  over  the 
head  of  tliat  young  student  "  But  in  proportion 
to  the  vigour  of  our  emotions,  and  to  the 
ilivereity  and  distinctness  of  our  ideas  is  the 
actual   amount  of  our   lives.     And   it   is  no 
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figure,  no  poetical  exaggeration  to  say,  that 
one,  who  earl j  leayes  a  life  full  of  thoughts, 
and  deeds,  has  lived  as  much  as  another  ordi- 
nary person  who  dies  full  of  days.*"  And  yet, 
young  as  he  was,  the  haunting  sentence  of  the 
Poet  Cowley: — 

*'  What  shall  I  do  to  be  for  ever  known  r* 

had  worked  out  its  own  answer ;  and  that  pale 
boy,  for  after  all  Ferrante  was  but  a  boy  in 
years,  had  already  past  the  aged  aspirant,  and 
hewn  out  for  himself  a  lasting  niche  in  the 
bright  temple  of  fame  I 

But  did  the  end  sanctify  the  means  ?— The 
answer  to  this  question  might  be  read  too 
j^ainly,  on  the  altered  countenance  of  Niccolo ; 
for  to  look  upon  him,  one  would  have 
thought  that  years,  instead  of  months,  had 
passed  since  his  fatal  elevation. 

•  Harriet  Martioaatt. 


su 
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On  the  tabic  immediatolj  in  front  of  him  h 
scattered  letters  of  eongmtubtion,  or  piofe^ 
sions  of  friendship  from  half  the  young  princes 
and  noblemen  in  Italy.     Copies  of  verges  from 
contemporary  poets^  who  holK^d  to  extend  their 
own  fame  by  praising  hia,  and  reviews  of  his 
works   full  of  flattery   »nd  adulation.     It  is 
true  that  some  English  periocUcmL  spoke  against 
the  dangerous  tendency  of  the  sentiments  held 
forth  in  it;  but  by  a  strange  spirit  of  contra- 
diction, all  that  tliey  gaid  about  it  geemed  only 
calculated  to  mi^  the  curiosity  of  their  reader*  ' 
to  Bee  this  rare  book  1   this  terribly  immoral, 
and    very    beautiful    jjoem  1      There    was   Hi 
pamphlet  toOj  written  with  ill-judged  violence, 
and  like  wise  the  compoeition  of  an  EngUs^hman 
which  completed  Femmte's  triumpli   m  that 
country  ;    where  hid    name  became    famihar 
as  a  household  word  ;    forming  a  topic    of 
lii^ionahle  conversation  for  the  present,  and  a 
source  of  fearful  and  unknown  error  for  the 
future.    For  who  shall  dare  to  calculate  on  the 
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LnepaniLle  mischief  which  the  pofeon  of  audi 
BworkB,     Blowly     and     insidiously    inetll    into 
society  I 

But  among  all  these  proofs  of  the  trium]ih 
he  liiitl  achieved^  lay  one  Iittlt^  object  whicli 
gftve  you  more  insjglat  into  the  real  thoughta  and 
cfa^^ctcr  of  the  Poet  than  every  thing  eke.  It 
waa  a  handful  of  faded  flow  erg,  wliich  IppoHta 
hatl  giren  him  the  last  time  they  had  ever  met ; 
and  wliich  now  seemed  prophetic  of  the  blight 
of  their  own  early  love  and  hopes.  Twice  had 
Ferrante  bowed  down  his  head  as  if   with  wea- 

IriiiiCSflv  and  pressed  liie  lips  fondly  upon  his 
ireasurea,  for  he  was  too  proud  to  own  even  to 
iiinaaelf  how  much  he  loved*  How  his  epirit 
yearned  for  her  gentle  caresses — for  the  accents 
of  her  melodious  voice !  And  how  he  longed  to 
know  amidst  the  feverieh  adulation  of  the  worlds 
tliat  one  pure  and  innocent  heart  still  elung  to 
him  for  the  sake  of  those  better  feelings^  of 
which  it  as  yet  knew  nothing.  We  have  all 
of  us  our  houn  of  loneliness  and  gloom ;  and  it 


r*  TIC!!  zssc  as  isas  irfke  f^  l^e  nd  kbil- 
.n^  z-.tn  -nuttc  IPS  sKisik  «s  ao  neodi  appie- 

Tii:  L-^  riiiftt  «iw>  ^^  saJ  Femme  fce- 
-^  1   i.^  aszsumt  c  asc  iRsar  ^  Coont  as 

'  Lc-.d  !smi:c  aaTsmir  m^c  aBc"««d  Us  Ugh 
^..is-.  .*'  n.rr — ii:^  ini^.i»?9auk  pride,  to  re- 
-  -Hit:   i-  r■▼^7      S»  ▼£!  m:<  gH«  sa j  after  up 

r"  .—..:-:    .'iri*-  "rj  "^  c-*^  heart,  uk]  it  «fid 

■ ;  L.a     ":c:  ^  kic^ari  cotmtenmce 

.   J"  ..i.-r-  Ijd»:ci  S.T-  vhaese  to  the  fesrfiil 

:*i  I'jii  iv3$csbk*j  t<i:ne  ke  could  so  fiur 

...ij^:,.- 1^    lift  A:c>.rT«^x  cf  iLei^ntimentf  and 

.:.!■.  Tv:-  ,:'7:mr:^.  »  c»«  iD€«>f   to  enter 

'  >  : .  ^>i  .lOir  iTYz  :be  ftrf^^^mnce  of  firiend- 

F;:r:^:c  =i&rtec  ;^  ciuas^?.  szid  it  aiUed  a 
:rc^  r,:.  ,:  :.-  ri?  :wa  jvlf-^emocse ;  but  he  bid 
.  >:r.u'^:  jT-t:  .^  cvxrtnoaEi^  lii«  feeUngs,  do  as 
'.;  rri.\cr.:  :hxz:  fivm  becctniii^  riaiUe  to  the 
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world;  and  Leoni  saw  only  the  witheniig  sneer 
and  the  outstretched  hand  of  the  young  Poet 
as  he  arose  to  receiye  his  guest;  thi^  time 
howeTer  it  was  untaken. 

**  TIus  is  mockery  P  said  the  Count  vehement- 
ly. *^  Niccol6j  the  time  is  past  when  I  could 
have  taken  that  hand  in  friendship ;  it  is  pest 
for  ever  r 

^  Then  what  brought  you  here  ?**  asked 
Ferrante.  ^'  Did  you  only  come  to  tell  me 
this?" 

^  No,  I  had  another  and  a  deeper  motive^ 
which  perhaps  you  have  already  divined  ?" 
^  Not  I,"  replied  Ferrante  carelessly. 
*^  You  have  a  sister  r  said  the  Count  in  a 
changed  voica 
"  What  then  ?" 
"  I  love  her !" 

**  You  told  me  so  before,  and  I  have  not 
forgotten  it.  But  have  your  sentiments  under- 
gone no  change  since  you  said  that  the  happi- 
ness of  being  the  brother  of  Ferrante,  would  be 

VOL.    L  L 
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zMn  accept  her  firom  jou,  all  beautiful  as  sbe 
is,  alitor  those  yean  had  paased  T 
-*  YcMi  fear  to  trust  her  with  aie?" 
''  I  do  r  said  Leonipasttonatelv.  - 
The  Touog  Poet  poaaed  lus  hand  huirkdlj 
ficro^^  hia  bror,  where  the  tempest  of  fierce 
wrath  had  long  been  gathering ;    and  his  lips 
grew  whiw  and  quirered  with  rage  and  emotioo. 
"  Leave  inc !"  said  he  in  a  hoarse  voice,  "  I 
.-^r.  caIiu  D'^Wy  but  I  will  not  answer  for  myedf 
i.iuoh  longer.  Leom ;  for  the  memory  of  our 
:'.  nucr  triendahip,  I  have  suffered  you  to  sar 
inoro   than  anv   other  man  should   have  said, 
iu.l  lived ! — Do  you  think,  that  because  I  am  a 
r,vt — I  am  not  made  like  other  men  ? — Tliat 
I  .,::i  hewn  out  of  stone! — That  I  am  an  in- 
. -inure    fiesiJr— the  veins  swelled  almost  to 
l*ur$:iu«r   u\K^n  his  white  brow  as  he  spoke: 
wl.iio  hi.-  ii:u-k  eyes  flashed  fiercely   upon  thoK 
.'t  i!ic  l\nuit  wlio  met  them  with    unshxinkias 
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''  Leoni,  did  I  understand  you  riglitly  when 
you  told  me  that  you  feared  to  leave  Marianna 
with  me?— Did  you  think  beeause  I  dare  defy 
you  all,  and  act  and  think  (br  mysdf ;  that  I 
dare  defy  heaven — ^that  I  should  venture  to 
breathe  to  her,  words  that  an  angel  would  bhish 
tohearT 

**  I  did  not,"  said  the  Count  calmly ;  *f  I  had 
then,  and  I  have  now,  too  much  confidence  in 
you,  for  so  fearful  a  thought;  but  the  power 
either  for  good  or  evil  is  no  longer  in  your  own 
hands.  The  demon  of  your  lawless  principles 
has  got  abroad,  and  I  would  protect  her  from  it, 
iflcouM.'' 

Ferrante  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and 
groaned  aloud ;  while  the  Count  walked  to  the 
window  that  he  might  not  appear  to  witness  the 
fierce  struggles  of  his  <proud  and  remorseful 
sprit. 

**  Leoni,''  said  the  young  Poet  after  a  pause, 
and  in  a  calmer  voice ;  *'  did  you  think  that  I 


ia              IB  rma  or 

VAMB. 

-w^jGiti  T«U  «p  mr  kR  ti«i 

m«  to  Toa  thus 

i^slj^ 

-lAi^ivdMtkeCM 

«  ferrcntly;  ''for 

I  r<!aSec  Twrdf  oa  ^ke  good  c 

ipiiiioB  with  wkkk 

v«:<i  -xbx  aeaoovei  Me;  wmi 

[  wUdi   I  am  not 

-ciBKM»  c£  kmis  doM 

■ny  ibing  to  tm- 

iiiz  :     &ai  sdl  bor,  oo  Toar  love  for  Miii- 

-  Yoa  £i  Me  BO  iKve  thoa  jiwtaoe»*'  Mid 
F^mzv.  -SkeHTom!  ahhos^IcaUhei- 
T^:i  7c  visKK  that  in  gniag  her  to  joa  I  re- 
.1:1 .:  J^  sll  CBurn  to  the  htH  being  qd  emrth  left 

Lecci  5pc:i2^  fonraid,  he  wanted  woids  in 
v':i2ch  :o  thank  him.  his  heart  Teamed  towaids 
h:5  eariy  trl^cdL  noble  and  generous,  na  he  hud 
5aewn  hisftselt  to  the  hst;  and  one  who  with  iB 
hi5  t^ulc^  well  dcMiTed  the  woild's  wonhip! 
Bu:  the  sKrzuiess  of  principle  which  had  swayed 
tverr  aouon  of  his  lite,  conquered  the  impdae 
\>  hich  he  fcl:  to  ding  himself  upon  Fenrante  s 
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neck,  and  murmur  forth,  .with  his  gratitude  re- 
newed promises  of  friendship  and  esteem.  He 
felt  that  Niccol6  had  justly  forfeited  all  el  aim 
to  the  esteem  of  the  good ;  and  Niooolo  felt  it 
too,  and  abruptly  interrupting  the  measured 
thanks  of  his  companion^  said  somewhat 
Utterly. 

^*  You  must  be  aware.  Count  Leoni,  that 
Marianna  in  becoming  your  wife  will  cease  to 
be  my  sister;  have  you  arranged  how  the 
oatural  eagerness  with  which  die  will  seek  my 
aocieiy  ia  to  be  restrained?  How  we  are  to 
meet  as  strangers  whom  so  tender  a  link  unites 
together?** 

**  I  have  considered  all  this,^  replied  Leoni 
speaking  in  a  hetttating  voices  as  if  he  shrank 
from  witnessing  the  pain  which  he  felt  his 
wovds  would  inflict  **  After  her  marriage 
with  me  you  will  never  see  your  sidter 
againT 

Nioeolo  grew  deadly  pale,  and  his  glance 
rested  wildly  upon  the  stem  features  of  his 
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M  tf  fell  gtilShm  fii3m  tliem  gomctbing 
of  id^itmg — ioiBe  hope  for  tlie  fiiti]r&— but 
there  waa  do  waTeriiig  exprei^^oa  upcm  the 
firm  ftnd  ioiixMiTeaUe  tomiteDajiee  cm  wliteli 
he  gmed;   and  Kiccolo  tttmcd  aw^]^   in  de^ 


It  wmy  he  thought  stirange  that  be  ahoitld 
have  so  tamely  yielded  to  the  harsh  decrees  of 
Leani ;  but  then  it  should  be  remembered  that 
from  hk  very  chitdhood,  the  Count  bad  been 
hk  master  spirit ;  beneath  whose  calm  remon- 
atiutice,  although  he  inight  writhe  for  a  thnc, 
he  bad  always  finally  succumbed,  until  it  liad  be* 
come  ha  bit ual  to  i in  Besides,  he  felt  sure 
that  Mariamm  loved  tlie  Count,  and  would  be 
happier  with  blm,  than  m  sharing  the  briUiaiit 
destiny  whicli  his  ambition  had  once  marked 
out  for  her-  Tlie  image  of  Ippolita  was  too 
fresh  in  bis  thoughts,  not  to  make  him  careful, 
lest  another  heart  might  be    broken    by    his 


means* 


Lconi  felt  hia  advantage,  and  pushed  it  on  to 
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its  utmost  extent ;  and  it  was  not  until  the 
victory  was  gained,  and  that  haughty  spirit  be- 
fore whom  half  Italy  bowed  in  wonder  and  ad- 
miration,  stood  conquered  before  him,  that  he 
felt  any  symptoms  of  relenting. 

"  Leave  me  now,"  said  Ferrantc  after  a 
pause,  "and  I  will  write  and  tell  you  the  result 
of  this  interview,  which  doubtless  will  end  as 
you  wish." 

Leoiii,  however,  was  not  quite  so  confident, 
especially  if  the  affair  should  be  left  in  the 
hands  of  his  enemy,  and  Fcrrante  read  his  fears 
and  suspicions,  upon  his  varying  counte- 
nance. 

"  You  think — you  fear,  that  I  shall  prejudice 
Marianna  against  you  ?^  said  he  sadly. 

"  I  did,  but  the  thought  was  unworthy  of  us 
both.     Forgive  it  Ferrante  T 

"  Stay  r  said  Niccolo,  «  it  is  enough  that  it 
has  occurred.  You  must  judge  for  your- 
self!" 

L  5 
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'*  I  ahftll  await  your  ^^'^■""^"^tVm  at  my 
Palazzoi**  add  tlie  Count  without  appearii^  to 
hear  him,  and  monng  npidly  towards  the  door 
as  he  Bpcke. 

-  Stay*  I  tell  700  r  repeated  the  young  Poet, 
daslui^  hii  hand  violently  upon  the  tabki 
*'  You  hare  dind  to  doubt  m^  and  you  dull 
no:  CO  now,  undl  your  are  convincedr' 

*- What  wouM  you  dor  asked  the  Count, 
turning  round  and  hiying  his  hand  inyolunlsri- 
W  u{x>3  hi$  »woid. 

"  Xot  fight  you,  Leonir  replied  Ferrule 
\v::h  a  nieJancboly  smile,  **  or  you  would  hsve 
jr.^okodmoio  do  it  long  since; — but  your 
:.ve   lor  Marianna  has    been     your    protec- 

•My  pivnection,'*  repeated  the  Count 
rcrv.Y2y. 

*  .Vyo  I  have  said  it,  and  you  must  digest 
•..^r-;:  \\.r\:5.a5l  have  aU  your  insults;— and 
•  •.::*•  I  lo  \\^:;rs<^li' to  nio,  as  I  have  humbled  my- 
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self  to  you  ; — and  all  for  the  sake  of  one  dark- 
eyed  girl ! — Here  are  pens  and  paper.  Write 
what  you  like  to  Marianna,  and  it  shall  be  con- 
veyed to  her  with  a  messi^e  from  mo^  saying 
that  when  she  has  read  it,  I  wait  her  presence 
here.  You  can  then  hear  all  that  passes  be- 
tween us,  and  receive  your  answer  from  her 
own  lips." 

*^  I  will  never  consent  to  become  an  eaves- 
dropper r  said  Leoni  haughtily. 

'^  Then  the  affair  must  end  here,  for  in  no 
other  way  will  I  allow  Marianna,  to  receive 
your  suit.  You  see  I  can  be  firm  as  well  as 
yourself." 

Leoni  took  the  pen,  but  his  hand  trembled  so 
violently  that  he  could  scarcely  hold  it." 

"  Compose  yourself.  Count  Leoni,"  said  Fer- 
rante  carelessly  taking  up  a  book,  and  flinging 
himself  upon  an  opposite  couch.  ^^  There  is  no 
hurry." 

The  Count  grew  calm  in  an  instant,  he  was 
angry  with   himself  for  having    suffered    his 
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emotion  to  become  YiBible;  the  feelings  of  the 
heart  cannot  however  he  always  under  our  own 
controL  A  few  hurried  and  passionate  lin€« 
were  soon  written  and  oftered  to  Ferranie  for 
bis  approbation- 

*'  No,"*  said  NtccoliS,  waving  him  away,  **  I 
do  not  wish  to  read  it  Only  tell  me  whether 
you  have  mentioned  my  mmie  in  it  ?  Whether 
you  have  liinted  at  our  separation  r* 

"  But  vaguely,"  replied  the  Count  with  some 
embarrassment.  "  I  dare  not  enter  upon  a  ta^k 
of  80  much  difficulty  in  writing.** 

**  You  think  thnt  Marianna  loves  me  then  ?" 
said  Ferrante  with  a  triumphant  sniila 

*^  I  am  iure  of  it  T  replied  his  companion 
vehemently,  "  But  you  will  not  permit  her 
for  that  reason  to  saeriiice  herself?" 

**  You  speak  as  if  yoii  were  e-onfident  of  poa^ 
sessing  Marianna's  affection ;  has  she  ever  given 
you  cause  to  do  so?** 

*'  Never,  on  my  honour,  Ferrante.** 

'*  Your  word  ib  sufficient,'*  eaid   the  young 


I 
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Poet,  with  an  assumed  carelessness  that  but  ill 
concealed  his  real  anguish.  **  Now.  retiie  into 
tiie  adjoining  room,  and  I  will  send  your  note 
to  her." 

^  Suffer  me  rather  to  return  home  and  aw«iit 
your  answer  there?"  sidd  the  Count,  who 
knew  not  until  that  moment,  how  much  he 
loved ;  or  what  agony  it  would  cost  him  to 
lose  hb  beautiful  and  wayward  pupil  for 
ever. 

Ferrante  placed  one  hand  on  the  bell,  and 
holding  the  note  within  an  inch  of  the  flame  of 
the  lamp,  said  with  a  bitter  smile,  ^^  You  can 
take  your  choice." 

Leoni  moved  away  without  reply,  but  his 
step  wanted  something  of  its  usual  dignity.  Aa 
soon  as  he  had  entered  the  ac^oining  chamber, 
he  heard  Ferrante  ring  his  bell,  the  silver  ac- 
cents of  which  fell  upon  his  ear  with  fea:- 
ful  dbtinctness,  like  the  knell  of  departing 
hope! 

'^  Take  this  note  to  your  young  mistress," 
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aaid  the  Poet  to  lut  ■ervuit,  <*  and  tdl  her  tkt 
I  shall  await  her  answer  hen^" 

*'  The  man  bowed  and  departed,  aad  then  tbe 
Count  beard  the  low  dear  Ymce  of  Niccolo  ai 
he  paced  the  apartment,  sii^iiig  an  air  fitnn  dw 
List  new  opera. 

**  Can  this  man  really  be  as  heartless  as  he 
appears*"*  thought  Leom;  ^or  b  this  levity 
onlv  assumed,  to  hide  his  real  feelings?" 
C\^ulil  Lconi  have  seen  the  ashy  cheek  of  the 
1\h;u  and  the  re^tlcs^  and  wandering  glances 
which  ho  contiuually  cast  towards  the  door,  he 
would  have  been  answered. 

At  length  it  slowly  opened,  and  Marianna, 
with  crimson  cheeks  and  downcast  eyes,  stood, 
tor  the  fir^t  time  timidly  before  her  brother. 

**  Well,**  said  Niccolo  in  an  encouraging  tone. 
'•  Have  you  read  your  letter  mta  caraf^ 

**  Yes  a  tliousand  times  over  P 

'*  And  what  can  yon  find  in  it  to  cause  these 
tears  r" 

**  I  am  proud  and   happy  that  Paul   Leoni 
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flhoold  have  thoi^ht  me  good  enough  to  be- 
come  hid  wife  T  said  Marianna,  burying  her 
face  on  her  brother^s  boaom. 

^  To  be  sure  you  are,  any  woman  m%ht  be 
proud  of  having  inspired  «uch  an  affectioa.'*  And 
Ferrante  was  sincere  in  what  he  aaidy  and  at  that 
moment  thought  only  of  the  future  happiness 
of  that  beloved  sister  who  had  been  his  first 
care  from  childhood. 

^*  But  there  is  one  thing,"  said  Marianna, 
looking  up  with  a  bewildered  expression  of 
countenance,  **  that  I  am  afraid  I  do  not  rightly 
comprehend.  It  frightened  me  at  first,  but  I 
suppose,  I  did  not  understand  it  properly.  He 
cannot  wish  to  separate  us,  Niccol6  ?** 

**  And  suppose  he  should,  mia  cara  F  replied 
her  brother  soothingly,  ^f  Does  not  every  wo- 
man when  she  marries^  quit  the  home  of  her 
childhood — the  caresses  of  her  mother — and  the 
smiles  of  her  sisters  and  companions  for  ever  ? 
It  is  the  recollection  of  the  sacrifices  she  has 
made  for  him,  that  endears  the  young  and 
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-\  ^<t:ri3g  bnde  to  the  keart  of  him,  who  hence- 
:  r-i  ^?  :,  ':%•  Jl  in  aU  to  hcrP 

n-f  jcc^k  ci  M^ranu  grew  white,  as  she 
.  -:,.=':-i.  .1=*:  b^r  dark  eyes  flawed  with  a  sud- 

-  Ca::  ;:  b^/  jaiJ  she  suddenly,  "  that  Paul 
lo.  ci : — I  u:  no  I  will  noc  think  it ! — I  wrong  him 
— -  is  :c«.-  ttrriVW — ami  yet  he  ecatx^ely  spoke  to 
y  :u  'i^:  z".^r:*  or  ci^'ntionevl  your  name  to  me, 
a1::.  ■■^r.  "^c  was  cnoeso  lavish  of  your  praises," 
■  A:..:  V.11::  you  not  find  excuses  for  a  fault 
v ;.;.:::  ,  rij:*r-i:c\i  with  your^^f?''  said  Ferrante 
>:i  .'.::,:>*-.  ••  CciJd  Lconi  help  forgetting  the 
■  r-  :.  cr  in  :hc  prvsenee  of  his  beautiful  eister?" 

*•  Ti::  :in?  y.u  tVwnds  now  T*  asked  Mariannai 
nli"  ;u:sr;i:?j:  her  hokl,  and  stepping  back  to 
ijuzc  cr.quiririrly  into  liis  face. 

••  Why  Jo  you  askr**  replied  Ferrante  in  a 
tremuKms  voioe.  *•  Docs  not  my  present  con- 
(lu.-t  ?{^;ik  toT  the  sincerity  of  my  friendship 
at  least  r" 
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The  heart  of  Leoni  emote  him  as  he  listened. 

**  You  are  deceiving  me  T  exdaimed  Mari- 
anna  with  sudden  energy.  ^  You  think  me  a 
child,  Niccolo!  I  will  tell  you  the  terrible 
suspicion  that  has  flashed  across  my  mind,  and 
i£  you  can  contradict  it  I  will  thank  you  for 
the  assurance  upon  my  knees  I  Paul  Leoni  is 
like  the  Marquis  Venanzio — ^he  is  like  the 
world — the  cold,  harsh-judging  world  He 
would  take  me  from  you  I    Niccolo,  is  it  not 

60?" 

Ferrante  turned  away  his  head  that  he 
might  not  see  the  anguish  of  her  gaze, 
the  strange  expression  of  fear  and  sorrow 
upon  her  hitherto  bright  and  happy  counte- 
nance! 

**  I  was  right  then,"  sud  bis  sister  more 
calmly,  '^  but  we  will  not  part,  Niccol6  I 
Though  all  thy  friends  forsake  thee,  I  will  be 
near  to  soothe — ^to  love— to  worship  thee  T 

**  Marianna,"  said  Ferrante  solenmly,  **  no- 
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thing  but  the  conadenlioa  of  your  happiness, 
would  have  induced  me  to  oonaent  to  our 
separation ;  and  the  same  dioi^t  will  coniok 
me  in  your  abeence.  Leoni  loves  yoo!  He 
will  protect  and  cherish  jou — aal  wouldJiave 
done.  lie  will  do  what  I,  all  powerful  as  I  am, 
never  could ;  he  will  place  you  amoi^  the 
good — the  wise — the  excellent; — ^he  will  render 
you  re<*pccted  and  beloved." 

*^  But  am  I  not  beloved  now  ?"  asked  Mari- 
anna,  clinging  to  liinL  ^  Am  I  not  with  the 
wise — the  excellent — ^the  kind?  Oh,  Nieoolo 
Bcnd  me  not  from  you!  Even  the  Count 
Leoni  liimself  could  he  see  us  now,  would  not 
have  the  heart  to  separate  us  T 

It  Wild  some  such  thought  as  this — some 
lingering  hope  that  he  might  yet  relent^  which 
induced  Ferrante  to  prolong  a  scene  already 
Hufficicntly  painful,  but  he  did  not  yet  know, 
how  firm  Leoni  could  be  when  he  fancied  him- 
8clf  in  the  right. 
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"  Who  would  you  have  left  if  I  were  to 
leave  you  ?"  asked  Marianna  pleadingly,  <<  now 
that  ev6n  poor  Ippolita  is  most  likely  lost  for 
ever  I  Who  would  there  be  to  glory  and  exult 
in  your  triumphs?  To  soothe  your  world- 
wearied  spirit?  To  ding  to  you  throiq^h  good 
and  evil — eloser — and  closer  as  other  friends 
fell  ofTy  and  left  you  more  dependant  upon  my 
unceasing  affection." 

*^  You  are  too  young,  my  sister,"  said  Fer- 
rante  mournfully,  ''and  too  pure-hearted  to  feel 
that  the  odium  which  my  peculiar,  it  may  be, 
my  erroneous  sentiments,  have  created,  wiU 
extend  itsdf  to  you ;  that  the  companion  of  the 
Poet  will  be  imagined  to  possess  the  same 
tlioi^hts  and  principles." 

''Be  it  so!"  said  the  young  girl,  with  a 
boming  cheek  and  dauntless  air.  "  I  could 
defy  them  all — aye,  even  Paul  Leoni  himself, 
as  thy  sister  r 

"  And  yet  you  love  Leoni?" 

"  Love  him  T  repeated  Marianna  vehement- 
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ly.  "  Who  told  you  so?  What  could  have 
led  you  to  imagine  that  I  could  for  an  instant, 
hesitate  between  one  so  cold  and  paaaionlees, 
and  my  worshipped  brother  T 

^'  Fear  not,  ^Marianna,**  said  a  low  and  tremu- 
lous voice  by  her  side.  **  Cold  and  pasdon- 
less  as  I  am,  I  have  not  the  heart  to  wish 
longer  to  separate  two  beings  so  fondly  at- 
tached T 

The  young  girl  lifted  up  her  head  from  her 
brother's  bosom,  and  an  expression  of  deep  joy 
mingled  with  one  of  painful  embarrassment 
While  Fcrrantc  himself  suddenly  advanced  a 
few  paces  towards  liis  early  friend;  but  the 
Count  drew  haughtily  back. 

"  Henceforth,"  said  Leoni  in  a  low  calm 
voice,  "  wc  meet  as  strangers." 

The  smile  fade<l  from  the  lips  of  the  too  confi- 
dent girl,  and  she  glanced  alternately, with  bewil- 
dered terror,  from  her  brother  to  the  Count, 
while  her  face  grew   white  and  marble-like. 

"  Count  Leoni  I"    exclaimed  she  wildly,  as 
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the  door  closed  on  his  retreating  form.  ^'  Paul! 
— dear — dear  Paul ! — Leave  me  not  thus^  and 
in  anger  T 

^  There  ia  yet  time  to  recal  him,"  whispered 
Niccolo  tenderly ;  his  suspicions  that  she  might 
return  her  lover's  attachment  being  aroused  for 
ihe  first  time. 

*^  No  r  sud  Marianna  attempting  io  smile, 
^'  it  is  best  as  it  is.  My  brother,  henceforth 
we  must  be  all  in  all  to  each  other  P 
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^^^B                   CHAPTER                                   H 

^                 "  Sweet  dream  cf  >outli,  oh  t  peV  ngiiXh                         ^^M 
^^^^^_            Let  eilher  meet  the  hmw                                        ^H 
^^^^^^^^        They  \tU  to  iUKKith  mud  BmHiDg  then^                             ^^| 
^^^^^^^■^             Or  sec  «rhal                                                                            ^^| 

^               Some  days  had  now  elapeed  since  Kiccolo 

^^^K  Feimnte  bad  hold  any  coniiTiunicfttion  with  the 

^^^^  inlmbitaiits  of  the  Palazzo  Venanzio  ;    but  his 

^H       love  got  at  length  the  better  of  his  pride* 

^P           "  Shall  you  be  late  ?''  &fud   Marianno,  aa  he 

^M       prepared  to  depart.    It  was  the  first  time  she 

^H       bud  ever  asked  the  que^ion,  and  tt  marked 

^M       distinctly  the  change  that  had  come  OTer  her      ^H 
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heart ;  tlie  young  and  happj  keep  no  reckoning 
of  time. 

"  Most  likely  not,  but  I  feel  ill  and  feverish ; 
perhaps  a  walk  in  the  open  air  may  do  me 
good" 

"  I  hope  it  willy"  Bsid  his  sister  anxiously. 

Ferrante  kissed  her  and  turned  silently  away ; 
he  was  too  proud  to  confess  even  to  her  the 
real  motive  of  his  departure. 

It  was  a  bright  night,  and  fearful  of  meeting 
and  being  detained  by  any  of  his  friends  or 
admirers,  he  avoided  the  principal  streets,  and 
threaded  his  way  by  circuitous  and  unfrequent- 
ed paths  to  the  outskirts  of  the  city.  But 
Niccold  Ferrante  was  too  well  known  to  be 
wholly  unrecognised,  and  many  a  young  and 
eager  face  appeared  at  the  sashless  windows  as 
he  passed,  anxious  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  their 
Poet ;  or  obstructed  his  way  upon  the  narrow 
pavement,  with  more  opeti  and  daring  symptoms 
of  curiosity  and  admiration.  At  the  door  of  a 
mean  looking  dwelling  stood  a  young  female, 


or    Wi 


spleodid 

frf^yeothr  is 

erktcitt- 


Xmj  ikiag  was  «lill  ftad  qtuiet  wben  be 
Piwfcai  tfe  Filum;  so  still  tlut  he  would 
Ittm  giTcii  tlie  wortd  oaly  to  hiVB  teeii  a  sti^e 
nkovcmeiit  in  tbe  mslin  dimperr  of  tbe  low 
wiaiewi— sMEie  foketi  tfast  Iiis  cooiiKigliMl  beefi 
Imked  otil  focp  aod  expected  Imt  timm  wm  iu>iie. 
And  bis  meviar;  went  ndtjr  b«ck  to  tbe  time 
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when  bright  smiles  and  kind  wioes  had  spoken 
his  welcome  to  that  now  deserted  manaon ;  when 
he  had  read  in  the  beaming  ejes  of  IppdUta, 
and  Sdt  in  the  iUendly  clasp  of  her  old  father, 
how  much  he  was  beloved.  Twice  was  Ferrante 
about  to  demand  admit4»ncc^  and  twioe  did  he 
shrink  back  with  a  sudden  and  undefined  fiiar ; 
that  mysterious  foreboding  of  coming  eyilf 
which  is  at  once  so  strange  and  so  true. 

On  the  southern  side  of  the  building  was  a 
low,  stone-belted  window,  covered  with  wild 
plants,  which  hung  in  graceful  festoons  to  the 
distance  of  several  feet;  and  where  Ippolita 
was  wont  to  repair  at  the  expiraticm  of  the 
early  hour  which  her  father  had  fixed  for  the 
termination  of  her  lover's  nightly  visits  (  and 
here  it  was  that  those  passionate  vows  were 
first  exchanged,  the  remembrance  of  which 
makes  a  spot  hallowed  for  ever.  At  such  a 
convenient  height  was  that  picturesque  looking 
casement,  that  when  the  phiyful  wind  had 
entangled  the  long  golden  tSresses  of  his  mis- 
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tresd  with  the  wild  plants  around  her ;  Fercante 
could  with  little  difficulty  manage  to  asast  in 
their  release,  winning  for  his  reward  a  stolen 
kiss  from  the  fiur  brow  whidi  was  neceeearily 
stooped  toMrards  hinu  It  is  at  such  times  u 
thcdc  that  we  feel  most  powerfully  the  presence 
of  the  beautiful  and  the  good!  The  mcxm 
may  shine  on  even  imtil  its  pale  beams  M 
uuhcedcci  upon  our  graves ;  but  it  will  nerer 
he  to  ud  what  it  was  then,  in  the  glorious 
«iil)rin2C  time  of  youth  and  love !  The  flowers 
may  look  fair  and  bright,  but  they  are  not  like 
those,  which  we  gathered  years  ago,  to  twin« 
about  the  brows  of  the  beloved  one!  The 
(jliarm  and  freshness  of  existence  passes  awiy 
with  its  pure  :iml  holy  feelings — with  its  ^rft 
■jjfcrtion.'i!  and  the  world  with  all  its  golden 
;)ronn^e'<,  hi^  nothing  left  for  us  half  as  beau- 
tiful. 

<.)u  t!ie  ledi^o  of  that  well  remembered  win- 
dow, lay  a  linndful  of  roses  tied  together  with 
!)luc  ril)])(m ;  au'l  [)lace<l  so  as  to  make  it  im- 
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lurobable  that  they  could  have  come  there  l^ 
accident  Feirante  snatched  them  eagexlj,  and 
a  wild^  vain  hope  sprang  up  in  hia  heart 
They  were  wet,  it  might  be  with  the  n^ht* 
dew,  or  with  tears— burning,  and  inrepressibte 
tears,  shed  in  the  hour  of  parting  agony ;  but 
at  any  rate  he  felt  sure  that  they  were  meant 
for  him,  and  had  been  placed  there  in  aO  pro* 
bability  by  Ippolita  herself. 

•*  She  loves  me  still,"  thought  Ferrante  ex- 
ultingly,  "  and  shall  I  tamely  yield  her  up? — 
Shall  I,  by  my  calm  acquiescence  to  the  man- 
date of  her  stem  father,  tacitly  confess  my 
unworthincss  ?  —  Never  I — ^Whatever  be  my 
faults,  Ippolita  must  ever  be  safe  from  their 
consequences,  her  purity  will  be  a  protection 
for  us  both." 

There  were  other  and  darker  projects  in  the 
mind  of  the  young  Poet,  as,  thrusting  the 
flowers  into  his  bosom,  he  moved  hastily  to- 
wards the  grand  entrance  to  the  Pahizzo;  for 
he  felt  his  power  either  for  good  or  evil  And 
M    3 
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should  the  Marqms  still  withhold  his  condent 
to  their  marriage,  recklessly  determined  to  ex- 
ert the  boundless  influence  he  was  conscious  of 
possessing  over  the  timid  nature  of  his  be- 
trothed, and  defy  not  only  him  but  the  whok 
world. 

A  dull,  hollow  sound  succeeded  his  histj 
sununons  for  admittance ;  such  a  one  as  comes 
echoing  back  from  empty  and  deserted  houses^ 
like  the  lamentation  of  the  i>a9t!  Femnte 
started  for  a  moment,  and  a  wild  fear  kept  him 
iVom  again  awakening  that  slumbering  echa 
It  was  o]>ened  at  length  by  the  domestic  lie 
liu'l  before  seen,  and,  contrary  to  Ids  custom  of 
lato,  lie  held  it  wide  back,  for  Ferrante  to 
outer. 

'•  You  may  come  in  now,"  said  the  man 
T'iidly,  "  it  is  all  over  I" 

•'  All  over !"  rejKjated  Ferrante  with  white 
iij/K-.     **  l^  she  dead?'' 

*'  No,  Sonor,  l)lesscd  be  the  Saints !  it  is  not 
♦jiiitc  >o  bad  as  that  yet,  although   I  do  not 
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think  that  my  poor  lady  will  live  very  long 
away  from  all  she  loves." 

"  She  is  gone  then,"  said  Niccolo  more 
calmly,  while  a  dark  and  withering  froWn 
passed  over  his  pale  brow.  '*  It  is  well : — ^by 
this  act  Venanzio  has  broken  all  faith  between 
us.  It  yet  remains  to  be  seen  how  all  this  will 
end." 

The  old  man  shook  his  head  forebodingly. 

"  Have  you  any  idea  of  the  place  of  their 
destination  ?"  enquired  Ferrante. 

**  None,  Senor ;  and  in  order  that  there 
might  be  no  clue  to  it^  all  the  old  servants  of 
the  family  have  been  discharged,  and  they  are 
gone  off  wholly  imattended." 

"  When  did  they  start  ?''  asked  the  young 
Poet 

^^  This  morning,  at  daybreak ;  and  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  if  you  had  come,  as  usual, 
yesterday,  all  might  have  been  prevented,  and 
my  poor  young  lady  saved." 
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**  But  did  your  lady — did  Ippolita,  lenvr  no 
mcaaage  for  mc?" 

*' None,  Senor;  ehe  ieemcd  beside  herself 
with  griefj  wandering  about  tlie  house  like  a 
spirit  that  could  no  where  find  rest ;  while  her 
oid  father  tracked  her  footsteps  as  if  fearful 
that  Ills  plans  for  her  removal  might  be  fnia* 
tmted  even  yet.  Butj  poor  lady,  »hc  had  not 
strength  of  mind  to  itmggle  agfunst  her  fate» 
and  it  ahnost  broke  my  heart,  to  see  the 
passive  meekness  of  her  pale  face,  and  the  wild 
terror  of  her  beautiful  eyes.  I  would  willijigly 
have  laid  down  my  life  if  1  could  have  been  of 
service  to  her,  but  we  were  too  closely  watched. 
Juet  before  the  carriage  was  ready,  she  came 
gliding  down  the  stairs  with  her  noiseless  step, 
and  holding  in  her  hand  some  fresh  gathered 
tiowers ;     and  I  marked  her  glance  hurriedly 

[)und  as  if  to  see  whether  she  wa^  observed, 
but  finding  all  quiet  she  Altered  the  little  room 
from  the  window  of  which  you  may  remember 
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she  would  occasionally  come  to  talk  to  you  for 
a  few  moments  after  all  in  the  Palazzo^  but 
myself  and  Theresd  thought  she  was  in  bed.' 

^*  I  remember  T  said  Ferrante  in  a  hollow 
voice. 

^  Well  Senor  I  summoned  courage  and  fol- 
lowed her  in,  and  the  poor  young  lady  was 
leaning  her  brow  upon  the  stone  window-^sill 
and  sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would  break.  She 
started  on  seeing  me,  and  said  in  a  trembling 
voice. 

"  You  will  not  betray  me  Pietro !" 

"I  would  die  sooner!"  replied  I  vehemently. 
**  But  tell  me  is  there  nothing  that  I  can  do  for 
you, — no  message,  which  I  might  convey  to  the 
Senor  Ferrante  ?" 

"No,  I  thank  you,  good  Pietro.**  replied  my 
lady  sadly. 

"  But  what  am  I  to  say  to  him,  when  he 
comes  and  finds  you  gone  ?" 

'*  He  will  not  come !  He  has  not  once  ap- 
proached the  Palazzo  to  enqutte  after  me  all 
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through  my  long  and  dangerotid  illness; — he 
tliat  uaed  to  love  me  so.  Oh !  what  a  fearful 
my  star  J  this  iaT  and  she  coTcred  her  face  with 
her  hands,  and  wept  bitterly. 

**Lfldy  you  have  been  deccive<T,"  said  I, 
venturing  to  approach  nearer  to  where  she 
stood,  and  speaking  in  a  low  voioe  that  we 
might  not  be  overheard-  "  Scarcely  a  day  has 
passed  that  the  Senor  Ferrante  has  not  been 
here,  imploring  to  be  admitted  into  your  pre- 
sence, and  scarcely  a  night  corner  that  he 
does  not  hannt  the  ploee  anxious  to  catch  a 
glimpse  only  of  your  form.** 

**  What  an  eaeape  I  have  had  r  exclaimed  my 
hidy  turning  as  white  aa  marble  and  shudder- 
ing visibly.  "  Does  he  ever  come  aa  early  m 
this  Pietro?"  and  she  retreated  from  the  win- 
dow and  covered  up  her  eyes  with  her  veil 

•*  Sometimes  my  kdy,"  replied  I»  **  but  if 
you  will  see  him  tliere  may  yet  be  time." 

•*See  Wm-Oh  Ood!-I  dare  notl^Not 
for  worlds  I    Pietro  if  you  have  indeed  imy 
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pity  for  me  seek  my  father  and  let  us  go 
instantly !" 

**  There  was  a  strange  mixture  of  fcar^  and 
agony,  upon  her  face  as  slie  spoke,  and  at  the 
conclusion  of  her  wild  appeal  she  shrank  into 
the  further  comer  of  the  apartment  and  motion- 
ed me  to  leave  her." 

**  They  have  driven  her  mad  !"  interrupted 
Ferrante  passionately,  "  ilay  curses  rest  upon 
them  r' 

^  I  feared  that  it  was  indeed  so,"  continued 
the  old  man,  "  but  nevertheless  was  about  to 
remonstrate  with  her,  when  the  sudden  entrance 
of  the  Marquis  cut  short  all  further  attempts 
at  conversation.  He  glanced  suspiciously  at 
me,  and  then  walking  up  to  his  trembling 
child,  kissed  her  white  cheek. 

*  Take  me  away !'  exclaimed  the  poor  lady, 
throwing  her  arms  about  his  neck,  and  hiding 
her  face  in  his  bosom.      *  Take  me  away !' 

*  Every  thing  will  be  ready  in  a  few  mor 
mcnts,'  replied  her  father  soothingly. 

M  5 
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*'  It  may  be  to^  late  then — ^take  me  away 
now— this  instant  T 

The  Marquk  desired  me  to  hurry  the  pre- 
l^aratiooi,  a!id  I  kit  them  together. 

I  did  not  see  my  hdj  again  until  she  epiang 
I  as:  lue  on  her  way  to  the  earriage,  with  her 
eyes  bene  upon  the  ground,  and  her  face  rigid 
and  colourless  as  marble.  I  observed  that  the 
Marquis  glanced  round  with  something  of 
;inxictv,  05  though  he  expected  to  have  seen 
s^^me  one :  and  immediately  on  his  entering  the 
cirriago  both  blimU  were  drawn  up,  and  they 
.lashoil  od  like  the  wind. 

The  old  man  paused  in  his  narration. 

'•  Go  on,"  said  Ferrante,  abstractedly. 

*'  I  have  no  more  to  tell,  Sonor."" 

''  Tnio,"  murmured  the  Poet,  "  the  end  rests 
with  me  !*' 

**  Will  you  not  enter  and  rest  yourself, 
Sonor  ?"  asked  the  old  man,  as  he  glanced  com- 
passionately on  the  agitated  countenance  of  his 
companion. 
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Ferrante  followed  liim  in  silence;  but  his 
brain  throbbed  wildly.  Every  room  they  passed 
through  had  its  own  sweet  memories;  and  a 
feeling  of  desolation  came  over  him  as  he  sat  in 
those  deserted  halls  with  only  the  reeollection 
of  what  had  been  I 

"  My  poor  Ippolita  T  exclaimed  the  Poet, 
giving  way  to  the  long  pent  up  agony  of  his 
mind,  '^  my  love  has  brought  nothing  but  a 
curse  with  it  I  And  yet,  heaven  knows,  I  would 
have  died  for  you!  It  has  rendered  you  an 
exile  from  your  home  and  country ;  and  broken 
one  of  the  most  loving  hearts  and  gentle 
spirits  that  ever  blessed  this  weary  world  of 
ours !" 

The  old  man  withdrew  in  silence ;  and  none 
but  He  who  alone  knows  the  secrets  of  the  hu- 
man heart,can  tell  of  Ferrante's  agony  and  des- 
pair as  he  sat  in  that  dark  and  dreary  apartment^ 
peopled  as  it  was  with  the  visi(His  of  the  past, 
and  thought  on  what,  had — and  what  might 
have  been  I 
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The  door,  at  length,  was  opened  gently,  and  a 
woman  entered  the  room.  She  was  plainly 
attired,  and  had  a  careworn  and  anxious  look, 
09  if  $he  too  had  known  Bomefw. 

''Can  it  be  Th^ies^?"  ezdaimed  Ferrante 
starting  up. 

''  Ah !  Senor,  it  is  indeed  the  unfortunate 
Thereae.  parted  from  the  child  of  her  loTe, 
and  the  family  in  which  she  had  hoped  to  ha^e 
ended  her  ilays.''  The  woman  averted  her 
head  as  she  d|x>ke,  and  the  tears  stole  down 
her  withered  cheeks. 

*'  Then  ray  Ippolita  has  now  no  friend,"  said 
Ferrante.  "  No  one  who  will  ever  mention  my 
name  to  her  again.  How  could  she  bear  to 
part  with  you  ?" 

"  VThj  there  is  some  strange  mystery  about 
it  :  the  poor  thing  tried  to  persuade  me  that  it 
was  as  much  her  wish,  as  her  father's  command, 
that  I  should  be  left  l^ehind,  and  yet  all  the 
time  she  wept  with  me  and  loaded  me  with 
caresses  and  presents.*' 
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*^  What  have  I  done  to  offend  you,  Senora  ?' 
I  asked. 

But  she  only  replied  by  flinging  her  arms 
about  my  neck,  and  exclaiming.  *'  Nothings- 
nothing  ! — You  love  me  too  well,  that  is  your 
only  fault,  my  good  nurse  I" 

Frantic  at  the  thought  of  our  separation,  I 
next  sought  the  presence  of  her  father,  and  for- 
give me  Senor,  if  my  love  for  her,  made  me 
proinisc  on  my  knees  never  to  mention  your 
name  again ;  so  we  might  continue  together  ; 
but  he  only  smiled  a  cold  sneering  smile,  and 
told  me  that  he  would  not  trust  me.  That  his 
daughter's  happiness,  nay,  more,  her  very  life 
depended  upon  her  being  separated  from  every 
one  who  could  remind  her  of  the  past" 

"  ^ly  poor  Th^resd  !"  said  Ferrante  kindly ; 
**  but  as  far  as  pecuniary  matters  go  I  will  more 
than  make  up  your  losa" 

*'  I  want  nothing,  Senor,''  replied  the  woman 
proudly.  ^'  The  Marquis  Venanzio  and  his 
daughter  have  behaved  most  generously,  and 
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lJ»e«d  me  far  life  &r  above  the  reaeli  of  w»xit, 
but  lill  their  gold  cannoi  heal  the  wounds  of  a 
bntieed  and  lonelj  heatt." 

"  And  ycrti  can  form  ao  ide*  whiarc  they  are 


**  None  whaterer^  Senor;  the  la^y  Ippc^ta, 
eoaCassed  to  me  that  ^e  knew  nothing  of  the 
plans  of  her  stem  [Murent;  althou^  ahe  fidded 
with  a  medoiesB  that  almodt  made  one  angry 
with  her,  "  douhlleea  be  hud  arranged  every 
thing  for  the  best."* 

*^*  And  can  yon  oonsent  to  yield  up  one  who 
I0T6B  yon  90  pa^ooataly  m  the  Senor  Ferrante« 
at  once  and  for  ev^  7*  asked  L 

*  Whut  can  I  doT  replied  Ippolita  helplesaljr, 
'  my  heart  bpcaks  to  think  how  be  will  suffer 
ivhen  I  am  gone — gone  without  eren  bidding 
htm  farewell!  But  whnt  can  I  do?^  and  die 
wrung  her  hands  despairingly* 

"  It  matters  little  aow^  Senot  \  what  my 
advice  to  her  was,  but  it  seem^  only  lo  en- 
her  misery.   The  only  \?Qtfc  ^^  sound- 
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ed  anything  like  hope  which  I  heard  her  utter ; 
was  the  night  before  lasti  as  she  stood  before 
the  mirror  while  I  was  unfastening  her  long  hair. 

*  I  am  very  young  nurse/  she  said  with  a 
sad  smile. 

**  Young  indeed,  Senora ;  to  have  known  go 
much  sorrow,"  replied  L 

'  I  was  not  thinking  of  that,  my  dear  nurse. 
Only  that  Niccoloand  I  are  both  young  enough- 
to  wait  a  few  years.' 

"  Certainly  you  are,  but  what  occasioned 
such  a  thought  ?  Has  your  father  spoken  to 
you  on  the  subject  ?" 

•  The  Saints  forbid !'  continued  my  lady 
wildly,  '  for  then  I  should  lose  my  last  hope, 
which  is  centred  in  Niccolo's  all  enduring  love ! 
Th^rese,  he  has  told  me  a  thousand  times  that 
nothing  could  change  him.  Do  you  think  that 
time  may  ?  That  courted  and  admired  he  will 
forget  me?' 

"  You  wrong  the  Senor  Ferrante  by  these 
doubts,"  said  I  earnestly. 
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with  enthusiasm,  '*  that  wherever  Venanzio 
carries  his  daughter,  the  fame  of  her  lover  will 
follow  her,  and  keep  alive  his  memory  in  her 
heart;  and  there  are  few  spots  of  civilized 
country  in  which  the  name  of  Niocol6  Ferrante 
10  not  a  familiar  sound.  Nor  is  this  all,  the 
day  she  departed  I  gave  her  a  copy  of  your 
Poem,  on  condition  that  she  kept  it  concealed 
from  her  father,  which  she  promised  to  do, 
kissing  me  a  thousand  times  for  my  kindness,  as 
she  called  it,  saying  that  it  should  be  her 
companion  day  and  night,  and  she  did  not  fear 
being  lonely  now." 

^*  Curses  on  you !"  exclaimed  Ferrante  wild- 
ly. **  You  have  destroyed  her,  body  and  soid 
for  ever!"  He  flung  himself  despairingly  upon 
the  ground,  and  groaned  aloud  in  his  agony  and 
fear;  while  the  woman  stood  pale  and  horror- 
stricken  by  his  side.  '*  I  could  have  forgiven 
Venanzio  all — I  could  have  knelt  and  worship- 
ped him,  for  his  care  of  her ! — I  could  have 
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{wrted  from  her  far  ever  without  a  mi 
Oh,  God  :  anything  but  this  T' 

**  What  have  1  doac  ?^  asked  hie  bewi 
compoiiLon. 

•*  Kothiug,  nothing ;    foi^give  me,  mj{ 
ThfeflBf*    No  one  is  to  blame  but  tajsel 
1  mm  fearfully  punished !    Leare  me  for 
moDnaita,  I  would  be  alone."* 

The  woman  witkirew  in  gilcoce,  woni 
lit  die  meanii^  of  what  @he  saw ;  imd  | 
be  afiared  that  mo^t  terrible  of  all  mgh 
pioetimlioo  of  the  proud  spirit  lu  it^  }i 
Nltemeaa  and  humiliation. 

*  How  hBnJ  wc  are,**  exclaimed  the 
ili^Mirii^f ;  **  Veuaazio  fairing  my  infli 
upM  llie  pure  mind  of  his  child  lia^  eon* 
bcr  ftom  the  too  dangerous  fuHrioation 
^iell»  little  thinking  that  she  carried  the  | 
with  her!  Poor  Ippolita !  how  diild-Iiki 
bdfo^  aud  truited  ever;  wofd  I  said 
^  ilie  wiU  iflii^  erets  though  it  war  ^ 
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every  piire  and  holy  feeling,  wliich  she  has 
been  taught  to  cherish.  She  will  make  that 
book  her  creed  because  it  is  mine,  and  I  shall 
have  destroyed  her  T' 

The  Poet  dashed  his  brow  against  the  marble 
floor  in  his  agony  and  remorse,  muttering 
enrses  on  that  ambition  which  had  cast  its 
baneful  blight  over  all  who  loved  him  and 
whom  he  loved.  The  only  hope  left  him  was 
that  he  might  yet  discover  the  place  of  their 
abode,  and  blot  out  by  his  passionate  recanta- 
tion the  fearful  error  of  his  written  principles. 
Had  Ippolita  been  less  simple  and  confiding, 
his  too  prophetic  forebodings  would  have  been 
less  acute ;  but  as  it  was  they  haunted  him  with 
a  ceaseless  vividness  that  threw  a  dark  shadow 
over  his  future  life. 

Late  as  it  was  when  he  reached  home 
Marianna  was  still  up,  and  he  repaired  immedi- 
ately to  her  presence.  At  another  time  he 
would  have  avoided  her,  but  he  felt  now  how 
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aeeesBUy  abe  iras  to  Ills  happiness;  and  his 
wearr  spirit  Teamed  for  her  food  and  soothiBg 
csresa^.  Marionna  lifted  up  Iter  eyes  from 
her  book  at  his  entrance,  and  was  struck  by  the 
alteraticm  which  a  few  hours  had  wrought  upon 
im  pilBil  conatennncc ;  but  she  made  no  re- 
vmA^  and  it  wia  only  bf  the  redoubled  tender- 
ii«a  of  ber  mantier,  ihat  Ferr^ntc  felt  how 
itstflf  flbe  understood  and  pitied  him*  Whsl- 
mv^  uught  haTC  been  the  secret  thoughts  of 
that  young  girl,  as  she  eat  bnxxling  over  the 
past  with  those  wild  repiaiogSj  and  %*ain  and 
bitter  ragrorts  which  are  apt  to  haunt  us  when 
it  k  too  lata ;  it  is  certain  that  now,  clas})ed  in 
her  brother  s  arms  with  her  cheek  resting  against 
hii*  in  wordier  affection ;  she  had  no  hope — ^no 
^vish,  hut  It  might  be  ever  thua !  S!ie  felt  that 
it  was  sufficient  happiness  to  be  the  sister  of  one 
^o  idolized :  the  comforter— the  being  to  whose 
hue  he  could  always  fly  fur  sympathy  when  the 
harahneis  of  the  world  oppressed  his  too  sensi- 
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tive  spirit.  Who  would  exult  or  weep  with 
him — and  even  die  for  him  if  need  be!  So 
reasoi^  the  youthful  heart  in  its  fond  trust. 
So  pure  and  self-sacrificing  is  the  love  of 
woman ! 
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*'  Where  are  the  ardent  hopes  of  youth, 

^Vhen  life  looked  bright  and  tnr. 
And  young  romance  iras  robed  like  truth  ? 

Echo  answers where  ?»* 

Mas.  CoRifwcLL  Bakon  Wilsom. 


There  ^vas  »a  ball  given  at  the  Due  di 
8ortini*s,  and  Paul  Leoni,  contrary  to  his  usual 
custom,  tlctemiined  to  be  present.  He  had 
gone  out  but  little  of  late,  and  then  only  to 
small  and  select  parties  where  he  was  sure  of 
meeting  no  one  but  his  particular  friends ;  which 
made  it  the  more  strange,  that  he  should  fed 
anxious  to  attend  this,  which   was  expected  to 
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be  80  gay  and  crowded.  But  we  may  be  sure 
when  irresistibly  urged  as  it  were,  to  do  things 
at  variance  with  our  usual  customs  and  habits, 
that  something  strange  will  come  of  it ;  at 
least  such  is  the  superstition  of  thousands,  and 
there  is  a  degree  of  truth  in  it  We  feel  "  as  if 
something  would  happen,"  as  the  phrase  is ; 
and  nine  times  out  of  ten,  it  does  happen ! 

The  rooms  were  thronged,  and  could  Leoni 
have  banished  from  his  memory  all  recollection 
of  the  kst  night  he  had  spent  there,  he  might 
have  passed  a  very  pleasant  evening,  for  the  well 
regulated  mind,  even  when  ill  at  ease  with 
itself,  generally  finds  happiness  in  witnessing 
that  of  others.  And  what  is  apparently  so 
joyful  a  scene  as  a  ball-room?  We  say  ap- 
parently— for  smiling  lips  are  but  too  often  the 
veil,  which  pride  lends  us  to  conceal  aching 
hearts.  And  it  is  best  so,  for  the  world  in 
general  has  but  little  sympathy  with  human 
misery,  and  is  always  readier  to  laugh  than  to 
weep. 
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"  The  Poet  Ferrante  is  here,  have  you  seen 
him  ?'  asked  one  of  hb  friends. 

"Not  yet,"  replied  the  Count  changing 
colour. 

'^  He  id  fearfully  altered  within  the  last  few 
months;  he  seems  to  have  grown  older  by 
several  years^  and  the  pictures  which  were  taken 
of  him  in  the  first  burst  of  his  popularity,  no 
more  resemble  the  pale  and  haggard-looking 
being  he  has  since  become,  than  they  do  me." 

-'  Poor  Ferrante  T'  murmured  the  Count 
musingly. 

*^  For  his  ill  health,  I  grant  you  he  is  to  be 
pitied,"  continued  his  companion ;  "  but  in 
everything  else,  he  has  challenged  the  envy  of 
the  whole  world.  His  is  indeed  a  glorious 
destiny  for  one  so  young." 

"  It  is  the  end  to  which  we  must  all  look,*^ 
said  Leoni  gravely. 

"  True,  and  yet  I  never  will  believe  him  half 
as  bad,  as  he  delights  to  make  himself  appear." 

*'  It  matters  little,  whether  or  not  he  believes 
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in  the  fearful  and  pernicious  doctrines,  which 
he  has  given  forth  to  posterity  under  the  sanc- 
tion: of  his  name,  and  clothed  in  so  beautifnl  a 
texture,  that  even  virtue  itself  may  be  deceived 
by  them,"  replied  the  Count. 

^*  In  general,"  pursued  his  companion,  *^  I 
hold  it  to  be  an  unfair  thing  to  judge  of  Authors 
by  their  writings,  conceived  perhaps  under  a 
momentary  impulse  and  repented  of  almost  as 
soon.  The  imagination  of  Kousseau  teas  all 
warmth  and  tenderness,  while  his  heart  re- 
mained as  hard  as  ice :  and  certainly  little  of 
the  sensualist,  little  of  the  voluptuary  is  to  be 
traced  upon  the  white  and  rigid  countenance  of 
Ferrantc.'* 

"  The  mind  and  character  of  the  Poet,"  said 
Leoni,  "  is  of  little  consequence  to  any  but 
himself,  or  it  may  be  his  own  immediate  rela^ 
tives ;  but  that  of  his  works  concerns  the  moral 
happiness  of  the  world  to  which  he  bequeaths 
them.     The    Poet  may  die  and  be  forgotten, 

T-OI*.    I.  K 
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•  Jyi  guilt  fating  vritk  him  I     But  tlie  I^oem — 
ibc  printed  record   of  bis  tIiought«  aurviTes^ 
thfougbout  an  etemitf  of  sbam^  aod  worki 
out  tKe  coudc^miatioii  of  its  wretched  author  T 
The  Count  spoke  vehemently,  as  he  always 
did  when  he  was  excited,  and  many  a  young 
hexrt  tlmt  fonoed  ooe  of  that  brilliimt  circle 
shrunk  tnembluigly  awav  from  its  first  idol; 
while  olhen  fmtkdj  and  clung  jet  more  teuai- 
ciaadj  to  their  Poet     There  i^  irithin  us  in 
yoittlv  aod  too  often  in  kter  dHy%  %  spirit  of 
r^^ldtance  which   is  apt   to  awaken  die  tnore 
atftmgtj  as  it  13  acted  on  in  a  contrary  diroc- 
iion;    and,  oon^&dering  this^  it  was  ecarcely 
iti^tige  that  Femmte  and  hifl  Poem  should  l»c 
sotighl  aflcr*  und  read»  in  propoi*tion  to  tlic 
oppo.Vitiau  tliL^y  met  with.  It  was  a  ktiowletlgi*  of 
thi."^  inherent  princi])le  in  our  nature  which  in* 
dticed  La  Mot  he,  when  hii  book  entitled  *'   Ih 
la  Vt*rt»  dfs  /'iiirt?*  **  did  not  sell  quite   m  well 
00  be  expected) :  to  pioeujx  a  prohihition  againit 
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it,  which  had  the  desired  effect;  the  work  was 
read  with  avidity,  and  every  copy  sold  off  in  an 
incredibly  short  space  of  time. 

Leoni  past  on  triumphantly,  if  it  could  have 
been  any  triumph  to  him  to  have  spoken  against 
his  earliest,  and  dearest  friend,  dear  even  now 
in  spite  of  their  estrangement  and  separation : 
but  in  support  of  his  stem,  uncompromising 
principles,  he  would  not  have  shrank,  from  a 
yel  severer  trial  of  his  feelings. 

There  were  all  the  usual  amusements  of  a 
ball-room  to  be  met  with  at  the  Due  de  Sor- 
tiiii's  gorgeous  saloons, — music — light  forms 
threading  the  mazes  of  the  graceful  dance, — 
and  bright  faces,  ^^  smiling  as  if  earth  con- 
tained no  tomb.^  There  were  lovers  whisper- 
ing vows  never  to  reach  mortal  ear ;  and  gay 
groups  descanting  on  the  common  topics  of  the 
day,  music  and  painting,  and  even  politics  be- 
coming by  turns  subjects  of  conversation  and 
mfgoment  But  above  all  the  hum  of  their 
merry  voices,  above  the  rich  burst  of  musio 
N  3 
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which  noAi«d  thxoi^b  the  vast  LaUa,  Lconi 
L^-ird  one  low.  giilbh  kuigh  which  livetted  him 
:.•  :he  ?2^::.  His  nature  was  too  unselfish  for 
i.izi  :o  regret  for  a  moment,  that  she  could  be 
i^ppy  C30ugh  to  laugh  thus ;  and  yet  after  tU 
he  was  a  man,  and  his  pride  was  hurt ;  but 
LeT.:  Lnew  notliing  of  the  female  heart,  a 
:iiv jienr  even  to  its  possessor. 
M^nAnna   was  leaning  upon   the   arm  of  a 

*  :":^.:  Ix^king  lK>y,  nearly  a  head  shorter  than 
h:^^<rI^  whose  merry  eyes  and  the  arch  expres- 
-i  .':i  jt  \rh«>se  mouth  proved  him  to  be  the  person, 
who  h-...l  pruJuced  so  unusual  a  burst  of  genuine 
iiv.rth  :  imu^ual,  at  least,  of  late,  for  formerly, 
tow  h:\d  been  more  ready  to  meet  enjoyment, 
c.^rie  in  what  shajx?  it  would,  than  ^larianna 
J:  .T-r^iito.  l»i:t  we  do  not  always  grow    happier, 

•  -  \N  o  j:row  i»Kler. 

\>n  tlu- other  side  of  her  stood  a  tall  slight 
vnuili.  the  loftiness  of  whose  bruw,  and  the 
^rijhtiios'i  of  wiKve  glance,  at  once  established 
)ii-  rol:\tion;;liij»  to  his  merry-hearted  brother. 
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Marianna  wore  on  that  night  a  loose  robe  of 
dark  coloured  satui^  the  sleeves  of  which  hung 
almost  to  the  ground,  their  enormous  breadth 
being  gathered,  and  the  upper  part  left  open 
so  as  to  allow  freedom  to  her  exquisitely  shaped 
hands  and  arms,  wliich  glanced  out  like  snow 
wreaths.  •  The  robe  was  trimmed  with  a  heavy 
bordering  of  pearls,  while  her  dark  hair,  wholly 
without  ornament,  hung  down  below  her  waist 
in  mingled  braids  and  tresses.  And  there  was 
a  soflened  and  subdued  expression  on  her  counte- 
nance, which  seemed  only  wanting  to  complete 
ltd  almost  perfect  beauty. 

Leoni  passed  hastily  on,  he  dared  not  trust 
himself  to  look  at  her,  to  wonder  if  it  was  any 
feeling  of  regret  for  him  which  had  stolen  the 
brightness  ft'om  her  dark  soul-speaking  eyes, 
and  given  them  tliat  look  of  deep  thought  which 
was  so  viisible  even  while  she  smiled  repeatedly 
at  the  lively  sallies  of  her  young  companions. 
And  there  was  no  warning  voice  to  whisper  to 
that  young  and  loving  girl,  that  he,  whose 
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frieadslup  only  ahc  wauld  liave  given  worlcU  to 
retain,  liad  stood  by  unnoticed,  wiiilc  she  kugb- 
ed  heedlessly  with  others ;  and  moved  away  at 
length  believing  her  pagfiioitlees  and  forgetful : 
— but  for  botli  their  sakes  it  was  best  so. 

**  Do  you  know,"  enid  Marianna,  **  that  I 
began  to  feel  very  wretched  when  you  two 
stood  looking  at  me  for  so  long  witliout  ven* 
turing  to  approach,  I  feared  that  you  as  well  as 
Beatrice  wei^  offended  with  me.^ 

**  Imp<^blei  my  dear  ooiifiiii»^  ^d  Luigi, 
*'  but  the  truth  is,  we  could  not  beUere  at  first 
that  the  splendid  creature  before  xmb,  waa  our 
little  play-fellow  Marianmw^ 

**  Ahl  flatterer! — ^and  has  your  brother  no 
lietter  excuse?*" 

"  Ha  would  not  wi^li  for  a  tnter  ofw^^  rcfi&ed 
tlie  taller  of  the  two^  bending  down  hm  6%fit 
toftm  witli  sooietiiiiig  more  of  naatily  ^gnttr, 
tbui  beoaiae  bii  i^ge.  **  But  ijide«d  you  wttmg 
mj  mim,  by  dieae  doiibta.*| 

'  ^VbatwwaUywbifiiiMbdienr  mked 
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Marlanna.  '^  You  will  not  allow  me  to  speak 
a  word  against  that  paragon  of  perfection,  her 
husband  ;  and  if  she  is  not  acting  in  obedience 
to  his  orders,  it  must  be  that  she  wishes  to 
break  off  our  former  friendship." 

"  You  would  not  laugh  at  Moncini  if  you 
knew  him,''  said  Luigi  eagerly  ;  "  and  I  never 
mean  to  rest  until  I  have  made  you  ashamed  of 
your  prejudice  agwnst  him.  If  ever  I  get  into 
any  scrape,  which  is  not  seldom,  or  require 
something  above  my  usual  allowance,  I  always 
go  to  him  in  preference  to  my  father ;  for  he 
never  makes  the  conferring  a  favour,  an  excuse 
for  giving  me  a  lecture,  as  most  people  are  so 
fond  of  doing.  As  for  Beatrice,  I  am  sure  she 
loves  him  derrly,  and  so  she  ought,  for  in  spite 
of  your  laughter,  Marianna,  I  must  say  if  i^he 
18  not  a  happy  woman  it  must  be  her  own  fault, 
for  Moncini  does  not  leave  a  wish  of  hers  un- 
gratified" 

**  We  may  have  every  outward  gratification. 
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Luigi,"  8sdd  his  ooaan  tlioiigfatfullyy  "  and  jet 
feel  lonely  and  misenUe." 

The  boy  fixed  his  hrig^t  eyea  wonderii^j 
upon  her  face,  and  there  was  an  expreasioa  of 
sadness  on  it,  which  he  never  remembered  to 
have  seen  before^  and  which  puzzled  him  to 
define. 

*'  Whatever  be  the  reason  of  my  sister's  mort 
unaccountable  n^lect  of  you,  my  dear  couan," 
«aiJ  Carl,  ^  it  shall  shortly  be  explained,  if  I 
moke  it  my  business  to  go  to  Florence  on  par- 
I  Ose.  And  should  the  explanation  be  satisfiic- 
torr,  as  I  am  sure  it  will  be,  and  I  bring  you  a 
joint  invitation  from  Beatrice  and  her  husband, 
will  you  accept  it  T 

Marianna  shook  her  head. 

'•  Arc  you  afraid  of  being  obliged  to  ccmfees 
yourself  in  the  wrong,  \vith  r^ard  to  your 
tlvlis^li  prejudice,  against  the  most  estimable  of 
men  r" 

"  Xo  indeed  ;  for  Beatrice's  sake  I  should  be 
i^Uul  to  do  so." 
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"  What  then  ?  Florence  can  offer  you  almost 
as  brilliant  scenes  as  this,  and  the  sister  of  the 
Poet  Ferrante  must  always  be  an  object  of 
attraction.  Why  the  Florentines  would  wor* 
ship  you  like  a  little  queen.'* 

"  Marianna  would  rather  be  loved  than  wor- 
shipped, is  it  not  so  ?"  said  Luigi  archly. 
"  Come,  I  see  I  am  right,  and  in  the  name  of 
my  brother-in-law  I  give  you  permission  to 
invite  who  you  like  to  accompany  you,  or  meet 
you  there,  which  I  believe  is  etiquette." 

"  I  was  only  thinking  of  my  brother,"  said 
Marianna  casting  down  her  eyes, "  and  how 
lonely  he  would  be  without  me." 

"  Of  course  he  would  go  with  us ;  Beatrice 
u*ed  to  be  such  a  favourite  of  his,  and  change 
of  scene  might  be  of  service  to  him," 

But  Marianna  still  hesitated  to  give  the  pro^ 
mise  required  of  her.  Almost  unknown  to  her- 
self, there  yet  existed  in  her  heart  a  hope  that 
grew  each  day  fainter  and  fainter,  that  Leoni 
and  her  brother  might  again  be  friends  ;  and 
N  5 
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ehe  once  more  as  m  her  pure  Bud  happy  child- 
liood,  might  become  the  joint  object  of  their 
love  and  care. 

"  I  shall  begin,"  said  Carl,  "  to  suspect  that 
there  was  some  truth  in  the  report  that  reached 
us;  and  that  the  splendid  overture  made  to 
Niccolo  for  Ae  hand  of  his  jieerless  eister  was 
not  refused  so  quickly  and  decidedly  without  a 
reason/* 

"  There  was  a  reason,"  said  Marianna,  "  he 
loved  me  too  well  to  part  with  me.*' 

**  Then  he  was  selfish  to  refuse  a  Prince,  on 
no  better  ground  1"  Baid  Luigi  abruptly, 

'*  Hush,  my  dear  cousin,  no  one  must  venture 
a  word  against  Niccolo,  in  my  presence-  It 
wa^  all  my  own  doing.  There  wa3  a  time  I 
confess  when  in  common  witli  other  girls^  I 
had  my  wild  ambitious  dreams,  but  it  is  past ! 
and  I  have  been  happier  to-night  with  you 
two,  than  for  a  long  time  post,  surrounded  by  a 
eeaseleii  repetition  of  flattery  and  adulation^^ 

**  A  thousand  thanks  ^Marianna  for  saying 
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80 !"  exclaimed  Luigi,  pressing  his  lips  to  her 
hand  as  it  rested  on  his  shoulder.  ^'  I  was  sure 
that  courted  and  admired  as  you  have  been, 
your  heart  would  never  change  towards  the 
companions  of  your  childhood.  But  come,  give 
jne  this  promise.  Has  Fireiize — the  fair — the 
flourishing— ^the  Athens  of  Italy  ! — no  charms 
for  you  ?  That  city  so  full  of  palaces,  that 
Ariosto  on  first  beholding  it,  almost  fancied 
that  the  soil  had  produced  them,  and  that  they 
had  grown  up  like  flowers  in  less  favoured 
lands.  Tliat  city  which  wants  only  thy  pre- 
sence to  make  it  an  eartlily  paradise  !" 

Alarianna  smiled  at  his  eloquence,  and  pro- 
mised that  if  Ferrante  could  be  persuaded  to  go 
she  would  willingly  accompany  him. 

"  But  we  have  no  invitation  yet,**  said  she 
half  archly,  and  half  sadly,  '^  and  how  can  I 
tell  whether  Beatrice  may  be  willing  to  renew 
our  early  friendship  thus  strangely  and  sudden- 
ly broken  off." 

"  I  think  I  can  safely  answer  for  her,  that 
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she  will  b€  inoat  glad,  and  that  this  etttmnge- 
lucut  between  you  will  be  found  to  have  origi- 
nated mo3t  unpreineditatedly  and  imfoundedly. 
Perhaps  it  was  your  turn  to  write  next,  or 
etiquette  for  you  to  call  or  send:  some  of  those 
trifling  caufiea  which  make  up  the  sum  of  girl- 
hh  quarrels*" 

"  But  we  hare  not  qiuirrelledj"  said  Ma* 
rinnna, 

"  So  much  the  woi^e,  my  dear  cousin/* 
replied  Luigi,  **  for  in  that  case  you  might 
have  had  an  opportunity  of  saying  all  you  had 
*:o  say  and  becoming  friends  again,  as  men  do ; 
not  that  we  fall  out  half  as  often  as  you 
women;  for  a  man  must  be  provoked  indeed 
before  he  can  bring  liimielf  to  utter  any  of 
thofle  blighting  sentences,  by  which  your 
friendships  are  so  often  destmyetl" 

'*  But  when  that  word,  or  sentence,  has 
been  spoken,  Lnigij*'  said  ^larianna  enqiiir- 
iugly,  "  what  then  ?" 

»*  Why  then  he  who  utters  it  atones  for  it 
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in  blood !"  exclaimed  the  boy,  with  a  sudden 
fierceness  that  changed  the  whole  character  of 
his  countenance.  '*  There  is  no  medium  in  the 
disputes  of  men;  the  aggressor  dies  or  con- 
quers his  opponent !" 

Marianna  shrank  back  with  a  faint  scream, 
and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 

"  Come,  Luigi,"  said  Carl,  "  we  all  know 
that  you  are  to  be  a  soldier,  so  you  ne^d  not 
frighten  my  sweet  cousin  by  your  violence." 

**  Forgive  me,  Marianna !"  said  the  boy, 
subdued  in  an  instant  by  the  sight  of  her 
terror ;  and  she  held  out  her  hand  with  a  faint 
smile.  Marianna  did  forgive  him,  although  the 
recollection  of  the  fierce  passion  he  had  display- 
ed, haunted  her  strangely. 

"  You  have  made  a  fearful  choice,  Luigi," 
said  she,  still  trembling,  "  to  make  a  trade  of 
human  lifeT 

"It  may  seenl  so  to  you,  my  gentle,  cousin, 
but  the  world  thinks  differently ;  and  so  that 
honour  and  glory  be  the  result  of  our  exertions, 


r^?  THK  nocB  or  tame, 

>iv  pm««?  m-ofale  tlicmjelvcs  to  follow  iu 
<^f  bT  seep  IB  oar  iqiwaid  career,  thej  9xe, 
:':c  \hs  zixei  put*  quite  cootent  to  worship  die 

--  Tbc'n  Toa  haTe  qiute  Dmie  up  your  mind 

--  I:  fl&ic  vills  it.  I  «55ui>a  you  that  circum- 
*t:ii^x*.  csIt.  azkI  not  courage  are  wanting." 

••  "VVovLld  y'>u  hare  Italy  go  to  war  with 
-  l:::  :".:\:'i:a  stale  on  purpose  to  oblige  you, 
I.-..,:'  -*"  .-^kcy;  h:<  bn>ther  irvMiically. 

•  N  ,"  rvfluJ  the  boy,  "  but  I  would  have 
■  ,:  ".  vkw^U  after  her  own  rights  and  libcr- 
••  <.  which  w.-^uld  adfonl  ample  employment  for 
■».':  her  *or.«:  and  instead  of  only  deserving  the 
v.!vt  .t'  -The  cradle  of  the  Arts T— 'The 
lit  y  .■!  Voluj-tuousnesg  T — *  The  apoiled  favo- 
nro  v^t  a  Ivuntiful  nature  T — I  would  win  for 
her  :ho  apf-ollation  of  the  brave— the  noble— 
:invl  the  free  T 

"  When  you  were  a  child  Luigi,**  said  Mar- 
rianna   smiling  fondly  on  him,  **   I  reroeu)l»er 
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you  used  to  say  that  you  would  be  a  Poet.  It 
is  a  pity  that  you  did  not  keep  your  word  you 
would  have  made  such  an  eloquent  and  patriotic 
one.'' 

**  Ah !  I  remember^  it  was  Beatrice's  wish,  I 
was  her  youngest  and  favourite  brother,  and 
her  prayer  for  me  was  always  that  I  might  ye- 
eemble  Niceolo  Ferrante,  but  it  is  best  as  it  is 
for  two  such  stars  could  never  have  shone  in 
one  sphere.  Besides  a  man  must  be  bom  a 
Poet,  which  I  most  certainly  was  not.  In 
sober  seriousness,  Alarianna,  I  hate  poetry !" 

"Hateit,Luigi?" 

*'  Yes,  most  heartily.  It  is  that  which  has 
made  us  Italians  such  slaves  as  we  are  to  the 
passions,  and  the  senses.  Poetry  in  its  purest 
strains  has  enervated,  and,  in  its  worst,  has 
demoralized  us !  To  that  we  owe  the  sensual 
pleasures — the  epicurism — the  more  than  Greek 
refinement,  which  is  fast  destroying  the  manly 
character  of  our  warriors,  and  the  simple  love- 
liness of  our  maidens." — 


1>0  TfiE    FBICE  OF      FAXE. 

-  Mv  Irocher  ua  Poet  7  intemiptod  Mari- 

**  TtjLS.  I  vill  say  no  moane,  but  that  with  all 
l.L?  JL.iivwr^  he  uay  ooe  day  wish  that  it  were 
::  :  5c.     Bu:   you   have   not  yet   asked  what 

:.7>h:  v.  t*  life  my  graTC  brother  has  chosen.'' 

•*  Auvl  yc:  I  im  moBft  interested  in  every 
:l.!:\c  :!:*;:  ooiKxnt?  either  of  you.** 

•  ^V^ll,  :hca  1  will  tell  you  for  that  kind 
-:  >v.!:;  all  :l.e  tLLiio  A\e  are  at  Florence  he 
-^vi.lj  :\^'Lil.;rly  luilf  hi?  days,  standing  before 
:  .  «^::Mii:oe  :.»  Siuut  John's  Chapel,  gazing 
-.::  ::i  ^o  U;:uti:V.l  gates  which  ^lichael 
AijlTvIo  !  :i-  vLoLireil  worthy  to  be  the  gates 
.  t  Panivilso ;  and  envying  the  fame  of  the 
AnUi  while  lie  admires  his  productions,  and 
•  li\aiiis  ot' like  liORoiirs,  :is  yet  to  be  attained. 
Have  1  jipoken  tnily  brother?' 

*•  You  have,"  s;ud  Carl  with  enthusiasm, 
while  a  bright  and  sudden  radiance  lit  up  for  a 
inunient  his  strongly  marked,  aud  handsome 
((.nnieiiance.     **  AVhcn  I  am   dead  and  gone, 
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the  people  of  Florence  shall  not  be  able  to 
pass  out  of  their  houses  without  remembering 
me;  without  exddming  to  one  another  as 
they  gaze^  upon  the  churches  and  palaces 
around  them  '  AU  this  was  the  work  of  a 
Riccardir  " 

And  thus  it  is  with  the  worlds  as  with  these 
two  young  and  aspiring  boys ;  each  one  pur- 
sues his  own  separate  and  narrow  road  to  the 
temple  of  Fame.  Some  shrinking  back  at  the 
very  commencement  of  their  arduous  task — at 
the  first  symptom  of  decay,  which  comes  on 
when  the  restless  spirit  wears  out  its  own 
tabernacle ; — others  perishing  by  the  way  I — 
while  a  few — a  very  few  reach  its  fatal  emi- 
nence, only  to  feel  how  little  its  isolated  glory 
compensates  for  what  they  have  sacrificed  in 
the  attainment^  and  then  die,  unwept  perhaps,, 
although  not  unhonored  I 

^  I  did  not  think  it  had  been  so  late,**  said 
Marianna,  as  the  bell  of  a  neighbouring  con- 
▼^t  made  itself  heard  &r  above  the  festivities 
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of  that  crowded  halL  ''  How  happy  I  have 
been  to-night,  and  Niooolo  not  with  me  either. 
After  all  there  is  notlung  like  old  fricndB."* 

^'  And  yet  we  have  not  been  separated  eo 
very  long,**  said  Luigi ; ''  it  seems  to  me  Mari- 
nnna,  that  you  have  become  a  woman  all  of  ft 
sudden ;  and  you  are  not  so  much  older  than  iu 
either.  What  meny  games  we  used  to  have 
together,  before  my  brother  and  I  left  home,  to 
I'onimcncc  our  studies ;  and  Niccolo  too  would 
join  us,  and  appear  the  gayest  of  the  gay,  al- 
though no  one  would  think  it,  to  look   at  him 

^Inrrianna  sighed  heavily. 
nt>w/' 

"  There  was  another  too,  if  I  remember  righ- 
tly/' siiid  Carl,  "  who  always  witnessed,  without 
sliariiig  in  our  amusements; — the  cold,  and 
haufrhty  Count  Lconi." 
'•  1  iiover  thought  him  so,"  replied  Luigi,  "  but 
ho  was  uKlcr  than  any  of  us.  You  used  to  love 
Looiii,  dill  you  not  Marianna?" 

'•  lie  was  my  brother's  earliest  and  dearest 
frioiul."  roplioJ  the  young  girl  faintly. 
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'^  Was,  and  is  he  so  no  longer?  But  I 
feared  not^  when  I  saw  bim  paas  you  just  novr^ 
without  a  word" 

**  He  has  been  here  then  T  exclaimed  Man- 
anna  vehemently.  ^^  And  I  have  not  seen  him 
— I  have  not  even  looked  upon  that  well- 
remembered  face  r 

**  Never  mind,  my  sweet  cousin,"  said 
Luigi  in  a  kind  low  voice,  *^  the  Count  made  up 
for  the  omission  by  gazing  on  you  with  an  ex- 
pression of  countenance  which  makes  me  sure 
that  you  will  not  be  long  ill  friends." 

Marianna  smiled  through  her  tears  upon  her 
youthful  comforter,  and  his  words  had  the 
effect  which  he  had  trusted  they  would  have. 
A  little  thing  brings  hope  to  the  young  and 
sanguine  spirit. 

^  Let  Leoni  be  as  proud  and  grave  as  he 
likes,"  continued  Luigi  with  enthusiasm,  ^'  he 
is  a  good  and  noble  being ;  as  a  boy  I  always 
esteemed  and  reverenced  him,  and — " 


«^  THz  FSKE  or  r 

-  Ar  1  r^n,'  internipted  C«ri  laughingly,  "is 
:  :i-i:  wbax  too  were  about  to  say  ?*" 
-  V.'-i:  tii^rL,  vhen  I  am  a  man  my  proudtft 

>  iLf:  7 :ui-i  t«  Ki  be  tbooght  worthy  of  hu 


M..rl.>:i=.i  iLiccd  her  hand  in  hi«  without 
•■:Jk:r^.  '..::  tiV'm  that  hour  dhc  alwaji 
\ :  :    Lulzi.    a   thousand   tiine«    better  than 
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CHAPTER  XU. 


*'  This  if  the  woe  of  woes,  the  iting  of  hie. 
To  see  our  little  world  grow  desolate  ! 
Those  few  on  whom  the  very  soul  reclined 
Sink  from  our  sight — and  feel  we  stay  behind.** 
Paris — A  Poem. 


"  Iw  we  knew  the  sufferings  which  often 
lead  to  men  becoming  satirists,**  says  the 
Countci^  of  Blesj^ington,  "  we  might  perhaps 
be  more  inclined  to  pity  them  for  the  cause, 
than  to  dislike  them  for  the  eiFect.**  And  there 
i»  a  deep  truth  in  the  observation.  ^There  are 
many  stages  of  huumn  misery  and  suffering ; 
but  when  we  see  the  cold  withering  sneer,  and 
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hear  the  Uigfatiiig  fnirawij   even  tlioi^  it 
mar  be  from  young  lipis  we  umj  be  sore  tkit 
they  have  all  been  passed  tknni^fay  lad  the  kit 
and  worst  atUuned.    At  fint  Fennante  defied 
hL>  perdecutors   with    all  the  heedleMaeas  of 
youth,  conscious  of  its  own  istellectiud  superi- 
ority.    What  were  the  eetiaaged  looks  of  a  few 
compared  to  the  homage  of  the  raanj — to  the 
adulation  of  tlie  world  ?  And  yet  even  then  he 
felt   that  those  few  had  more  to  do  with  his 
ha]ii)ine;?s   than   the   admiring  multitudes  who 
crowded  triumphantly  around  the   footsteps  of 
tlieir    Poet;  he  felt  that  it  was  the  good  and 
])urc  hearted,  whom   he   had  alienated — who«e 
iaith  and  principles  he  had  openly  violated  and 
derided ;  and  his  heart  grew  heavy   amidst  its 
triumphs,  and  yearned  for  simpler  and  holier 
pleasures.     A  few  vain  struggles  were  made 
to   regain   the    forfeited    confidence     of    the 
Iriends  of  his  boyhood,  but  he  felt  them    to  be 
vain,  and  the  very  conviction  brought  about  its 
own  fulfilment.     Ferrante  was  too  proud^  even 
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in  such  a  caua^  tosuflSwhia  lips  to  proclaim  the 
fearful  recantation  of  his  heart ;  and  if  they 
had,  it  might  haTe  been  too  late,  now  that  his 
wild  principle  had  been  suffered  to  spread,  and 
disseminate  themselves  over  half  the  world : — 
the  power  tot  good  or  evil,  was  no  longer  under 
his  own  controul;  and  the  miserable  Poet 
bowed  down  his  loftjr  head  and  wept,  in  vain 
agony,  and  remorse.  It  is  at  such  times  as 
these  when  all  worldly  help  is  vain,  that  we 
turn  trustingly  to  heaven — ^but  there  was  no 
heaven  for  Ferrante  I  he  had  blasphemed  and 
denied  that  being,  who  alone  could  save  him ! 
Pride  now  come  to  his  relief  and  helped  him  to 
v^  his  agony  from  the  cold  eyes  of  the  world, 
which  shrank  before  the  wild  and  unsparing 
satire  of  his  eloquence.  His  countenance  stUl 
retained  its  strange  beauty,  but  its  character 
and  ezpressicm  was  entirely  changed,  and  there 
were  not  wanting  those  who  likened  it  to  that 
of  a  fallen  spirit,  over  whose  divine  [lineaments, 
the  veil  of  earthly  sinand  sorrow^  had  suddenly 
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flesceiidetL  There  was  no  ahade  of  colour 
visible  upon  hie  olive  cheek — no  tmce  of  human 
emotion— of  human  pity  on  hig  ihixi^  cufTed  lip 
and  high  piJe  brow  ;  M  hile  his  dark  bright  eyes 
seemed  to  glitter  beueatli  their  deep  fringe; 
with  idinoat  eupernaturid  Initre*  But  those  who 
now  professed  to  i>ity  him,  little  suspected  that 
thej  had  made  him  what  he  had  aiuce  be* 
comei  and  that  bencatli  the  cold  and  paFsionk?^ 
exterior  of  Ferrante,  lay  hid  a  whole  world  oi 
misery  and  rciiiorBC,  untold^  and  undreaou  of 
by  thoee  who  knew  hitn  beet.  But  as  Bacon 
huB  truly  obeer\'ed,  thoee  m  ho  eoinmunicate  noC 
their  griefs,  are  "cannibal  of  their  own 
lieart^T'  The  sorrow  that  h  diared,  Klduui 
destroys, 

Hi5  icarch  after  Ippolita,  had  hitherto  been 
in  Tain,  and  even  the  hope  of  ultimate  Suocqbi* 
which  had  supported  him  iji  hii  exertions^  was 
fast  fading  away^  leaving  in  ita  eteadj  the 
desparing  conviction,  that  fate  had  now  done  it§ 
worstp     It  \»  one  of  the  misfortunea  of  $uch  u 
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State  of  mind  as  Ferrante  was  now  enduring, 
to  see  insult  where  it  is  not  meant»  and  meet 
that  evil  half  way,  from  which  he  had  oMe 
shrank  back  with  horror ;  even  those  who 
would  have  continued  his  friends^  became 
gradually  alienated  by  the  harshness  of  his 
aoanners,  and  the  cold,  and  blighting  sarcasm  of 
bis  words,  which  increased  more  and  more  as 
lie  watched  the  circle  diminish  one  by  one.  It 
was  with  these  feelings  that  he  now  listened  to 
Marianna's  glad  anticipations  of  a  re-union  with 
the  favorite  companion  of  her  childhood  ;  and 
to  the  excuses  which  she  was  so  willing  to  in- 
vent, to  account  for  her  long  neglect. 

"  Why  are  you  silent,  my  brother  ?"  asked 
the  young  girl  at  length. 

^  Because  I  cannot  feel  quite  so  confident  on 
the  subject  as*your8el£  After  you  left  last  night 
iomething  happened  which  is  very  likely  to 
dumge  the  determination  of  the  Biecai^  to 
seek  to  reconcile  you  to  their  sister,  even  if  it 
does  not  dq>rive  you  of  their  own  firiendship.'' 

VOL.   L  o 


»^  THB  mcB  w  r 


**  WfastCBB  Tonmesn?*   aaked  Mwiannt  in 

NCK  a}lI1IL 

-  NaT,  it  iitttt««  not»  I  mav  have  been 
wrcc:^.  bvt  we  eUQ  Beei" 

**  Bet  tcU  me  whv  joa  thooght  so,  Niccolor 

*-  Sinplj  then,  became  wSbtr  your  depaitore 
Luiji  joined  tbe  Coont  LecHii,  and  waft  with 
hin  the  Temainder  of  the  erening." 

Mariazma  turned  pale,  md  her  flashing  eyet 
\Tcrv  ri verted  enquiringly  upon  the  countenuce 
.^f  her  brv^iher. 

*-  WelL"  said  she  somewhat  haughtily,  obaer- 
\-ini:  tliat  he  paused,  "  what  then  ?" 

••  ^Vhy  Leoni  will  in  jrity  to  hia  youth— to 
hi?  morality — warn  him  to  avoid  us,"  Te\M 
Ferranto  with  bitterness. 

"  It  i>  talse  r  exclmmed  Marianna  possion- 
iitoly.     •'  You  know  tliat  it  is,  Niecolo." 

*'  I  know  only  that  he  is  my  most  iuiphicablc 
enemy."  saiJ  Ferrante  8iuT)ri8ed  at  her  vehc- 
:uonro. 

'*  Hut  ho  has  been  voiu*  friend — ^vour  boeom 
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friendl  and  the  more  opportunitiea  ycmliave 
had  of  studying  the  mind  and  character,  of  one 
who  is  the  very  soul  of  honour,  the  more  you 
should  blush  for  your  base  suspicion  of  him*^ 

''  Nay,  my  sweet  little  sister  T  said  FenrantOi 
drawing  her  towards  him  and  speaking  kindly, 
although  with  a  slight  shade  of  irony.  *'  Do 
not  look  so  angry^  and  I  will  ask  your  pardon 
for  having  ventured  to  say  a  word  agfunst  this 
mirror  of  perfection." 

'*  No,  not  perfection  quite,"  said  Marianna 
smiling  fondly  on  him  through  her  tears ;  ^^  but 
indeed  you  wrong  Paul  Leoni,  if  you  think, 
with  all  his  prejudices,  that  he  would'  speak  ill 
of  you  to  any  one,  more  especially  to  <  your 
cousins." 

^  If  he  thought  that  it  would  be  right  to  do 
so,"  said  Ferrante  more  calmly,  *^  such  is  his 
fltem  and  uncompromising  sense  of  duty^  that  I 
am  sure  he  would  whatever  were  to  be  the 
consequences." 

Marianna  turned  away  her  head  and  wept. 
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she  fdt  tint  her  brother  was  right,  and  tbat 
she  had  been  too  hasty. 

It  waa  etrai^  to  see  how  the  young  Poet*8 
bener  nature  triomphed  in  the  society  of  that 
bn  link,  which  bound  lum  to  the  pure  and 
gvwd;  to  marie  how  the  mists  of  error  and 
pride,  paased  away  befine  the  innocent  glance 
of  that  loving  and  bebved  sister.  It  might 
account  in  some  measure  for  her  adoratioD,  i(v 
k?r  total  blindness  to  those  faults,  which  were 
in  truth  but  rudy  visible  to  her;  and  then 
c:i!y  as  the  results  of  the  cddness  of  a  harsh, 
^nd  misjudging  worid. 

'-You  are  right,  Marianna,"  said  Ferrantc, 
"  in  calling  Jjeom  the  soul  of  honour,  he  is  so; 
:ho  o$trangement — ^the  avoidance  of  others  only 
irriiaies  me ;  but  the  changed  looks  of  my 
carlv  friend  makes  me  feel  that  it  is  I  alooe 
who  am  to  bhune ;  that  I  have  deserved  to  lose 
a  friendship  which  would  never  have  been 
liiThUr  or  cmsdesslv  withdrawn." 
••  My  beloved  brother !"  said  Marianna  fling- 
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ing  her  anns  around  his  neck  and  hiding  her 
burning  face  upon  his  bosom. 

"After  he  left  us  the  last  time,"  con- 
tinued Ferrante,  "  I  tried  to  hate  him,  to  think 
over  all,  that  he  had  ever  said,  and  done  to 
offend  me— 'but  I  could  not ;  for  I  remembered 
that  even  when  he  had  seemed  most  severe,  he 
had  acted  only  for  the  best : — that  his  greatest 
-—his  only  fault  was  that  he  was  too  good  T 

"  Can  that  be  Niccolo  ?"  asked  his  sister  in  a 
whisper. 

"  I  think  so, — the  Roman?,  in  the  very  stern- 
ness of  their  justice,  were  often  crueL" 
"  Yes,''  said  Marianna,  "  Brutus  forgot  the  ties 
of  nature  and  doomed  his  own  son,  while  Paul 
Leoni  only  sacrificed  his  love." 

"  Are  you  sure,"  swd  Ferraute  almost  in  a 
whisper,  "  that  the  sacrifice  was  not  twofold  ? 
If  so,  it  may  not  be  too  late  even  now." 

"  What  would  you  do?"  murmured  Mari- 
anna. 

"  I  would  humble  my  proud  spirit  for  your 
o  5 
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mktf  and  tell  lum  that  my  uter  had  yielded  to 
the  penuusiona  of  her  friends,  and  was  resdj  to 
abandon  all  she  loTed  for  him.'' 

''  Then  you  would  say  what  was  not  true,"  in- 
terrupted Marianna  eagerly.  ^  My  brother,  we 
Jo  not  part  IlfPauILeoni  really  love,  me  sad  I 
ihink  he  does,  it  is  for  him  to  take  the  firststq) 
Towards  our  recondliation,  and  I  will  be  wooed 
only  through  you.  Niecdo^  you  must  not  thisk 
-c  vain,  and  presumptuous,  but  I  do  not  yet 
iv^:\ilr  of  seebg  you  friends  again,  and  of 
Ixir^  ln<urumontsl  in  your  re-union. "* 

"  Tb^ra.  after  all,  you  do  love  this  haughty 
v.\u-u  Marianna r 

-  I  hivo  not  said  so,"  replied  the  young  girl 
,  V  A^rls*:  deeply ;  "  although  I  ^vill  not  deny 
:ii:  10  erlcct  so  glorious  a  result  I — " 

••  Would  even  marry  him  I"  interrupted 
:\rrii::c  Uughin^y. 

Mat-uiuu  turned  away  her  head  without  re- 
v>.  V.::  :vT  tWce  was  bright  and  radiant  with 
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At  this  momenty  Luigi  Biocardi  was  aih- 
nouncedy  and  dieengaging  henelf  fnmithe  arms 
of  her  brother  she  rose  up  >to  welcome  his 
arrival  Ferrante  bowed  coldly  to  the  sHght"^ 
greeting  of  his  young  cousin,  the  change  was 
already  stealing  over  his  heart. 

**  I  hope  we  shall  often  see  you  now,  Luigi," 
said  Marianna. 

**  Not  until  I  have  earned  a  right  to  accept 
your  kind  invitation,  my  sweet  cousin.  I 
leave  for  Florence  to-morrow." 

**  So  soon,"  said  the  young  girl. 

**  Why  not  ?  Carl  would  have  gone  with 
mc,  but  the  ill  health  of  our  father  detains  him 
here." 

"  And  will  you  leave  him  when  he  is  so  ill  ?" 

"  What  would  I  not  do  to  please  you,  my 
sweet  Marianna  I"  said  the  boy  gallantly  rais- 
ing her  hand  to  his  lips.  ''  Besides,  nothing 
will  do  my  father  more  good,  than  to  hear  news 
of  Beatrice." 

**  So  you  saw  Count  Leoni,  after  I  left  last 
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ziizii-'*  3»^i  MariflBan  in  a  low  T<Mce,  with 
Lc7  ire^  £x«d  ii{K«  her  l4\>dier.  who  bent 
•«rr  iiK  Tdu?£  kfr  VK  a{^>eiring  to  peruse,  m 
«.*r6er  :o  lu ie  die  i&ten»<  ho  toc^  in  what  was 
jii  Ir.j;  o-n.  -  Did  you  tell  him  of  your  intended 
jounioy  :" 

'•  Yi-a^     But  why  ilo  you  ask  r" 
•*  Chi:  i'i  si^raothing   uu>Te  than  mere  curi- 
i^ity,  Luiji     Wag  lie  aware  of  the  niutive  of 
vour  going  to  Florence  ?" 

"  He  w:i#,     I  tolJ  liini  everj-thhig." 
"  Dkl  the  Count  Leoni  make  any  remark 
uiun  it?"  a;?ked  Marhmna  oolourinij  as  ?ho  put 
the  question. 

"  Yes,  now  I  rcnieniher,  ho  stn^ngly  iirgfJ 
me  not  to  go." 

The  young  girl  turned  as  jmiIo  us  death, 
while  a  smile  passed  over  the  thin  lip  of  her 
brother,  that  i)ecurmr,  and  mocking  unfile, 
which  slic  alwayB  shuddered  to  see. 

'*  AVhcn  I  asked  him  his  reason  for  saying 
so,"  oontinued  Luigi,  "  he  evaded  the  (question 
V»y  laughingly  advising  me  never  to  interfere 
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in  female  quarrels,  telling  me  that  most  likely 
all  that  had  happened  was  for  the  best" 

*^  I  have  no  doubt  but  the  Count  Leoni 
coincided  in  my  view  of  the  subject,"  said 
Ferrantc  looking  up  from  his  book,  **  and  be- 
lieves that  the  long  silence  which  the  Countess 
Moncini  has  preserved  towards  her  early  friend 
has  been  less  unpremeditated  than  her  brother 
would  now  have  us  imagine." 

**  Then  you  are  both  vrrong  T  sud  Luigi 
fiercely,  '^  and  I  will  never  rest  imtil  I  have 
proved  you  to  be  so." 

**  I  trust  you  will  be  able,  for  Marianna's 
sake,"  replied  Ferrantc  coldly. 

Luigi  was  about  to  make  some  passionate 
rejoinder,  but  his  cousin  placed  her  snowy 
band  upon  his  lipe,  and  he  kissed  it  in  token  of 
peace. 

''  Luigi  promises  to  work  miracles,  Niccolo," 
8ud  Marianna  playfully,  approaching  her  bro«> 
tlier,  who  leant  moodily  against  the  window, 
revolving  in  his  mind  the  fresh  and  disagree- 


i^dt  ztl::.  .-:  li^ix^ihSE  vUda  ike  voids  of  lis 
}  ^vz  -  i3£i2L  wmd  iht  wmnamg  of  Leom  hid 

'  III  j-.'^i.*  s&jd  Femste  nimisg  rouid  with 
.ji  aiaeren^e;  viiidi  left  ber  without 
-^^-.^  T.-  zrcKttjif  far  ibe  too  had,  from  the 
^izi^  :xui<c  X  2i.A  i-t  fl»i  aod  bitter  tboi^ts 
V  lj.z.  ^  .Ek£S  oimcal  Tithm  tlieir  own  boBcns 
>  I.  ^il  i:i  c^  sUbfuIlT  ihaui  men.  But  hit 
.-f.-ir:  rtjc:*:-i>c>i  him.  m$  he  daw  the  tctts 
j*.Lir _-l;;j  &LT  It  in  Ler  tiark  e^^es,  and  watched 
-    .   rv-«r^l-t   -w.z^  wLk-h  she  endeavoured  to 

z.--zr:s  iier  €o:i>:<i:  a2>J  be  added  inakinder 
..  ~  ^  .!=.-£.  Idananna.  ]ct  us  hear  what  oor 

-  7:  -:*Lk-.  iJt  I-'re  U>e  oil  Count  Moncini,'* 
-u.  :^  i-*:tr  ezukaY curing  to  speak  cheerfully. 

-  n.z  1:  n-is^  indetd  jx^eo^s  s<..ine  potent 
:_-.. .  :  r  ::i?  i?  a*.*!  only  a  miracle,  but  an 

"  Y.  -  I.   :>x  know  the  Count,"   ?aid  Luigi 
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"  Nor  do  I  wish  to  know  him." 

^  May  I  enquire  what  foundation  you  have 
for  your  dislike  ?"  asked  the  boy  colouring  with 
indignation. 

^  You  may,  and  I  will  tell  you  frankly  Luigi ; 
I  can  give  no  better  reason  than  this, — I  have 
seen  him  and  Beatrice  tc^ther  T 

^  Ah !  you  think  him  too  old  ;  certainly  that 
is  an  incurable  faulty  and  one  that  grows  more 
and  more  glaring  every  day;  but  my  sister 
might  have  mirried  a  younger  man,  and  been 
less  happy.  However,  I  am  glad  you  have  not 
a  more  serious  charge  to  lay  against  him,  and 
hoi>e  yet  to  see  you  friends.  Have  you  no 
inessage  to  send  to  your  old  playfellow, 
Niccolo?" 

"  Yes,  give  ray  love  to  her,  and  tell  her  that 
even  her  long  silence  cannot  teach  me  to  foi^ct 
her." 

"  Nay,"  said  Luigi,  shaking  back  his  bright 
curb  with  a  merry  laugh,  **  I  dare  not  deliver 
such  a  message  as  that.     Have  you  not  heard| 


sdD 
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cousin  KiccoIiS,  tliat  old  husbanjs  are  prortrbi- 
ally  jealous  ?  Wliy  he  wcmUl  ask  you  down  to 
his  llUeffifiabire^  aud  have  yoii  a^aa^smnted  the 
first  opera  nJglit" 

Femmte  coloured  slightly  and  answered  with 
some  haughtiness :  ^1 

"  There  can  be  no  improimeiy,   I  ghoyli^ 
think,  in  any  thing  which  I  nuiy  pkase  to  say 
to  my  cousin^  through  her  brother," 

^  Certainly  not/'  said  Lujgi  *tlll  laughing, 
**  and,  as  you  arc  really  serious,  I  j)romisc  to  find 
an  opportunity  of  whimpering  your  sweet  mei^| 
6age  to  Beatrice,  although  I  diall  take  care  to 
do  so  when  the  Count  is  ahsent'' 


m 


Ferrante  amilcJ  tcx),  and  involuntarily  held 
out  his  hand^  towaixls  his  young  and  miith^vH 
loA-ing  cotisin,  whose  high  and  haughty  spiril 
had  won  his  admiration.  ^m 

*'And  you  Marlanna,"  emd  Lnigij  "haveyofi" 
no  message  T 

"  None,  your  sister  must  act  as  she  pleases, 
although  I  shall  most  gladly  forget  the  past  if  _ 
it  be  her  wi^L"' 


THE   PRICE   OF  FAME.  301 

"  A  regular  woman's  answer,"  replied  the 
boy.  "  Well,  well,  Marlanna,  Beatrice  has  been 
the  aggressor,  and  it  is  but  right  that  k>he  should 
make  the  first  concession ;  so  farewell  for  the 
present — I  trust  that  I  shall  return  the  mes- 
senger of  i)eace.'' 

"  But  if  not,"  said  Marianna,  jiekliirg  for  a 
moment  to  the  strange  feeling  of  coming  evil 
which  weighed  down  her  heart.  '*  If  Beatrice 
exprcsscv«>  no  wish  to  renew  our  intimacy,  must 
I  lose  you  too  ?" 

**  If  it  were  not  that  we  are  about  to  i>art, 
I  should  be  angry  with  you  for  the  thought. 
Jirlarianna,  whatever  impossibilities  may  come  to 
pass,  I  shall  never  cease  to  love  you !" 

**  You  promise  me  that,"  said  the  young  girl, 
smiling  at  her  own  vague  and  idle  terrors. — 
'*  You  know,  Luigi,  we  were  children  together, 
and  it  is  natural  that  we  should  love  each  other." 

"  To  be  sure  it  is,"  said  the  boy,  pressing  his 
lips  to  her  cheek,  ^'  so  farewell,  Marianna,  and 
fear  nothing  I" 

VOL.    L  P 
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The  more  the  young  girl  pondered  in  secret 
over  Leoni'B  wirning  to  her  oouon,  the  more 
she  was  puzzled  and  bewildered.  "  Can  it  be, 
she  thought — and  the  thought  was  agony  !— 
can  it  be  that  he  does  not  think  me  good  enough 
to  be  the  companion  of  Beatrice  Y"  But  then 
she  remembered  with  deep  joy,  thathehadonoe 
thought  her  worthy  to  be  his  own  bride,  uA 
her  woman's  love  found  excuses  for  what  she 
could  not  understand. 

Fen-antc,  liowever,  saw  deeper  into  the  mo- 
tives which  actuated  the  conduct  of  the  young 
Count,  aud  it  was  in  the  spirit  of  reeklessnes 
which  this  insight  awakened,  that  he  had  sent 
the  message,  which  lie  did,  to  Beatrice.  He 
remembered  what  had  passed  between  Leoni 
aud  himself  on  the  day  of  his  cousin's  wedding, 
and  how  much  that  hail  then  awakened  his  5Uj»- 
pioious,  liiid  necessarily  l>een  left  unexj)lainccl ; 
and,  though  hL?  brow  crimsoned  with  shame  and 
i*a«^o.  he  felt  that  he  had  only  been  judged  by 
those    i)riuciples    which    he   had   oi>euly  and 
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diriiigly  professed.  But  after  all  there  was  little 
of  selfishness  in  the  breast  of  the  young  Poet^ 
and  the  current  of  his  thoughts  speedily  diverted 
to  his  sister — ^his  poor  Marianna  ! — with  her 
deep  trust-^her  woman^s  pride — ^her  wild,  vain 
bopes  of  subduing  the  haughty  spirit  of  her 
imidaoable  lover ;  and  the  words  which  Leoni 
had  uttered  at  their  last  meeting,  came  haunt- 
ingly  back  to  him  :  **  Though  my  heart  broke 
I  would  not  accept  her  from  you  r  Ferrante 
felt  that  the  time  had  passed,  and  they  were  lost 
to  each  other  for  ever ! 

When  Marianna  returned,  he  was  still  sitting 
where  she  had  left  him ;  the  wide  casement  had 
been  thrown  open  for  air,  and  a  golden  shower 
of  sunlight  fell  br^htly  upon  the  uncovered 
head  of  the  young  Poet,  shedding  a  glory  as  it 
were  about  his  pale  and  intellectual  features. 
Marianna  approached  with  an  air  of  reverence, 
and  bent  silently  over  his  chair,  unconsciously 
oomf^ting  the  picturesque  beauty  of  the  scene. 
Pity  that  there  was  no  Painter  near  to  do  justice 
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Ui  its  flitting  loveliness;  and  yet*  wbat  pencil 
could  hope  to  paint  that  glowing  sunshine^ — to 
catch  the  bright  and  innocent  exprcesjon  of 
Marianna'e  countenance  as  her  full  dark  eyes 
rented  fbndly  on  her  brother,  or  the  look  of 
hopcleesa  agony  and  despair  which  alune  nmdo 
mortal  the  splendid  face  uf  tlie  Poet  Suddenly 
a  low  cry  esoa[>ed  from  tlie  lips  of  the  young 
girl  as  she  bent  over  liira,  and  Ferrante  &tarteiJ. 
"  Marianna — my  beloved  ! — what  has  haji- 
pened  ?" 

**  Nothing — nothing — forgive  me,  Niccolo  1" 
and  her  burning  tears  fell  fn^t  upon  hie  uplifled 
brow  as  she  spoke.  She  had  seen  the  first  uo» 
erring  token  of  the  fierce  mental  atrugglc  which 
he  had  been  so  long  enduring — the  premature 
marks  of  old  age  mingling  with  the  bright  locks 
of  youth,  and  stealing  away  their  raven  lui^tre, 
as  sorrow  had  long  since  stolen  away  ail  peace 
from  his  heart  It  ts  a  fearful  sight  to  &ce  grey 
hairs  on  a  young  head^  and  tdleth  iu  own  tale 
of  misery ! 

or    VOL*    L 
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*'  Hush,  aipiratioD,  hush  thy  voice, 

if  God  be  not  the  theme  ! 
But  GOOD  can  make  the  heart  rejoice ; 

The  GEEAT  is  but  a  dmam  !  ** 
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CHAPTER  L 


*'  She  sat  beside  the  lone  and  midnight  lampy 
Gazing  (how  fbndlj  I)  on  her  relic  Here  ; 

The  dew  upon  her  brow  hung  cold  and  damfH 
Though  her  pale  cheelc  a  hectic  radiance  wore. 

And  there  were  flashes  in  that  deep  dark  eje^ 
Telling  of  nMmories  that  could  never  die." 

Mbs.  CoBirw£u.  Bakom  Wiuom. 


The  day  threatened  to  prove  unusuaDy  hot, 
sod  the  young  Countess  Mondni,  directed  her 
couch  to  be  remoyed  onto  the  balcony,  and  lie 
with  her  face  half  concealed  in  the  ulken  cush- 
iniB,  in  that  sort  of  dreamy  languor  which  the 
Italian  will  understand  so  well,  and  the  Eng- 
lishman so  little.  Light  and  tasteftilly  formed 
aidies  of  the  Saracenic  form  supported  the  roof, 
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while  the  curling  clematis^ — creeping  roees — 
and  tlua  pale  pa^ioii  flower^  insinuated  thoir 
bmuches,  between  the  openwork  of  the  marhlei 
in  rich  prof aslou,  scenting  the  soft  air,  and  glit- 
tering in  the  faint  and  mellowed  sunlight; 
while  rich  |)or[jh3Ty  vases  filled  with  the 
mrest  exotics  gave  a  sweetness^  ond  at  the  same 
time  a  heavine^,  to  the  atmosphere  which  in- 
creased the  lassitude,  of  the  young  Cotmtese* 
For  her,  the  scene  had  long  since  last  aU  beauty, 
and  yet  she  had  but  to  lift  up  her  white  eyelids, 
and  there  lay  stretched  before  her  a  verdant 
amphitheatre  of  smiling  hills,  overtopped  by  the 
frowning  Appennines,  bright  and  fertile  valleys 
watered  by  tlic  sih  er  Arno,  and  iu  tributary 
«trcaiuS|  and  gtrewed  with  vilhi!^  and  cottages; 
while  the  glowuig  skies  abo^e  tinted  every- 
tliing  witli  that  bright  ultrainai^iue  which  forma 
so  prominent  a  feature  in  the  exquisite  land  scapei 
of  Velvet  Breu'ghel;  and  which  to  those  who 
baire  sojcttimed  fur  long,  in  one  of  the  most 
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beautiful  cities  in  the  world,  eeema  Bcarcdy 
exaggerated. 

The  young  Countess  was  much  altered,  her 
cheek  had  lost  its  pearl-like  whiteness  and 
gk>wed  with  a  deep  unnatural  flush,  giving 
a  wild  lustre  to  her  large  and  melting  eyes,  in 
which  there  was  a  strange  and  undefined  expres- 
sion. She  wore  a  loose  robe  of  white  crape, 
drawn  in  around  her  slender  waist  and  clasped 
with  gold;  while  her  small  feet  were  thrust 
carelessly  into  a  pair  of  embroidered  slippers, 
which  might  have  served  for  a  Cinderella;  and 
it  was  only  when  you  caught  sight  of  her  thin 
emaciated  hands,  as  they  hung  down  listlessly 
by  her  side,  that  the  idea  of  sorrow  aud  disease 
became  associated  with  the  magnificent  being 
before  you.  On  her  arm  hung  a  small  satin 
bog,  which,  it  had  been  noticed,  the  young 
Coimtess  seldom  appeared  without;  and  her 
attendants  laughingly  expressed  their  convic- 
tion, that  it  contained  some  charm,  or  amulet ; 
B  3 
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oor  were  they  far  from  right ;  but*  alaa  f  for  its 
possessor  the  spell  was  au  evil  one ! 

Presently  Beatrice  raised  herself  laughingly 
upon  the  couch,  and  slowly  undrawing  the 
jgtring3  of  lior  bag,  took  out  a  small  clasj>ed 
book,  which  she  pressed  fondly  to  her  lipa^  and 
then  sweeping  back  ber  long  hair,  kid  her 
bright  cJieck  upon  it,  and  once  more  gave  her- 
self up  to  the  luxury  of  those  thoughts  which 
cauie  rusliing  thick  and  fast  over  her  mind, 
until  the  liHing  of  tlie  rich  damask  tapeetrj', 
which  shaded  the  window,  aroused  her  ftom 
her  reverie,  and  the  Count  Moncini  stood  by 
her  side;  strongly  reminding  you,  as  his  slight 
and  withered  fonn  appeared  in  vivid  contrast 
with  that  of  Ids  young  and  beautiful  wife,  of 
one  of  Ihoee  genii,  whom  we  read  of  in  faiiy 
tates^  as  watching  over  the  fortunes  of  fair  and 
lovely  princesses, 

**  Not  gone  yet,"  exclaimed   the  Counte89» 
starting  tip  and  speaking   with  an  acceot  in 
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which  alarm  and  impatience  were  slightly 
blended. 

**  No,  I  came  to  try  and  persuade  you  to 
change  your  mind  and  accompany  me." 

'*  Impossible,"  replied  Beatrice,  "  say  that 
I  am  ill — makewhat  excuses  you  like  for  me  ; 
— but  for  pity's  sake  do  not  ask  me  to  undei'go 
this  exertion !" 

"  I  should  be  very  sorry  indeed  to  persuade 
you  to  go,  if  you  did  not  wish  it,"  replied  the 
old  man  approaching  near  to  where  she  lay, 
and  taking  up  in  his  one  of  those  small  but 
passive  hands ;  "  but  you  are  not  really  ill,  my 
Beatrice?" 

"  Do  I  look  as  if  I  was  ?"  said  the  Countess 
with  a  faint  laugh. 

**  I  cannot  say  that  you  do,"  replied  her  hus- 
band gazing  admiringly  upon  her.  '^  Beatrice, 
you  cannot  imagine  what  a  relief  it  is  to  my 
mind,  to  find  that  your  objection  to  accompany 
me  arises  solely  from  woman's  caprice,  and  not 


inm.  Il  iiCBhk  k  I  imi  hecn  tortmiiig  myself 

^  JjjI  £  v^K  yflB  ^v3,^  sttd  the  Coimtesi 
^  iairmdSermt  to  imain  it  kne 


-  liic  smi  THE  B0C  fifed  it  T«fT  dulir 
Jb.  it  Aic  ima^^I  Imv  to  be  akne— I  am 
x'^jr  OLil  npr^  md  dv  CoanteaE  lan^Kd 
c^ri43  zJEiij  :£C»C(  v^  incli  in  whidi  she  bd 
r^  *:xi.'2i£7  inmiurfi  iv  liKv  and  whidi  Moncini 
-  *^;  ->  siiiiaitfyj  i:  beir. 

•  '^lil  -aa^  I  ▼xl  IN  by  xnyaelir 

•  />:  Tny  a;*."  wi  Beitrice  cheerfiiBy. 
■  u:-.'  I  :i.'7*t  T-.iL  '•C  Jure  a  pkasuit  panr." 

•  N  .:  tis^'  s.  Tietado::  «  if  tou  were  with 
..V  '  ^'iJt^i  tit-  Cocr:.  *  but  you  must  not 
^iiiiin   !»:  kinu'  jlI  lis  beautiful  dav,  Bea- 


1  iX's^  V  :c^Vce  TOtt  I  may  j 

;a..r^  :,  iK  Lcix^-Amo.  will  that  jJeise 
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jMoncini  laughed,  and  sitting  down  beside 
his  young  and  beautiful  wife,  seemed  to  forget 
the  engagement  which  had  so  lately  occupied 
his  attention. 

"  How  bright  your  hidr  looks  in  this  rich 
sunlight,"  said  the  old  man,  playfully  lifting  up 
one  of  her  thick  tresses,  and  twisting  it  round 
his  withered  fingers. 

Beatrice  jerked  her  head  impatiently  aside, 
and  in  doing  so  the  book,  on  which  it  had 
rested,  fell  to  the  ground ;  and,  forgetting  the 
languor  of  which  she  had  a  few  minutes  before 
complained,  she  sprang  hastily  forward  to  raise 
it,  but  jSIoncini  anticipated  her  intentions. 

"  Now  I  shall  see  what  your  studies  arc, 
Beatrice,'^  said  he  smiling. 

**  No,  no— you  must  not  look  at  it — ^give  it 
to  me — I  command  youl"  and  the  proud 
beauty  arose  and  stood  before  him  with  flash- 
ing eyes. 
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"  Conunand,''  repeated  tlie  old  mao,"  Be^itricc 
that  Is  a  strange  wurd"^ 

"Forgive  it  then! — ^bot  pray  return  me  mj 
book !"  and  ihe  held  out  her  hand  for  it  with  n 
look  of  auch  earnest  supplication,  timt  Jloncini 
was  not  proof  agaiJi&t  its  witchery  and  he^aeed 
the  volume  immediately  in  her  Irnnds*  ,^ 

Beatrice  received  it  widi  a  deep  blush* 
,,«,  "Now  you  will  tell  me  what  it  is."*  said  the 
Count  with  some  curiosity. 

"  What  do  you  auispect  Monclnl  ?** 

'*  Oh  I  know  not  indeed^  Pietro  Natali  's 
Lives  of  the  Martyrs  perhaps,  or  Jacojio  Vor- 
aginc  'a  Golden  Legend." 

"  Neither  tlie  one  or  tlie  other  so  you  must 
guess  again »" 

"  Well  tlieu  judging  by  the  look  of  it» — your 
misaal.^ 

"  You  were  nearer  right  then,"  gaid  Beatrice 
laughing,  and  clappbg  her  white  hauds  f '  for  it 
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eontains  my  creed,  and  my  belief;  and  I  fly  to 
its  pages  with  a  delight,  for  the  loss  of  which 
nothing  earthly  can  compensate !" 

Moncini  looked  surprised,  but  she  continued 
in  the  same  wild  strain,  with  her  forehead  bent 
down  over  her  recovered  treasure  and  her  hands 
fast  locked  together. 

**  It  has  changed  my  whole  nature,  I  feel  it 
has!  And  yet  it  only  makes  me  cling  the 
closer  to  its  doctrines,  although  they  brought 
death  with  them." 

"  The  days  of  martyrdom  are  passed,  my 
Beatrice,**  said  her  husband  with  a  smile. 

"  True,  and  yet  there  are  different  kinds  of 
martyrdom. — But  you  will  be  late,**  added  the 
young  Countess,  passing  her  hand  hurriedly 
across  her  forehead,  as  if  to  recall  her  wander- 
ing thoughts,  "  you  had  better  go  I" 

**  There  is  plenty  of  time  yet,"  said  Moncini. 

**  I  tell  you,  you  will  be  late  1"  replied  Bea- 
trice impatiently,  drawing  a  small  gold  watcli 
B  5 
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was  in  appearance  only,  his  evil  passions  did 
bat  sleep,  lulled  to  rest  by  his  almost  childish 
adonU;ion,  and  ready  to  awaken  and  start  into 
life  at  the  first  breath  of  suspicion.  Beatrice 
owed  the  almost  absolute  power  which  she  had 
gndoally  acquired  over  him  as  much  to 
Us  pride,  as  his  affection;  for  Moncini  could 
■ever  gaze  upon  her  without  remembering  with 
«Knltation,  and  triumph,  the  confession  he  had 
wrong  from  her,  without  a  feeling  of  selfish 
fstide  in  reflecting  that  he  had  been  the  first 
knre  of  one  so  bright  and  beautiful.  At  times 
it  i^qpeared  almost  impossible  that  it  should  be 
00 ;  but  then  he  had  the  assurance  of  Riccardi, 
lie  had  watched  her  narrowly  himself;  and 
aibove  all,  he  had  listened  bieatlilossly  to  that 

*  to  be  forgotten  sentence,  wliich  had  fallen 
the  lips  of  his  Beatrice  on  her  bridal 
flKuming,  **  I  never  had  a  lover  until  you  came,'' 

1  the  weak  old  man  fialt  as  if  he  could  never 
evince  his  gratitude  for  her  strange 
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]>refer€nce  of  tiiui.  Had  Mottcini  continued  ta 
act  with  the  mingled  kindness  and  finimegai 
which  ehiiructcriseti  the  first  few  months  of 
their  wedded  life,  all  might  yet  have  been  well ; 
and  Beatrice,  although  she  could  never  love^ 
would  gradually  have  taught  hereelf  to  respect 
and  esteem  him.  His  authority  judiciously  ex- 
t  '«Tted  might  have  awakened  her  in  time  from  the 
fearful  E^pell  that  enthralled  her;  but  as  it  wa^ 
she  only  despised  Win  for  his  passive  obedience 
to  her  will,  and  extorted  as  a  right  the  i>erfect 
controid  of  lier  own  time  and  actions,  even 
refueing  to  see  him  when  she  felt  desirous  of 
being  nloncj  and  behaving  at  all  times  with  the 
Imperiousnesg  of  a  queen* 

Her  maldena  wondered  among  themselves  at 
the  change  which  had  come  over  their  once 
kind  and  gentle  mistress ;  while  her  more  im- 
mediate friends  could  scarcely  recognise  the 
fair  and  pensive  Beatrice,  in  the  star  of  the 
Florentine  court,  the  gay  and  admired  Comiteaa 
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IS 


f 

^  Itoaciui,  wlio^  wUd  bur^U  of  merriment,  or 
■  £t«  of  pride  and  caprice,  wliich  would  have 

tbeen  flcarcely  tolerated  in  anotlicr,  only  served 
to  give  fresh  piquancy  to  her  atiraction^ 
It  wm  nigbt — aiid  the  young  Coimtese  onoe 
more  sat  alone  in  her  little  a|>artmcnt     She 

»lmd  dreamed  away  the  long  mornings  and  rode 
MA  {^hc  had  proniii^tHl  in  the  cool  of  the  evening, 
upon  the  Lung-Amo,  bowing  to  all  with  the 
aame  met^miiical  inclination  of  her  beautiful 
tteadj  and  smiling  u[>on  none ;  and  then  when 
the  siui  declined,  she  had  returned  home 
thruugh  the  narrow  streets  of  Florence,  each 
aogle  of  which  presents  some  architectural 
I  Tiew,  more  or  less  picturcBquei  especially  when 
light^'d  up  as  they  now  were,  by  tlie  mellowed 
ita  of  approaching  twilight. 
Beatrice  dismiaaed  her  attendants,  and  dniw- 
the  lajnp  niearer  towards  hitr,  tirew  out  her 
began  to  read,  but  the  efibrt  appeared 
lloo  much  for  her,   be^ide^  ^he    knew 
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every  wofrd  and  line  in  it  so  well,  tlmt  Iier  quick 
tmagination  took  in  whole  paged  at  a  glance, 
and  her  temples  throbbed  wUdlj  a^  she  rested 
tlieni  on  the  palm  of  her  little  hand,  aad  i^Iiaded 
the  light,  sidMluetl  as  it  waSp  from  her  aching 
eyelidi* 

"  How  late  it  growB,**  luurmurecl  the  young 
Countce%  '*  but  no  matter,  I  cannot  rest— I 
dudl  hear  wlicn  he  returns,  and  he  will  be  so 
rejoiced  to  think  tlmt  I  have  lat  up  lor  him ; 
and  yet  so  fearful  of  uijunng  my  health — iK>or 
Moncini  T  and  for  a  moment  the  better  feelings 
of  her  nature^  resumed  their  sway  over  her 
wandering  mind,  and  fhe  pushed  the  tempter 
from  her,  and  clapped  her  thin  hands  as  if  she 
would  have  prayed,  but  nu  woitla  came? — slie 
had  forgotten  tbeni  t  and  as  the  impulse  pa^^eil 
away,  she  laughed  aloud  and  rocked  her^lf 
backwards  and  forwardu  in  her  diair. 

It  wai  a  calm  and  splendid  night,  and  Bea- 
trice could  see  from  her  caaemeot^  the  bridge 
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reflected  in  grand  perapectiye,  with  the  citj 
mod  its  huge  masses  of  ancient  building,  laying 
bk  deep  full  shadow  before  her ;  with  the  lights 
I^Smmering  from  the  casements  of  the  neigh- 
bouring towns,  or  the  lanterns  upon  the  (jading 
boats,  dancing  on  the  rippling  water  like  fire- 
flies. And  yet  she  carelessly  let  fall  the  silken 
eurtains,  and  shutting  out  the  glorious  scene 
lient  once  more  over  her  little  table.  There 
was  a  strange  expression  of  joy  numtling  over 
her  face,  as  she  lifted  one  by  one,  the  treasured 
relics  which  lay  scattered  before  her,  and 
pressed  them  to  her  lips  and  heart 

**  And  this  was  thy  hair,  my  beloved 
NiccoloT  murmured  the  young  girl  as  she 
singled  out  a  thick  and  glossy  braid,  ^'how  well 
do  I  remember  the  evening  I  severed  it  fhmi 
thy  dear  head,  giving  in  return  a  curl  you 
promised  to  preserve  for  ever.  Oh  I  has  thy 
word  been  kept  as  sacredly  as  my  unnttered 
pledge,  in  secrecy,  and  through   misery   and 
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shame?  These  flowers  too— faded  now,  but 
fresh  as  our  70011^  hearts  were  on  that  hippy 
evenii^,  when  he  kissed  and  gave  them  to  me- 
Envied  flower :  eren  my  own  lips  have  myct 
dared  to  steal  away  that  which  makes  yon 
i!*^  hallowed." 

A  light  step  approached,  but  she  heeded  it 
not,  her  head  was  bent  over  her  treasures,  and 
lier  tears  fell  on  them  like  rain. 

"  Poi.>r  flowers  T  continued  Beatrice  with 
iiiorv:i^in?  wildncss,  *'  tlioy  cannot  restore  thee 
now --it  is  tix)  late  I — They  can  no  more  make 
thoo  bloom  iigain,  than  they  can  bring  back 
jvoce  to  this  breaking  heart,  and  freeing  it 
from  its  fearful  bondage,  give  it  back  to  my 
Forranto,  as  full  of  deep  and  girlish  love,  and 
as  pni*e  and  free  from  shame,  as  it  was  in  past 
and  happy  years  T  She  paused,  and  a  low 
shuddering  scream  escaped  from  her  white  lipeas 
her  trlanee  fell  on  the  reflection  of  Moncini  in 
the  mirror  before  her.  His  face  was  ghastly  pale, 
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jmd  distorted  with  passion,  while  his  uplifted 
hand  held  in  its  trembling  grasp  one  of  those 
long  glittering  knives  which  an  Italian  is  sel- 
dom without  There  was  a  deep  pause  which 
was  broken  by  the  clear  and  silvery  voice  of 
Beatrice. 

'*  Strike  r  said  she  gathering  together  her 
little  store  with  one  sweep  of  her  hand,  and 
bending  fondly  over  it,  "  It  is  sweet  to  die 
thus!" 

*'  Yes  you  shall  die  T  exchdmed  the  old  man, 
**  but  not  here— not  now  —  follow  me  this 
instant  r 

**  I  will  not  I**  replied  the  Countess,  shrink- 
ing from  before  his  flashing  glance.  ^^I  will 
not  stir.** 

Moncini  grasped  her  arm  with  the  strength 
of  a  giant,  and  dragged  her  forcibly  from 
the  table,  the  contents  of  which  he  trampled 
wildly  beneath  his  feet;  while  Beatrice  pres- 


mx  or  r 

xi  iit^  iiiai»  heSoK  kercjenad  tcreamed 

'  TJ&  ZKHii  UfoJ'  czdumed  the  ennged 
:  ^:tt:i>l  -  ilif  ACCCTMd  book ! — xoai  miaail! 
— -.cr  r?eei!— Tc^r  Idief! — ^Beatxioe  ceiae 
iu:-s-:  zsiTiZlz^  kiiMiitatsoiu^  and  tell  me 
j:sz:j,'1j  ii:T  jck  h  has  been  in  your  poe* 

'  T.zyis^"  r^ikJ  the  voung  Countesi^ 

-    .:  rl^-.-:  !  .-*=  remember — for  I  can  dat€  » 

: ;  V  ::i>;c3ce  :r:c2  ii*  jcrusal— all  before  w« 

■  ■  :.  i>>i  r  csoIainKJ  the  wretched  Mondm, 
-_-».-^  Li: .  A  ciadr  and  burring  hia  face  in  his 
MTrlrw  -  ri=  iis  U-   true?— or   am   I  gw^g 

■  N  — ^z,\*  salJ  Beatrice,  •'  it  Ls  I  who  am 

A:  :I.!?  :i.jun:  iho  UU  of  the  Palazzo  rung 
.  l:n:iv.  iiii  a  iVw  mouionU  afterwards  one  of 
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the  domestics  knocked  at  the  door  of  the 
apartment. 

**  Come  in,"  said  the  Countess  in  a  gentle 
voice. 

But  the  man  started  back  as  his  eyes  fell  on 
the  long  knife  which  Moncini  yet  retained,  and 
glanced  from  him  to  the  white  dieek  of  his 
mistress.  The  face  of  the  Count  was  concealed 
from  view ;  but  Beatrice  only  smiled  at  his  look 
of  astonishment  and  dismay. 

**  Well  ?"  said  she  at  length ;  and  somewhat 
reassured  by  her  manner  the  man  ventured 
to  inform  her  that  her  brother,  the  Senor 
Luigi  Biccardi  had  just  arrived. 

Beatrice  uttered  a  faint  scream  and  retreated 
into  the  middle  of  the  apartment  like  one  that 
had  been  shot ;  but  in  a  few  moments  she  re- 
covered her  composure  and  in  a  calm  voice  bid 
faim  inform  her  brother  that  the  Count  Moncini 
had  but  just  returned  home  fatigued,  and  un- 
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well,  and  would  defer  seeing  him  until  the 
morning,  bidding  him  in  the  meantime  take 
l>osses;sion  of  his  usual  apartment,  and  order 
everything  he  liked.  "  He  will  think  I  am 
gone  to  bed  and  will  not  ask  for  mc,''  she 
added,  and  as  the  man  bowed  and  departed  with 
hi:5  message,  she  closed  the  door  carefully  after 
liini,  iuul  gently  approaching  her  husband  drew 
tlic  knife  unresistingly  from  his  grasp,  and 
flung  it  from  the  casement,  and  then  knelt 
down  in  silence,  beside  his  chair. 

*'  Beatrice,"  said  the  old  m\n  at  length  in  a 
changed  and  lioju-se  voice  ;  "  have  you  nothing 
to  say  ? — no  excuse  to  make  ?" 

*'  None — I  neither  ask  or  deserve  your  mercy, 
I  supplicate  only  for  its  delay.  Aloncini,  you 
know  my  brother  —  my  brave  —  my  darling 
Luigi ! — his  stay  here  will  only  be  for  a  few 
days,  let  him  dejmrt  in  ignomnce  of  his  sisters 
shame,   and   then   do  with   me   as    vou    wiU, 


THS  PRICE  OF   FAMB.  21 

The  knowledge  of  it  would  break  his 
heart." 

'^  And  mine,  Beatrice — the  agony  of  thoae 
few  days,  the  fierce  cravings  of  unsatisfied  re- 
venge which  I  must  endure  in  the  interval — 
is  that  as  nothing  to  you  ?  Besides  lam  an  old 
— a  feeble — a  very  feeble  man — I  shall  need 
the  assistance  of  his  young  arm  to  aid  me  in  the 
retribution  I  shalT  seek." 

"  His — Oh  God ! — this  is  horrible  1"  exclaim- 
ed the  girl ;  ^^  he  woidd  scorn  —  he  would 
trample  me  beneath  his  feet; — but  he  would 
remember  that  I  was  his  sister,  and  he  would 
not  kill  me." 

**  You  r  repeated  the  Count,  turning  from 
her  with  a  look  of  bitter  contempt,  ^^  I  was 
thinking  of  Niccolo  Ferrante  —  that  ac- 
cursed Poet  and  Atheist  I  who  dies  within 
the  week,  as  surely  as  I  stand  here  and  swear 

itr 

'^  Ye^,  he  is  an   Atheist !"  said  the  young 
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Countess  wrii^i^  ber  haiidB  degpoiringlv,  *Hlic 
heaven  tliat  he  has  denied  will  not  save  him — 
hut  I  may  even  yet" 

-  It  I?  too  bte,"  8ud  Moncini  ookllj. 

''  Hear  meT  exclaimed  Beatrice  eagerly. 
"  Once  m<^c  will  you  or  will  you  not  grant  my 
rt-i^ne?t  T 

••  I  will  not  r 

riio  irirl  to^^edback  her  long  curl^  and  her 
!>.:  ^0.5  white  and  livid,  while  her  intcnftely 
J.irk  eves  flashed  out  like  stars. 

••  Moncinir  cxelaimcd  she  flinging  herself 
ujvn  her  knees  before  him ;  "  I  ask  it  now  for 
]'X!i  our  s;\ke>: — nay,  turn  not  from  me; — I 
h:i\  0  tolil  you — I  have  warned  you  that  I  am 
half  mad  I — I  cannot  answer  for  what  may  be 
the  consequences  of  this  harshness."^ 

**  It  matters  not,"  said  the  Count  attempting 
to  rise. 

**  Oh !  do  not  leave  me  thus  I — Give  me 
but  one  week  more   of  mv  brother's  love  ! — a 
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day — only  a  day  I— Let  me  throw  myself  odce 
again  into  his  arms  and  receive  his  fond  kiflsea, 
even  though  they  arc  to  be  followed  so  speedily 
by  curses  and  reproaohes." 

^  Leave  meT  exclaimed  the  old  man,  vainly 
attempting  to  shake  ofi  her  frenzied  grasp,"* 
Adultress  I — ^Leave  me  I  say  T  and  his  hand 
wandered  round  as  if  in  search  of  the  weapon 
she  had  deprived  him  of. 

**  One  day — one  single  day  P  repeated  the 
wretched  girl,  clinging  wildly  around  hb 
knees. 

<^  Hear  me  for  the  last  time,  Beatrice ;"  said 
her  husband  sternly,  **  when  the  few  hours 
which  yet  remain  of  this  most  wretched  night, 
shall  have  passed  away,  Luigi  knows  every 
thing  r 

The  unhappy  Countess  rose  up  from  her 
knees  without  another  word,  and  retreated  to 
the  further  end  of  the  apartment,  where  she 


'^r  ^tirvci:  iDtaa.  a  cocdk  wmi  tnel  her  hot 


n  gf  Ike  oU  Hmh^alreadT 
■-:L.:'  ;^:«ic:<ti  :  aai  as  W  gaxd  on  the  wnthii^ 
r.jTi.  ::  ibe  EBfiesabk  bcmg  bdbie  Mm,  and 
r-.i>rciic«ef«i  'ayw  iktt  Terr  Momii^  he  had 
r.yl  liili  'iixxied  bf  the  skay  of  her  vmth- 
f^  >:';iu:7  :  hW  anger  seeoied  appeaaed  by  the 
.Lin^-:  i:  bui  vr\>cgiiu  br  ihe  wbjtct  honulia- 
li-.D    of    ihai    oace     [VMid     and     unbendiiig 

••  Come,  Monciai,"  said  Beatrice^  elowlr 
lining  up  her  heail,  and  obgerving  his  eyea  still 
fixe  J  upon  her,  '•  to-morrow  will  be  a  day  of 
tml — you  shouM  try  and  sleep  T  Her  voioe  was 
low  and  unearthly  ag  she  spoke,  and  long  after 
.•?he  had  finished,  her  white  lips  moved  fast  and 
ronvulsively,  as  though  she  still  held  commune 
with  her  own  wild  and  troubled  spirit. 
"  Beatrice,"  said  the  old  man  in  a  {altering 
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voice^  '^  I  cannot  bear  to  see  yoa  suffer  thus* 
Arouse  yourself— I  grant  you  the  delay  you 
have  solicited,  but  it  must  rest  with  yourself, 
to  act  in  suck  a  manner  as  to  prevent  your 
brother  from  suspecting  anything.*^But  I  need 
not  warn  you,"  h^  added  bitterly,  ^you  are 
already  a  skilful  adept  in  deception." 

The  young  Countess  sat  upright  upon  the 
couch  as  he  began  to  speak,  and  a  change  came 
over  the  rigid  expression  of  her  countenance ; 
while  tears — the  first  she  liad  yet  shed,  relieved 
her  burning  brain. 

*^  Bless  you  P  exclaimed  she  flinging  herself 
at  his  feet,  and  pressing  his  hands  to  her  lips 
and  heart  '*  Bless  you  for  those  words! — They 
have  saved  us  both — Oh  I  God — ^you  know  not 
what  a  fearful  gulph  of  crime  and  misery  you 
have  preserved  me  from.'' 

Moncini  leant  feebly  back  in  his  chair,  the 
scene  was  almost  too  much  for  his  weak  and 
aged  frame  to  support. 

VOL.    II.  c 
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"  Leave  me  now,  Beatrice  f  said  he»  '^  and 
retire  to  bed,  it  ia  very  late."      ^ 

"  Yes,  yes — ^I  will  go  I  But  you  will  give 
me  back  my  book  first?" 

"  Your  book — ^never  P 

^^  Well,  no  matter,  you  may  remember  tell- 
ing me  years  ago,  that  I  should  not  read  it;  but 
I  did  you  see,  and  I  will  again. — ^Ferrante's 
Poem  is  too  well  known  ever  to  become  a  sealed 
book  in  Italy." 

"  Yes,  she  must  be  mad !"  murmured  the 
bewildered  Moncini 

"  I  am — I  told  you  so,  but  you  would  not 
believe  it — I  have  been  so  for  some  time — 
a  very  long  time — It  ^y^s  thinking  that  brought 
it  on/* 

"  You  are  tired,  Beatrice." 

"Yes,  yes  —  but  I  could  not  sleep,  my 
arm  pains  me  so — see  how  you  have  hurt  it, 
^loiiciui ;"  and,  as  she  bared  it  to  the  elbow, 
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and  pointed  to  the  discoloured  mark  up- 
on its  exquisite  whiteuesB,  the  heart  of 
the  old  man  onote  him  for  his  cruelty;  and 
but  for  pride,  he  could  have  bent  down  and 
pressed  his  lips  to  that  beautifid  and  wound- 
ed arm  which  she  held  before  hini.  But  he 
remembered  his  wrongs — the  provocation  he 
had  received  —  the  long  'debt  of  vengeance 
which  yet  remained  unpaid — and  his  heart 
hardened   again. 

'^  Beatrice,"  said  he  somewhat  sternly, 
",I  shall  remain  here — retire  to  your  rooml" 

Beatrice  rose  up  like  an  obedient  child 

"  Good  night !  Moncini,"  said  she  in  her 
gentlest  voice. 

"  Go  I"  exclaimed  the  Count  impatiently, 
*^  this  is  mockery  from  one  who  has  robbed 
me  of  all  rest  forever  more !"    • 

"  Well,  weU,  I  will  obey  you — but  remem- 
ber your  promise ;  for  one  day  more  the  love 
c  3 
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and  reverence  of  my  daiiing  Luigi    is   mine 
— One  ^hdc — long-^day — ^Is  it  not  soT 
-'  I  have  8ud  it,"  replied  the  Count 
And  Beatrice  glided  away  without  another 
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CHAPTER  11. 


**  The  history  of  the  humaa  heart  hut  for  one  diqr» 
A  day  of  triali — nich  ai  this  hai  hcen ; 
Oh  t  what  a  fearful  Tolume  it  would  makey 
One  could  not  read  fortear»— 
So  it  were  written  well." 

EUZABETH   TOVATT. 


The  morning  was  just  be^nnlng  to  break 
over  the  city,  and  a  sapphire  shower  fell  upon 
the  eastern  somnuts  of  towers  and  {Mnnades, 
the  faint  harbinger  of  the  rising  daj.  The 
spires  of  ducal  palaces^  and  the  peaks  of  loft^ 
hills  sparkled  with  refracted  rays,  while  many  % 
changeful  metaoric  illusion  cheated  and  charm- 
ed the  eye,  until  the  glorious  bursting  out  of 
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day  dispelled  every  atmospheric  miBt^  and  left 
the  scenery  beyond  distinctly  traced. 

The  agitating  events  of  the  preceeding  even- 
ing had.  gradually  faded  from  the  mind  of 
Moncini,  beneath  the  powerful  infli^^ce  of 
fatigue ;  and  he  now  lay  back  in  his  chair  with 
his  eyelids  closed,  and  that  look  of  profomid 
sorrow  which  is  to  be  met  widi  only  upon  the 
countenance  of  those  who  have  dropt  to  sleep 
in  the  midst  of  their  lamentations.  Presently 
the  door  opened  softly,  and  Beatrice  entered 
the  room  with  nobeless  steps— she  conld  not 
sleep !    ' 

"  How  white  I — how  very  white — lips  and 
all !''  mmrmured  the  young  Countess  as  she  bent 
over  him.  *^  Ah !  if  he  is  already  dead, 
then  I  am  once  more  safe,  and  more  than  all  the 
being  whom  I  have  sacrificed  in  my  bUnd 
idolatry  —  the  secret  which  I  have  kept  so 
long,  and  so  guardedly  would  be  likewise 
preserved.   It  is  he  alone  who  could  betray  me. 
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Oh !  would  that  he  were  dead  I — My  father — 
my  noble  —  my  brave-hearted  brothers  I — the 
honour  of  our  untarnished  name  I  must  all  be 
sacrificed  for  the  few  remaining  years  of  a 
wearisome  existence  which  this  old  and  feeble 
man  may  perhaps  drag  on  in  misery  ?  After  all 
one  life  must  pay  the  forfeit  of  my  crime ;  if 
Moncini  lives  he  slays  Ferrante.— -If  he  dies — 
and  what  is  to  prevent  it!  he  would  have 
destroyed  me  with  as  little  warning."  And  she 
glared  down  upon  her  victim  with  wild  and 
flashing  eyes. 

"  Beatrice,"  murmured  the  dreamei^  as  he 
tossed  up  his  hands  in  his  troubled  sleep. 
"  My  bride  1 — ^my  beautiful  1— do  not  weep." 

*'  His  mind  has  wandered  back  into  the  past,*' 
murmured  the  Countess;  ^'  he  dreams  that  it 
is  our  wedding  morning.  Hush  ! — ^he  speaks 
again." 

**  Do  you  grievei  my  beloved  I  only  for  your 
home,  or  are  there  other  ties  which  this  marriage 


33  THE   PEICK   OF    PAJiB. 

will  soap  asmider  ?  For  eomctiine,  Beitricc,  I 
used  to  accouoi  for  jour  pale  checks  mid  idto^ 
manoers  by  giief  for  the  loss  of  your  imgel 
mother;  and  then  came  the  total  ruin  of  your 
famUy ;  but  of  late  1  have  fancied  it  proceeded 
from  a  far  differs!  cause.  Mucb  m  I  love  you, 
I  would  have  long  ^  ago  resigned  all  ctium  t^ 
your  hand,  had  I  thought  that  by  assertij^  it 
I  might  have  risked  the  breaking  of  your 
heart  i  and  in  a  long  iuterview  with  the  Senor 
Ricoirdi,  I  questioned  him  strictly  as  to  whether 
you  had  any  other  lover,  or  might  have  formed 
some  previous  attachment,  but  he  asj^iired  tne 
oo  his  honour  that  such  wai  not  the  ease,  and 
that  you  were  too  good  and  affectiooate  a 
daogliter  to  have  concealed  any  thing  ftoip 


^  The  very  wonls  he   used  opou   that  fatal 
day^^  exclaimed  Beatrice  diriuHng   back  and 
covering  her  feoe  with  her  hands.    "  Moucini»J 
how  ill  had  thy  generous  confidence  been  repaid  T] 
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'^  Nay,  do  not  weep  !^  oontinued  the  old  man 
in  the  peculiar  and  unnatural  voice  of  one  who 
talks  in  his  sleep.  "  Do  not  weep  my  bride  I 
we  shall  be  very  happy  together  now  that  I  am 
sure  you  love  me. — There  rest  your  head  upon 
my  shoulder. — Do  not  weep." 

^'  And  I  have  destroyed  his  peace  of  mind 
for  ever !"  murmured  Beatrice,  "  that  fond  old 
man  who  so  loved  and  trusted  mc — the  savioiur 
of  my  father! — the  protector  of  my  young 
brothers ! — and  yet,  fiend  as  I  am  I  can  do 
him  no  further  harm.  Besides,  did  he  not  spare 
me  when  I  knelt  to  him  ? — Did  he  not  give 
me  a  whole  day  longer  to  be  happy  in? — No  I 
cannot  murder  him !  Ah  I — he  starts — even  in 
sleep  he  cannot  be  long  blessed ; — the  bride  has 
changed  into  the  false  and  treacherous  wife  I 
The  viper  which  he  cherished  in  his  bosom  has 
stung  him— but  not  to  death !— Oh  God !  thikt 
I  should  draw  tears  from  eyes  which  have  not 
wept  perhaps  since  childhood— and  bow  fast 
c   5 


34 


THE    PRICE   OF   TAMSl  . 


and  flilently  they  course  each  other  down  hh 
withered  cheeka — how  his  bosooi  heavcs^ — But 
I  must  retire^  lest  he  ehould  awaken  and  find 
rae  here  f  and  the  young  Couutees  stole  noiee^ 
lesaly  back  to  her  own  Epartment. 

**  Do  you  know,  Beatrice,  that  I  was  half 
inclined  to  be  angry  with  you  lost  night  for 
not  admiting  me  late  aa  it  waa,^^  said  Luigi  the 
following  uiorning  when  they  met  at  breakfast 
'^  Only,  from  what  the  man  said,  I  feared  you 
were  not  well ;  but  at  any  rate,  you  look  quite 
recovered  this  morning.  Are  you  sure  that 
all  this  brilliant  colour  is  real^  and  tliat  I  shall 
not  dim  it  by  my  kisses  ?" 

"  You  can  trj  if  you  like,"  said  Beatrice. 

**  No,  no,"  replied  her  brother  laughingly. 
**  I  should  be  sorry  to  destroy  that  which 
makes  you  look  so  beautifuL  Moncini,  how 
long  is  it  that  you  have  allowed  your  wife  to 
irear  paint  T 

The  old  man  looked  up*  and  hid  glance  fell 
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upon  the  crimson  cheek  of  Beatrice,  oa  wluch 
it  was  evident  that  fever  was  burning ;  botli 
from  the  parched  expression  of  her  lipsy  and  the 
bhsing  of  her  bright  and  lustrous  eyes; — ^but 
he  made  no  reply. 

*'  Well,  I  see  that  you  have. made  Mondni 
promise  not  to  betray  you,**  Kud  Luigi  care- 
kssly,  while  the  conscience-etrioken  girl  grew 
suddenly  pale  at  the  strange  import  of  his 
words.  The  boy  gazed  upon  her  varying 
countenance  with  some  surprise,  imd  then 
drawing  her  fondly  towards  him  added  with  a 
smile,*  ^'  I  think  after  all,  that  I  may  venture  ;" 
but  he  started  back  as  his  lips  came  in  contact 
with  her  burning  face.  '^  Moncini,"  said  he 
turning  anxiously  to  the  Count,  ''  I  fear  our 
Beatrice  is  not  well — ^her  hands  are  scorclung 
with  fever  —  will  yon  not  send  for  some 
advice?^ 

**  I  do  not  think  it  at  all  necessary,"  replied 
Moncini  turning  indifferently  away. 


■KB  or  r 

Wr£>Bea»xei«erlTaUed»Mifto  arari 
tbf  iirk  ckod  vincii  die  aaw  gKlhering  upon 
t*»±  Lci-v  of  Ler  bradier. 

-  He  ^  r^c — I  im  qmte  irdL  Theie  is 
-•.:ri^  «-coierful  wareij  in  being  hot  such 
vf!&iber  AS  ihis  r  Your  lore  for  me  makes  you 
::c  •"^^Tp«-  mr  LniigL  But  let  us  talk  of 
aceaccr.-rg  ebe ;  tou  Unted  juat  now  that  you 
bfti  <v:c:e  :*b>?c:  in  Tiew  wluck  was  the  cause  of 

-  S:  I  Live,  which  I  will  presently  unfold 
:.  t:u.  ru:  £r^t  you  shall  piess  to  whom  my 
!;>:  tire  well  ri<ii  was  paid  before  I  started  for 

"  Icipit^ille  among  your  numerous  acquaint- 
^;c<,  :f  whom  I  do  not  know  above  half."* 

-  Bu:  ihU  you  do  know,  it  was  at  a  house 
■A  here  K  ir.e  of  the  hapjuest  days  of  your  girl- 
l.xxi  were  j^assod:  and  where,  until  lately^you 
have     alwavs    been     a    derr    and     cherished 
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''  I  cannot  guese,"  said  Beatrice  with  a  look 
of  bcwildennent.  "  I  have  forgotten  every 
thing  that  happened  then — all  whom  I  used  to 
know  : — indeed  I  cannot  guess !" 

*'  And  yet  it  is  a  name  with  which  all 
Italy  rings. 

'*  Ah  I  can  you  have  seen  Ferrante?  Niccol6 
Ferrante ! — so  lately  too — tell  me  Lui^,  how 
did  he  look?  What  did  he  say?  Is  he  much 
altered  ?" 

^  Am  I  to  answer  all  your  questions  at  once^ 
my  impatient  sister  7^  said  Luigi  gaily,  while 
Moneini  started  from  his  seat,  and  began  pacing 
the  room  with  rapid  strides,  his  lips 
trembling  with  passion.  *^  But  I  am  glad  to  see 
that  you  have  not  quite  forgotten  all  your  old 
friends,  it  argues  well  for  the  success  of  my 
mission.  To  return  to  Ferrante,  he  is 
sadly  and  fearfully  changed;  so  much  so 
that  his  dearest  friends  would  scarcely  recog- 
nize him." 
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•^If  be  ill?--  tfked  the  Count,  niddenlj 
fiopf 4iig  before  tbcm.  **  Will  he  die  think 
you  r  —  Will    he   die  eooo  ?  —  pexhaps  be- 

-  No,  no  r  intezmpicd  Beatrice  with  bneatb- 
li^r  eigf  meas  ^  not  before  jou  sec  him — ^WiU 
he  Luigi  r" 

"  I  hope  not,"  replied  the  boy,  ^urpri^  at 
the  strange  interest  which  his  sister,  and  her 
huiyiainl  ?<-enKJ  to  take  iu  the  welfare  of  the 
y>:ur.j  Po^t :  and  anxious  for  Marianna's  sake 
to  ir-:rea5e  it:  but  Ferrante  i£  indeed  xery 
ill.  dibongh  he  utters  no  complaint,  and  ap- 
{■cars  to  sufier  imdcr  no  disease,  and  I 
r.  J  vise  you  if  you  wish  to  see  him,  to  loose  no 
::n:e  al-out  it." 

••  I  will  not  ! — I  will  not  T  said  the  old  man. 
grinding  his  teeth  with  rage. 

I^entrice  leant  heavily  upon  her  bro- 
ther's ami,  her  slight  form  trembling  so  that 
he  could  scarcely  keep  her  from  falling.     Luigi 
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gazed  in  speeohleflB  wonder,  from  her  now  wan 
and  colourless  (ace  to  that  of  the  Count  which 
was  also  livid  from  pasnon. 

**  You  may  well  look  surprised,^  said  his 
sister,  recovering  herself  at  length  by  a  'liolent 
eflFort,  and  laughing  wildly.  ^  This  is  the 
castle  of  mystery,  you  shall  know  all  to-mor- 
mow — ^but  not  before— shall  he  Mondni  ?^ 

The  Count  turned  away  with  a  half  mutter- 
ed curse  upon  his  lips. 

**  Well,  I  am  not  very  curious,**  said  Luigi ; 
**  especially  as  the  intelligence  promises  to  be 
anything  but  agreeable,  so  I  shall  abide  your  own 
time  with  utmost  patience;  and  meanwhile  let 
us  return  to  what  we  were  talking  of,  your  poor 
cousin." 

**  In  speaking  of  Fcrrante  your  pity  seems 
misapplied,'*  sdd  Beatrice  proudly;  ''he  has 
raised  himself  above  it,  and  taught  the 
world  to  look  upon  him  as  the  heathens  do  on 
their  idoU** 
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''  With  the  same  blind  worahip  I  grant  you," 
replied  the  bov  ;  **  but  let  hift  admireiB  bewarei 
for  fearful  and  unhoijr  sacrifices  may  be  de- 
luanded  at  the  shrine  of  their  idolatry.  If 
you  please,  Beatrice,  we  will  confine  ourselves 
to  s^^eaUing  of  him  as  our  cousin  Niccol6 ; — not 
as  the  Poet  Ferrante," 

"  As  you  will,  my  brother,  only  tell  me  of 
him,"  said  the  girl  meekly. 

**  You  cannot  think  what  pleasure  it  gives 
uie  to  see  the  interest  you  take  in  Niceolo," 
coiuinued  the  unsuspicious  boy.  **  I  had 
1  eared  it  was  far  othenvise ;  and,  after  all  he 
<losorves  to  be  remembered,  for  I  am  sure  he 
K»vcs  you.** 

*•  Loves  me  I*"  repeated  Beatrice  sorrowfully, 
**  Ah!  it  is  too  late  now." 

"  And  why  should  it  be  ?  I  come  expressly 
as  the  messenger  of  peace." 

**  Didvolor  exclaimed  Moncini,  no  longer 
ahle   to   controul   himself.        "  Can   you   find 
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no    other  tople  of  conversation  but  this  ac- 
cursed and  blasphemous  Poet?" 

"  No  other  we  like  half  so  well,"  replied 
Beatrice  calmly.  "  But  it  is  growing  late, 
and  you  remember  that  you  were  to  meet  the 
Scnor  Velloti  on  business  this  morning." 

"  No  matter,  I  will  not  go  T 

"  You  had  better,"  said  the  Countess  ad- 
vancing a  few  steps  and  speaking  in  a  low 
*  hissing  whisper,  **  by  staying  here  you  only 
risk  breaking,  that  which  you  have  often  told 
me  was  never  yet  violated — the  word  of  a 
MoncinL  You  cannot  remain  and  keep 
it!" 

"  You  are  right,"  said  her  husband  ;  "  how- 
ever lightly  given,  the  promise  of  our  house 
was  ever  kept,  though  it  cost  us  our  lives. 
Its  honour  too  was  unsullied  until  now.  But 
you  are  obeyed — my  turn  will  come  soon.. 
Luigi,"  said  he  aloud  and  turning  to  his  won- 
dering guest,  ^'  you  will  excuse  my  absence ; 
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I  hod  entirely  forgotten  the  engagement  of 
wiiioli  Heatrlce  has  just  reminded  me,  she  will 
amuse  you  until  my  return." 

*'  This  is  indeed  treating  me  with  ceremony,*' 
^aIJ  the  youth  with  a  slight  air  of  mortification, 
''  I  have  been  used  to  look  upon  this  as  my 
>eoond  home ;  but  if  my  presence  imposes  the 
^li^hte^t  restraint,  I  shall  not  intrude  upon  yon 
luiigr 

**  Xay,  never  heed  him,"  said  Beatrice, 
u1»<orvini;  that  her  husband  hesitated  what  to  * 
reply,  and  fearful  that  sometliing  might  be  said 
to  koop  alive  tlie  already  awakened  suspicions 
of  her  brother ;  ''  he  does  not  know  what  he 
5<iys." 

**  She  is  right,"  said  the  old  man  eageriy 
holding  out  hisliand,  "  forgive  me,  Luigi,  if  I 
have  oti'endeil  you  ?  This  is  your  home,  would  to 
heaven  that  it  were  likely  to  be  a  happier  one 
ior  you, — but — but — I  am  wandering  again," 
ami    the    old    man   paused    with    a    look    of 
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momentary  imbecility  which  it  was  painful  to 

behold. 

•    "  What  is  all  this  5^  asked  Luigi  anxiously, 

as  soon  as  he  found    himself  alone  with  his 

sister. 

**  Nothing  very  surprising,''  replied  Beatrice 
with  a  thrilling  laugh.  **  Have  you  ncTcr 
heard  that  married  people  fall  out  sometimes, 
as  well  as  lovers,  and  ten  times  more 
seriously?" 

**  Have  you  and  Moncini  quarrelled  then  ?" 

"  We  have — but  do  not  question  me,  Luigi 
— to-morrow  you  shall  know  all — It  is  a  fearful 
thought  that  this  may  be  the  last  day  of  your 
love — That  they  will  teach  you  to  hate  and 
scorn  your  wretched  sister." 

**  Hate ! — hate  you,  Beatrice !"  interrupted 
the  boy,  flinging  his  arms  passionately  around 
her.  *^  Old  and  greyheaded  as  Moncini  is,  I 
would  slay  him  upon  his  own  threshold  if  he 
dared  to  breathe  a  word  against  you.      What 
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scorn    you,    my     adored  —  my    reTerenced 

bister.*' 

"Hushr  said  Beatrice,  "say  no  more— I 
^vas  weak  and  foolish  to  talk  such  nonsense  as 
I  did.  Let  us  speak  of  something  else  now — 
you  had  a  favour  to  ask  of  me  I  think." 

'^  I  had,  Beatrice,  I  would  know  in  the  first 
place  your  reasons  for  behaving  as  yon  haye 
to  Marianna  Ferrante,  your  own  cousin,  and 
once  your  favourite  companion  and  playfel- 
low -r 

'^  Tlicy  were  good  ones  I"  said  the  girl  ab- 
Ftmctedly,  '*  if  I  had  but  kept  to  them.  But 
did  she  complain  of  this  neglect  to  you  ?** 

**  Not  exactly,  although  she  confessed  al- 
most with  tears,  how  much  she  had  felt  it ;  her 
very  letters  have  been  returned  to  her  unopened. 
Was  this  done  by  your  orders,  Beatrice,  or 
your  husband's?  for  I  shall  after  this  morning, 
begin  to  suspect  that  Alarianna  was  right  in 
imagining  that  he  disliked  her," 
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'^  Suspect  nothings"  interrupted  the  young 
Countess  Tehementlj.  ^'  Moncini  is  all  kindness 
•and  honour — It  is  I  alone  who  am  to  blame.^ 

''  And  what  has  Marianna  done  to  offend 
you  ?" 

^'Nothing,  she  never  did  offend  me^  I  love 
her  most  dearly.  But  do  not  question  me  Luigi 
for  mercy's  sake  I — ^I  have  suffered  a  great  deal 
to-day^  and  I  cannot  bear  it — I  dare  not  answer 
it ! — ^my  intentions  were  good,  but  vain,  and  I 
have  I  fear  given  us  both,  much  sorrow  to  little 
purpose." 

<'  One  more  question  and  I  have  done,"  said 
Luigi  touched  by  the  deep  sadness  of  her  man- 
ner. ^^  I  told  you  once  before  to-day  that  I  was 
not  curious ;  and,  whatever  might  hav^  been 
your  motives  for  acting  as  you  did,  I  have  no 
desire  to  penetrate  them ;  all  I  ask  is  whether 
they  still  exist?" 

'^  They  do  not  I"  replied  Beatrice  clasping  her 
hands  wildly  together. 
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"Then  all  is  yet    well; — my  request  was 

tliat  you  would  with  your  own  hand  invite 
Marianna  and  her  brother,  here,  during  the 
Bhort  time  which  I  shall  pass  with  you  befcMe  I 
join  my  regiment,  and  conyince  them,  that  I 
was  right  when  I  pledged  my  word  to  her  that 
you  were  as  anxious  to  be  reconciled  as  herself.^* 

"  Here  I"  repeated  the  Countess  in  a  ywxx 
that  sounded  almost  like  a  scream  ^Invite 
Kiccolo  Ferrante  here !" 

**And  why  not?" 

"  No,  no,  I  have  a  better  plan  than  that,** 
continued  his  sister  with  increasing  yehe- 
mence,  "  Moncini  shall  go  to  him — He  intends 
doing  80  to-morrow,  and  taking  you  with  him." 
"  Then  I  am  too  late,  and  it  is  already  settled; 
well,  I  am  glad  of  it,  and  will  answer  for  Mar- 
rianna's  receiving  us  like  a  dear  forgiving  little 
angel  as  she  is !" 

"  Yes  it  is  all  settled !"  repeated  Beatrice* 

"  But  do  not  you  go  with  us  ?" 
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'^  I  think  not ;  but  you  will  know  all  to-mor- 
row." 

'^  How  I  wish  this  mysterious  to-morrow 
were  come^''  sidd  Lui^  laughingly,  **  and  now  in 
return  for  your  good  news  I  will  deliver  Nic- 
colo's  message  to  you,  which  I  scarcely  dared  to 
do  before  the  Count" 

,  /^  A  message  to  me,  and  from  Niocol6  Fer- 
rante — Oh !  teU  it  to  me  quick  T 

"  I  warn  you  that  it  is  a  very  tender  one  and 
enough  to  make  a  husband  jealous,  even  if  he 
were  not  already  inclined  to  be  so,  which  I  do 
not  think  is  the  case  with  Moncini  just  now  ; 
but  I  see  you  are  imjmtient,  so  not  to  keep  you 
longer  in  suspense ;  he  sends  his  love,  and  bid 
me  teU  you  that  even  your  long  silence  cannot 
teach  him  to  forget  you.  A  reproach  so  deli- 
cately and  kindly  conveyed,  that  it  should  make 
you,  blush  for  your  neglect  I" 

''  It  does,"  sud  Beatrice,  "  Oh!  why  did  I 
ever  doubt  his  affection  T 
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There  was  a  deep  pause 

^'  Did  you  hear  of  the  strauge  and  suddea 
departure  of  Venanzlo  and  his  daughter  from 
lUily?"  asked  Luigi  at  length. 

"  No — when    did  it  happen  2 — where   arc 
they  gone  ?" 

^^  It  happened  some  time  since^  bat  where 
they  went  has  puzzled  people  more  interested 
in  their  fliglit  than  cither,  you,  or  I.  No  clue 
has  yet  been  found  to  lead  to  the  place  of  their 
present  abode ;  and  the  motive  of  their  leaving, 
has  been  whispered  to  be  the  disinclination  of 
^'enanzio  to  allow  his  daughter  to  fulfil  her  en- 
o;agenient  with  Ferrante,  to  whom  if  you  re- 
nicniber  slie  was  betrothed.  Certjun  it  is  that 
they  did  not  depart  until  after  the  publication 
of  that  infamous  Poem  of  his,  for  which  he  has 
iJrcady  2)aid  a  heavy  price." 

"  Do  you  believe  in  destiny,  my  brother?" 
asked  Beatrice  abstmctcdly,  as  she  fixed  her 
large  glittering  eyes  eagerly  upon  his  face.  "  Do 
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you  not  feel  with  me,  how  useless  it  is  for  us 
mortals  to  struggle  with  our  fate  ?  How  pre- 
sumptuous to  resolve  on  what  we  will,  or  will 
not  do  or  be," 

**  1  believe  in  Providence !"  replied  the  boy 
gravely,  "  but  in  nothing  else.  The  power 
cither  for  good  or  evil,  rests  in  a  great  measure 
with  ourselves,  and  in  proportion  as  we  use  it 
properly,  will  be  the  amount  of  our  earthly  and 
eternal  happiness.^ 

''  Oh !  if  this  were  trueT  said  Beatrice  shud- 
dering. 

**  It  is  true,  the  same  being  who  made  us 
free  agents,  and  rational  and  thinking  beings, 
ordained  at  the  same  time  that  we  should  be  ac- 
ooimtable  for  the  consequences  of  the  use  we 
nught  make  of  that  freedom  and  of  those 
thoughts." 

^  No^  no,"  siud  Beatrice  shaking  her  head 
with  mournful  earnestness.    <<  We  are  all  the 

VOL.   IL  D 
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children  of  destiny^  and  it  is  vain  to  attempt  to 
strive  against  fato — what  is  to  be^  will  be  f-^ 
But  leave  me  now^  my  beloved  Luigi  I — I  am 
tired  and  would  be  alone ;  if  you  ask  Moncim 
he  will  tell  you  that  I  always  doze  away  half 
my  mornings.  But  do  not  go  far — I  cannot 
]>art  with  you  for  long,  when  this  is  perhaps 
our  last  day  together.** 

"  Beatrice,"  exclaimed  her  brother  impatient- 
ly. "  AVliat  is  this  dreadfid  mystery  which  is 
hanging  over  us  ?   For  I  must  and  will  know  T 

'*  Oh !  not  now !  Do  not  ask  me  now,  for 
indeed  I  want  rest  You  will  find  out  too 
.ioon  I"  and  she  leant  back  her  head  upon  the 
couch,  and  closed  her  eyes  as  if  determined  to 
•say  no  more. 

*•  I  will  sit  by  you,"  said  Luigi  taking  up  a 
book. 

"  Do,  it  will  be  a  blessing  to  have  yon  near 
mo— but  do  not  s])eak  for  I  have  much  to  plan 
jud  arrange  in  my   own  mind — and    I   cannot 
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iix  Diy  thouglits  on  anything  now  without  a 
great  effort" 

Luigi  obeyed  her  by  hia  silence^  but  his 
glance  wandered  frequently  from  the  volume 
before  him,  to  the  wan  and  rigid  countenance 
of  his  sister,  from  whose  dieek,  the  fever  had 
now  entirely  passed,  leaving  in  its  stead  a  fear- 
ful and  unnatural  pallidness,  whidi  contrasted 
strangely  witli  the  long  dark  eyelashes  which 
rested  on  them  heavy  with  tears.  There  was 
a  convulsive  twitcliing  of  the  muscles  of  the 
mouth,  and  a  tremulous  action  of  the  hands  as 
they  were  strained  involuntarily  together,  as  if  in 
agony,  that  denoted  the  internal  struggle  that 
was  going  on  within ;  and  the  countenance  of 
the  boy  darkened  as  he  gazed 

"  How  sadly  is  she  changed,"  thought  he, 
"  but  no  matter — I  will  avenge  every  tear  they 
have  made  her  shed,  with  their  life's  blood,  who 
ever  has  done  this." 

Beatrice  looked  suddenly  up,  and  catching 
D  3 
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the  fierce  expressioa  of  his  &oe,  turned  away 
again  with  a  faint  scream. 

^^  Spare  me,  Luigi  T  exclaimed  she  wildly, 
"In  mercy — spare  meT 

^'  ^Miat  is  it  that  you  fear,  my  poor  Bet- 
trice?"  asked  her  brother  fondly. 

And  somewhat  reassured  by  his  kindnftw, 
tj*e  wretched  girl  flung  her  arms  around  him 
and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears ;  but  the  action 
Hudden  as  it  was,  disclosed  to  the  eyes  of  the 
now  ob3er\ant  Luigi,  a  deep  and  liyid  mark 
upon  the  white  skin. 

'*  Ah !"  exclaimed  the  boy  with  flashing  eyes. 
•'  Who  has  done  this  ?*' 

'^iloncini— come  nearer,  my  brother — for  I 
must  whisper  lest  he  should  overhear  us.  Last 
night  he  would  have  murdered  me  I — But  I  am 
safe  now  I  Safe  with  you,  Luigi,  am  I  not  ?" 

**  My  j»oor  Beatrice  I  —  but  you  shall  be 
hitterly  avenged." 

*'  IIiLsli  !  you  must  hear  all  before  you  talk 
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of  vengeance.  Poor  Moncini!  he  has  been 
very  kind  to  me — kinder  than  I  ever  deserved. 
He  did  not  mean  to  hurt  me  last  night-^and 
even  if  he  had  laid  me  dead  at  his  feet,  he 
would  have  been  justified  in  the  act" 

But  Luigi  turned  away  from  the  imploring 
supplication  of  her  glance. 

**  You  plead  for  him  in  vain,  Beatrice, 
he  dies !— I  have  swOm  it  I — Oh !  what  a  long 
series  of  suffering  and  ill  usage  it  must  have 
taken,  to  break  down  such  a  mind  and  spirit  as 
yours  was  once." 

"  No,  no — ^hear  me,  Luigi  I  He  has  been  a 
a  father  to  me.  It  is  I  alone  who  am  to  blame 
— I  have  destroyed  him  and  all  I  love !  Did  I 
not  warn  you  not  to  question  me  ? — not  to 
rob  me  of  my  last  day  of  earthly  happiness  ? — 
I  felt  even  then  that  I  could  no  longer  support 
the  deception — ^that  if  you  had  spoken  to  me  I 
must  have  fallen  at  your  feet  and  died!" 

''  He  is  here  P  exclaimed  Luigi,  suddenly 


54  THE   PRICE  OF  FAJfE. 

interrupting  her^  and  starting  fiercely  up,  "  I 
could  have  sworn  that  it  was  him — ^but  his  grey 
hairs  shall  not  save  him." 

^^  Then  it  is  all  over  P  said  Beatrice  calmly. 
"  Luigi,  the  day  is  long  enough  for  vengeance 
— promise  me  one  thing  if  you  love  me  T 

"  If  I  love  you,  my  poor  Beatrice  r* 

"  You  do-— I  know  you  do !  but  you  must 
swear  to  me  not  to  raise  a  finger  against 
Moncini,  until  you  have  heard  all  that  he  has 
to  say ;  and  even  then  not  to  let  your  aifecUon 
for  mc  blind  you  to  the  truth  of  that  which  he 
shall  utter.  Quick  !— quick ! — I  hear  his  foot- 
step on  the  stairs.  Promise  me  this  and  let 
mc  go !" 

"  I  promise  for  your  sake,  I  will  hear  all  be- 
fore I  strike ;  but  I  cannot  promise  to  spare 
the  hoary  fiend,  although  he  is  your  husband. 
The  Kiccardi  have  from  time  immemorial 
washed  out  all  stain  upon  their  house  or  honour. 
with  blood  !" 
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"  I  know  it ! — I  know  it !"  shrieked  Beatrice, 
wii Jly.     **  But  not  his — not  his  blood !" 

"  Leave  us  I"  said  Luigi  sternly. 

"  I  will— I  will— But  one  kiss.  The  last 
perliaps  I" 

The  boy  pressed  his  lips  fondly  to  her  brow, 
and  then  leading  her  to  the  door  turned  round 
with  a  changed  countenance  to  meet  the.  cold 
and  haughty  glance  of  the  Count  Moncini. 
What  passed  in  that  interview  was  never 
known,  but  it  was  prolonged  until  night;  and 
on  one  of  the  domestics  being  at  length  sum- 
moned, he  found  thom  both  apparently  calm 
and  unmoved. 

**  Tell  the  Countess  Moncini  we  await  her 
presence,"  said  the  old  man  proudly. 

The  door  closed,  but  no  words  passed  between 
him  and  his  guest  until  the  return  of  the  mes- 
senger he  had  sent. 

**  The  door  of  the  Countess's  apartment  is 
fastened,"  said  the  man  in  a  faltering  voice. 
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^^  and  wc  can  gain  no  anawer  to  our  repeated 
calls.  Holy  Viigin !  I  hope  notliing  has  hap- 
pened to  my  poor  lady  T 

^^  Silence  T  interrupted  Luigi,  '*  lead  me  to 
her  apartment,  and  I  will  drag  her.  here  to 
confute  this  baseless  calumny  even  from  before 
the  very  altar  r 

^'  She  is  not  there,  Senor^''  said  the  man, 
^^  for  the  little  oratory  has  been  long  drat 
up." 

"  Well,  no  matter— lead  on  T 

^^  Luigi,''  said  tlie  old  man,  laying  his  hand 
upon  the  shoulder  of  the  excited  boy,  **  beware 
of  what  you  do — remember  she  is  your  sister.'' 

"  You  do  well  to  remind  me  of  my  shame, 
Count  Moncini ;  but  fear  not,  I  am  calmer 
now." 

The  door  was  indeed  fastened;  but  Luigi 
burst  it  open  with  gigantic  strength,  and  entered 
the  apartment  sword  in  hand;    but  it    was 
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empty ;  while  the  open  window,  and  tlie  re- 
mains of  a  crimson  scarf,  which  yet  fluttered 
from  the  pillars  of  the  low  marble  balcomy, 
sufficiently  demonstrated  the  manner  of  her 
escape. 

The  old  man  caught  the  hand  of  the  dis- 
appointed boy,  and  drawing  him  eagerly 
forward,  pointed  with  a  look  of  ghastly  sig- 
nificance, to  a  smooth  current  of  water, 
which  lay,  glittering  in  the  rays  of  the  set- 
ting sun,  a  few  paces  beneath  them. 

"  No,  no !"  said  Luigi  averting  his  eyes 
with  a  momentary  expression  of  horror,  "  she 
is  not  dead — we  shall  find  her  yet ! — To 
horse!"  he  exclaimed,  turning  fiercely  to  the 
wondering  attendants.  "  Not  a  moment  is 
to  be  lost !  —  Why  do  you  stand  thus,  old 
roan,  as  if  you  had  been  carved  out  of  stone, 
with  your  eyes  glaring  so  wildly  upon  those 
sparkling  waters? — She  is  not  there  I  tell 
D  5 
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rou.      But    come    with  me»    and   you    shall 
haye  yoiir  reveiige  still  T 

Moncini  moved  forward  a  few  paces  like 
one  in  a  dream,  and  then  fell  heavily  on  the 
ground:  exhausted  nature  could  endure  no 
more. 


THB  tBKT.  OP   PANE.  ^9 


CHAPTER  III. 


"  It  was  of  a  strange  order,  that  the  doom 

Of  these  two  creatures  should  be  thus  traced  out 

Almost  like  a  reality the  one 

To  end  in  madness — both  in  misery." 

Byron. 


It  was  night — it  had  been  a  night  of  tri- 
nnii)h  for  Ferrante,  and  as  he  pai^sed  through  the 
({uict  streets  on  his  return,  with  a  proud  step 
and  a  flush  of  excitement  upon  his  pale  cheek, 
he  felt,  that  after  all,  it  was  worth  while  to  be  a 
Poet.  On  one  hand  glittered  a  ring  of  priceless 
value,  a  gift  of  friendship  from  his  Prince,  while 
in  the  other  he  held  the  wreath,  with  which  fair 
and  royal  hands  had  so  lateljf   cro^vned   him. 
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He  prized  h  becmse  Marianiia  would  be 
p^LdSed  ia  poflSttBi^  w  brilliaiit  a  tzopliy  of  ha 
iroibcr's  fsmt^  at  leKt  sodi  was  the  zeaflon  he 
^L>  c :  ltd  after  all  Fcnaate  waa  but  humm, 
£j^!ipr&ise  xnii£<ahraT8 be  sweet  especially  when 
vi  r.&:}  lifTen  to  it,  widi  the  proud  oonddoiisiefls 
:}i&:  it  is  bni  ofor  doe.    Phuseis  theoiiehoiiey- 
iir:'!  in  ibc  often  timee  bitter  cup  of  popnlaritj. 
I:  w&s  ft  sjilciMfid  night ! — and  Fenrante  pas- 
s-.i  : nirari?  widi a boondEng  stejs  swinging  the 
:  -.  rrV.u^C'i  wrcaih  b  the  air,  and  humming  some 
.    ::.:  11^:!::  findns.  to  which  he  had  danced  that 
:._': :,  ;-^ ::"  sorrow  had  been  an  unknown  thing: 
..:-.:.  h:"s^  otVa  is  i:,  that  our  spirits  feel    thns 
>:r.:r.^:'.y  c!cva:ed  jusi  before  the  approach  of 
:\  ."•<  if 'WO  hail  descried  it  afar  off  and  wisely 
.".-::. niv.iicJ  :o  make  good  use,  of  those    few 
}  livo^u::  hour?  yet  left  to  us.     The  truthfulnesd 
V :'  ::::5  r<::r.:-rk.  has  most  likely  given  rise  to  the 
i.\  i::r-:vn  v.  bscrv.-:;on  that  il^wc  laugh  much,  we 
^l..uI  ::y  Icllre  eight, — and  such  is  too  often 
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tlic  case.  Not  that  we  would  have  our  readers 
one  jot  the  leas  merry  on  that  account,  for  af- 
ter all^  ha])plne88  is  too  rare  a  thing  not 
to  be  enjoyed,  and  pain  and  sorrow  come  soon 
enough  to  most  of  us,  without  our  taking  the 
trouble  to  go  half  way  to  meet  it. 

The  moonlight  fell  brightly  upon  the  silent 
strccts,dimmingthei*adiance  of  those  smalllampss 
which  biurn  night  and  day,  before  the  image  of 
the  Virgin  and  Child :  and  doing  away  as  it 
were,  with  the  worship  of  ought  but  heaven  it- 
self. And  yet,  these  street  oratories,  besides 
being  pretty,  and  picturesque  objects,  suit  the 
national  and  religious  temperature,  of  the  in- 
habitants. And  what  is  more  natural  than  at 
the  close  of  day, — a  day  perhaps  when  we  have 
been  very  happy ;  to  return  thanks  where  they 
are  due,  and  prostrate  before  the  altar  supplicate 
a  continuance  of  joy ;  or,  if  we  have  known  sor- 
row, that  it  may  pass  away.  The  temple  of  prayer 
cannot  be  erected  too  frequeijtly  or  too  publicly. 
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and  it  has  often  occurred  to  ui^  that  domething 
of  the  sort,  has  long  been  wanting  in  England, 
where  the  heart  might  obqr  its  best  and  holiest 
impnlees^  and  retire  apart  in  thoae  hours  of  joy 
or  abandonment,  when  the  mere  form  of  Chris- 
tian worship  seems  but  a  mockery,  and  the  spirit 
ix)urd  itself  out  in  wild  gushes  of  praiscy  or  la- 
mentation. 

When  Ferrante  reached  his  own  house,  lie 
])auscd  a  moment  on  the  threshold  as  if  un- 
willincx  to  enter  and  shut  out  the  beautiful 
night : — a  sensation  which  all  must  have  felt  at 
times,  for  ourselves,  we  confess  that  we  can 
never  sleep  when  the  moon  is  bright,  we  long 
M)  much  to  be  wandering  beneath  its  rays. 

*'  I  am  glad  that  you  have  returned,  Senor," 
said  his  servant,  "  there  lias  been  a  lady  wait- 
ing i'or  you,  these  four  hours." 

*'  A  lady  to  me — and  at  this  time  of  night 
there  must  be  some  mistake  I  think,"  said  the 
Poet  laughingly. 
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"  She  aaked  for  you,"  replied  the  man,  "  and 
particularly  requested  that  the  Senora  Marianna 
might  not  be  informed  of  her  arrivaL'' 

*^  Did  you  recognize  her  as  being  any  one 
we  know  ?" 

'^  I  did  not,  in  consequence  of  her  being  en- 
veloped in  a  deep  yeil;  but  the  house  seemed 
familiar  to  her,  for  she  walked  straight  to  yodr 
study  and  announced  her  intention  of  remain- 
ing there  until  your  return^** 

"  Cool  at  any  rate,"  said  Fcrrante,  both 
amused  and  puzzled,  ^'  but  I  must  unmaskihis 
fair  incognita.  I  suppose  Marianna  has  long 
since  retired  ?'* 

"  I  belieye  so,"  replied  the  man. 

**  It  is  well,  I  would  not  for  worlds,  that  she 
should  know  of  this,"  and  the  young  Poet  passed 
on  quickly  up  the  marble  staircase,  anxious  to 
solve  this  strange  mystery.  Suddenly,  however, 
he  paused,  and  the  smile  faded  from  his  lips — 
could  it  be  Ippolita? — His  wept  for  Ippolita, 
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C0cai)ed  fnmi  her  stem  fiolier^  and  retnnied  to 
throw  herself  upon  lus  lore  and  protectioo. 
He  rutshed  impatiently  oot  and  flinging  open 
the  door  found  himaelf  in  the  presenoe  of  the 
Countess  Moneini ! 

She  was  sitting  by  the  table  restii^  her  in- 
tensely pale  face  upon  the  palm  of  her  hand, 
and  looking  more  like  a  statue  carved  ont  of 
Htonc  than  a  living  being. 

*'  Beatrice  1"  exclaimed  the  young  Poet  in 
astoniishiiient, 

^\iid  starting  up  at  the  sound  of  his  voice,  she 
Hun<^  herself  franticly  upon  his  neck,  and  clung 
to   him  in   an  agony  of   grief   and     tender- 

lU'S.S. 

**  Hojitricc !  my  beloved  cousin !"  said  Fer- 
ranto  soothingly.  "  What  has  happened  to 
caiise  tliis  emotion  ? — To  bring  you  here  alone 
— and  at  such  an  hour  ?" 

'*  ^Vhe^c  should  I  come?"  asked  the  wretch- 
ed woman  in   a  hollow  voice.      "  ^^Tiere,  but 
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to  you?— your  love  10  all  that  is  left  me  now 
on  earth." 

"  And  the  Count— your  husband  ?" 

''  I  have  no  husband!" 

"  Is  he  dead  then  ?" 

"  Oh  I  would— would  to  God  that  he  were  I — 
Hear  me,  Niccol6 ; — I  have  no  husband*-no 
&ther— no  brother— only  you  I — I  have  daied 
all  for  you.** 

"  What  horrid  mystery  is  this?"  asked  the 
bewildered  Poet 

**  I  will  tell  you— but  you  must  not  look  at 
me,  N1CC0I6— I  cannot  bear  itT — and  she 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and  shuddered. 
"  Now  listen— but  interrupt  me  not,  I  love 
you,  Niccolo ! — nay,  turn  not  from  me  thus — 
I  love  you  better  than  my  own  life— better  than 
my  own  honour.  Have  I  not  proved  it  by 
coming  here  to-night?" 

*^  Unhappy  Beatrice  T  exclaimed  Fercante. 

"  No,  no,  happy— hajipy  in  being  near  yon  T 
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and  she  coTered  his  hands  with  her  burning  tears 
and  kisses.  *^  Thifi  hour  makes  amends  for  all 
that  I  have  sufiered : — ^but  I  told  you  not  to 
interrupt  me.  ^'  This  Is  no  new  passion.  It  grew 
with  my  growth— It  acquired  new  strength 
every  day  I  lived — ^but  alas  I  It  was  valn^  even 
then,  your  affections  were  bestowed  upon  ano- 
tlier.  You  may  remember  questioning  me  pre- 
vious to  my  wretched  marriage  whether  I  ever 
loved,  and  I  told  you  yes,  but  without  return ; 
— I  might  have  told  you  more,  but  I  was  proud 
then,  and  would  have  died  rather  than  given 
utterance  to  such  words  as  I  now  use.  Well, 
I  became  the  Countess  MoncinI,  and  vowed 
to  my  own  heart  to  forget  you.  I  left  my 
liomc — my  earliest  and  dearest  friends; — your 
name  became  as  a  forgotten  sound — your  image 
grew  fainter  and  fainter  on  my  memory,   and 

the  old  man  blessed  me  night  and  morning,  as 
his  good — his  pure-hearted,  Beatrice,!  Just  about 
that  tiuic  you  became  a   Poet ;     all  Italy  rung 
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with  your   praises — the   spell  was  broken — I 
forgot  my  vow,  n^lected  Moncmi^s  warnings  and 
procured  a  copy.    Niccol6,  those  were  strange 
doctrines  which  it  contained;  I  remeilibered 
the  lessons  of  early  childhood  and  half  doubted  ; 
— ^but  then  they  were  yours  and  I  believed ! — 
But  it  was  a  long    struggle,  and    it  ended 
in  driving  me  mad  T — She  paused  and  passed 
herliand  hurriedly  across  her  brow. 
**  Go  on,"  said  Ferrante  hoarsely. 
"  Where  was  I  Niccolo  T 
**  Just  where  I  had  driven  you  mad  T 
**  Oh  1   Yes — so  it  was, — ^but  insane  people 
are  cunning  you  know.      To-night  while  Luigl 
and  the  Count  were  arranging  how  to  murder 
you,  I  let  myself  drop  lightly  down  from  the 
balcony,  and  found  my  way  here  alone  and  on 
ibot,  to  warn  you  of  your  danger.    But  you 
are  silent — you  will  not  even  look  upon  me — 
there  is  scorn— eold  —  withering  scorn  upon 
your  pale  Up  P 


*  N: — a?— ytm  m  n.wg  ne  ;  fiEenTen  is  my 


-  F'rj — a£  s  ikB  aH?— Did  yoa  not  bid 
Ij:^!  ^  2if .  iftaa  I  «» infixs^otteB  ?*-I)id  yoa 
=»?c  ^czmL  t^ust  k^E«  lo  ne  ? — It  was  tliat  mea- 
!uc;*  TSL^^c  iBftlesefeBolpetohnre  thesneen 
.^:  i*»e  vxiX  sari  ooMt  here   to  die  at  your 

Fvmnv  groBDcdaland  in  bis  deep  remorse- 

:'-!  jlt-  -V :  aad  averting  lus  eyes  from  the 
wr^.  '.v  hoi  wcman,  who  lay  gioTcling  on  the  floor 
it  hU  iV^t,  with  her  dark  tresses  swept  back 
ir.m  hrr  white  forehead,  and  hanging  in  thick 
^mJ  tangled  masses  u{x>n  her  uncovered  neck, 
and  her  clasped  hands  lifted  imploring  towards 
liLin ;  l.e  tried  to  think  what  was  best  to  be 
«lono. 

"  SiK?ak  to  me  T  exclaimed  Beatrice  at 
length,  "  this  silence  is  terrible ! — Speak  to  mc 
or  my  brain  will  burst  r* 

Fcrrante  lifted  her  from  tlic  ground — he  un- 
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clasped  her  firmly  locked  hands— And  pressed 
his  lips  to  her  damp  brow. 

'^  Foi^ve  me.  Oh  I  forgive  me  for  what  I 
have  made  yon  Buffer,"  said  the  young  poet^ 
kneeling  before  her  in  his  turn.  '*  You.  must 
endeavour  to  forget  me.  Let  the  past  be  to 
both  of  us  only  as  tf  dream,  and  all  may  yet  be 
well" 

^  Forget  you  I"  repeated  t}ie.  Countess  un- 
consciously. 

^'For  both  our  sakes  it  must  be  so;  no  one 
must  know  or  suspect  that  you  have  been  here. 
You  must  go  instantly  to  your  father." 

^  Ohy  God  t  I  should  not  dare  to  meet  him. 
But  why  may  I  not  stay  with  you,  Niceolo  ?" 

**  Impossible !  follow  my  advice,  and  your 
flight  from  Florence  may  be  set  down  to 
fever,  or — • 

**  Madness,  you  would  say.  But  it  will  not 
do.  All  is  already  known,  and  Moncini  and  my 
brother  are  by  this  time  seeking  after  youc  Ufe. 


or  r 


cvc  I  rL-unosBHwe^  aa  wucm  aoROw  had  done 
.&  «  r5C  rVtf  MS  «iU  bot  one  long  talc  of 
v..sirr  mtt  -"^^fc^*-,  wUe  dK  future  promised 
-i:.'    rult  lau  &spKr! 

-  r^ic^  '    ^xjuunKd  Beatrice  starting  sud* 
.«.M.*'  IT  "vica  4  lv&  of  w3d  terror,  **  I  surclj 

•  >*.'•  ic>   X  v«  btt«  die  wind — compose 
..rs.-    w»:    rry   ^?  iZeep    tgain — vou    need 

V'^v.  v\ii:!:cs«?  :vosed  5wr  ey«  like  an  obedi- 

.  u  .  •  «  .  ..:.i  .iivx  i^piii  tbe  young  Poet  was 

r.'    •  >   :  vi  ^jrriVi^r  diou^u :   a  moment 

-v.:.!-..  >c  :ui'.-.  .:cccr*>vJiiv.\l  co  eadeavour  to  atone 

.  '.  St.-.- •■;%'  v>ici  Boiaicc  in  her  possion- 

...  :c:  .rrv-*^  .v.'vvcica  had  made  for  him,  with 

t  «.,  .-:*  >•.-  .  <uv:h  lovv  a;  least  as  was  his  to 

^  ^v  ji.-T  :h;i:  he  had  loe«  Ippolita.     But  the 

:.:i:^:  ::  >.:<  y?;irc  and  pure-hearted  sister,  she 

w  .;   hid  rvrsi^^cil  all  tor   his  sake,  who  had 

:I.:'^^  :  ^  \\:r.\  ihroiich  shame  and  sorrow  :  who 


THE  PMCE  OP  FAME.  73 

had  now  no  protector  but  himself— no  home 
but  his,  roee  up  between  him  and  the  thought; 
and  he  wept  in  his  vain  agony  and  remone. 

<<  Again  T  shouted  Bealrioe.  ^  Agun  I 
heard  that  voice." 

**  It  must  have  been  a  dreamt  dair  one  T 

«  No,  no— it  was  real — ^they  are  here  !" 

At  this  moment  the  sound  of  conten^ng 
voices  was  distinctly  audible. 

**  What  is  to  be  done  P  exclaimed  Ferrante. 
'^  If  they  find  you  here,  you  are  lost  for 
ever." 

**  Niccolo,  it  is  for  you  only  that  I  fear !" 
said  Beatrice,  clinging  to  hinu  **  They  will 
murder  you  P 

*'  Away  r  czckdmed  the  Poet  vehemently, 
"  Away  1 — I  command  you." 

^  Where  can  I  go  ?"  asked  the  miserable 
Countess  with  a  look  of  luqpeless  terror,  Ahl— 
I  have  it ! — Marianna  will  protect  us  both." 

'*  Hold  !"  exclaimed  Ferrante  more  calmly 

VOL.     u.  E 
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^'  ou}  thing,  lather  than  that ;  and  now  I  think 
of  it  it  id  beat  to  meet  our  fate  at  onoe;  if  the 
Counf  Moncini  will  only  Uoten  to  reason lahall 
have  little  difficultj  in  convincing  him  that  I 
am  not  to  blame  in  thia."  ^ 

''  Will  you  betray  me  thenT  said  Beatrice 
wildly.  Will  you  give  me  up  to  them  agam ! 
Oh'!  Niccolo— mercy  1— mercy  I" 

^'  It  is  my  sister's  voice  T  exclaimed  Luigi, 
(lashing  aside  the  bewildered  domestic ;  while 
the  young  Coimtess  hastily  disengaged  herself 
from  the  arms  of  her  lover,  and  stood  pale  and 
motionlces  as  a  statue. 

"  I  could  not  prevent  him  from  enteringy 
Honor/'  said  the  man  in  a  deprecating  tone  to 
hib  master. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  you  shoidd  have  attempted 
to  do  so/'  I'cplied  Fcrrante  calmly.  "  You  should 
Ji:\vc  known  that  my  cousin's  visits,  are  always 
welcome  ones,  let  them  be  made  at  what  hour 
they  will: — You  may  retire.      I   regret  Senor 
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Luigi  that  you  should  have  met  with  so  un- 
gracious a  reception.'' 

*^  A  truce  to  this  mockery  P  interrupted  the 
boy  impatiently,  **  the  presence  of  that  wretch- 
ed woman  renders  all  explanation  unnecessary; 
— ^but  for  her,  I  would  stab  you  whore  you 
standi — ^base  and  cowardly  yillain  that  you 
areP 

**  Luigi,"  said  the  young  Poet  fiercely, 
<<  these  are  words  which  even  you  must  not 
utter  to  me.  You  are  deceived — I  swear  to 
heaven  that  you  are  I — ^Leave  me  now,  and  to- 
morrow wc  will  talk  calmly  over  this." 

**  To-morrow — ^to-night — this  very  instant  I 
You  shaU  die.'' 

"By  your  hand?"  asked  the  Poet  with  a 
withering  sneen 

**  Aye,  boy  as  I  am,  the  remembrance  of 
my  wrongs  will  give  me  strength — Follow  me 
instantly,  if  you  would  not  have  me  strike  you 
to  the  earth  before  her  face  P 
D  3 
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*^  It  is  weU,**  aaid  Ferrante  gloomilj^  ^  since 
you  will  have  it  80»  but  you  will  repent  this 
violence.** 

'^  Only  if  my  dagger  fail  in  reaching  thy 
false  and  treacherous  heart  T  replied  the  boy 
vehemently. 

"  Sparc  him ! — Spare  him  T  shrieked  the 
miserable  Beatrice^  clinging  to  her  brother's 
arm ;  but  he  dashed  her  from  him,  and  she  M 
heavily  to  the  ground.  Ferrante,  however,  saw 
her  not,  and  dragging  herself  feebly  along  to 
where  he  stood  lost  in  thought,  she  bent  down 
and  kissed  his  feet. 

"  Beatrice ! — my  poor  Beatrice !''  said  the 
l^oet  stooping  fondly  over  her,  and  foigetful  of 
all  beside.  '^  Fear  not  for  him,  he  is  safe  in 
]}eing  your  brother — I  have  wrought  misery 
enough,  but  you  shall  not  have  to  weep  for 
liim." 

"  Fiend !"  shrieked  the  impatient  Luigi* 
rtinuing  open  the  door,  ^^  follow  me  I  say  T 
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"  Where  would  you  go?"  asked  the  attached 
doinedtic,  stepping  suddenly  before  his  master^ 
as  he  attempted  to  pass  hiuL 

^'  It  is  of  no  consequence,"  replied  Ferrante 
haughtily,  "  move  aside  I" 

"  Never  1"  repeated  the  man  firmly. 
"  What  cousins — the  children  as  it  were  of  one 
family, and  seek  each  others  lives! — No— no 
I  know  my  duty  better  both  to  the  Senora 
Marianna  and  to  Italy,  than  to  let  her  favourite 
Poet  perish  perhaps,  in  some  idle  brawL" 

"  I  have  heard  you  out,  good  Rudolph,"  said 
Ferrante  with  a  wild  laugh,  **  and  am  gratified 
by  your  fidelity  and  attachment,  but  you  are 
mistaken  in  thinking  that  Luigi  and  I  have 
qtiarrelled.  His  sister,  the  Countess  Moncini 
has  most  unaccountably  gone  mad,  and  we 
would  retire  together  to  consult  on  what  is  best 
to  be  done  about  restoring  her  to  her  husband" 

But  the  man  still  looked  doubtfully  from 
one  to  the  other. 
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^*  Let  me  see  you  shake  hands  and  I  will 
believe  it,"  said  he  doggedly,  ^  but  not  ebe." 

<^  We  must  humour  him^'*  whispered  Fer^ 
rante>  **  or  he  will  alarm  the  house;''  he  extend- 
ed his  hand  as  he  spoke,  and  Luigi  grasped  it 
with  such  iron  force  that  the  Uood  gushed  out 
from  beneath  the  nails* 

^^  One  moment  mbr^"  siud  the  Foet»  as  tbqr 
passed  out  of  hearing,  *'  wait  for  me  at  the  foot 
of  yonder  flight  of  stairs.'' 

*^  Not  an  instant  will  I  suffer  you  to  be  out 
of  my  sight  T  replied  Luigi,  '^  so  fearful  am  I 
that  you  will  yet  escape  me," 

Ferrante  passed  on  up  the  marble  staircase^ 
followed  closely  by  his  relentless  foe;  and  after 
threading  various  passages,  stopped  at  lei^th 
before  the  door  of  a  small  apartment 

"  It  is  my  sister's  chamber,"  said  he  in  a 
fierce  voice,  "  enter  at  your  peril  1" 

The  boy  drew  back  immediately  and  his  heart 
smote  liim  for  the  first  time,  as  he  remembered 
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the  deed  upon  which  he  was  bent»  and  heard  in 
fancy  the  wild  reproaofaes  and  lamentations  of 
Marianna,  when  she  should  hear  that  her  be* 
loved  brother  was  no  more,  and  that  he  had  fsl* 
len  by  his  hand.  **  And  yet,"  refleoted  Lnigiy 
^*  I  too  had  a  sister— -a  sisler  who  loved  me»  and 
whom  I  loved  dearer  than  all  else  on  earth,  and 
he  has  destroyed  her  r  As  the  time  passed  he 
began  to  grow  impatient  for  the  reappeanmee 
of  his  enemy,  and  half  feadUl  that  he  hadfonnd 
oat  some  means  of  esc^)e.  The  door  of  the 
chamber  had  been  left  partly  open,  and  L^iigi 
could  see  by  the  light  of  a  small  silver  lamp 
which  burnt  brightly  before  the  image  of  one  of 
the  Saints,  the  dark  motionless  figure  of  the 
young  Poet  kneeling  by  the  bediiide,  with  his 
chisped  hands  lifted  up  in  the  attitude  of 
prayer;  but  beyond  all  was  lost  in  shadow; 
Presently  he  aroae  slowly,  and  pressed  his  lips 
passionately  and  repeatedly,  upon  the  fair  brow 
of  the  slumbering  girl,  who  smiled  in  her  sleep 
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Bui 

I  ^ite  be  beqii€stb> 

ii^  witich  bt  bfcttfafid  omcr  her* 

back  to  kl  Inn  ptm,  vitb  a  1110- 
i  fif  tlMi  feclii^flfdeep  revercsee 
Jie  bad  felt  for  lira  for  jeass;  and  as- 
that  Aiiiortadej^  baJgaarfiyalMP 
in  ibe  bofur  ofhitoiaiation  and  wpmj,  tbe  jroung 
Foei  led  tbe  «;qr«  wilb  a  baogbty  step  to  tibe 
Couitp-jard  of  tbe  Pabsxo ;  azid  in  anotber  mo- 
ment their  bright  swords  iadied  m  tbe  dor 
moonlight* 

^  lioig^"  said  Ferrante^  *^  tl  is  boI  jei 
Ute  to  expbuix*"^ 

*^  Not  ft  word  I'^  intermpted  hk  am 
'^  Did  you  not  the  hist  time  we  met  mabe  ine» 
with  tbe  conning  sophistry  of  a  fiend,  the  tm- 
Buspectiug  paadcrer  to  my  sister^s  guilt? — ^Did 
you  not  dare  send  your  accmsed  fMaapge  by 
the  lips  of  her  own  brother  ;  and  do  you  think 
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that  he  wiU  spare  yoa  now  that  revenge  is  in 
his  power? — Save  what  confession  jou  have 
to  make  for  the  priest  whom  I  shall  procure, 
if  indeed  you  live  to  speak  with  him." 

^*  Diavolo  I**  exclaimed  the  enraged  Poet, 
**  draw  I"  and  in  another  moment  the  sound  of 
human  warfare  broke  the  holy  stillness  of  the 
place  and  hour. 

**  Defend  yourself!^  vociferated  Lnigi  fiercely, 
as  Ferrante  parried  without  returning  his  blows. 
'^  Defend  yourself,  I  say !  For,  by  the  Saints,  I 
will  not  spare  you  T 

Ferrante  both  in  height  and  strength,  far 
outstripped  his  antagonist ;  and  the  calm  and 
unmoved  composure,  with  which  he  contented 
himself  with  warding  off  the  fierce  attacks  of 
his  young  opponent  provoked  and  maddened 
Lnigi,  who  now  fought  with  a  dqpree  of  reckless 
fury,  which  threatened  to  exhaust  ita^  by  its 
own  impetuosity.  For  some  time  Ferrante 
B  5 
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bore  it  all  without  loong  eitlier  Jus  gnmnd 
Or  hifl  temper ;  until  a  sudden  thniBt  &- 
abled  his  right  arm  and  bionght  him  prot- 
trate  upon  one  knee. 

'^  Do  you  now  deny  your  guilt,  incarnate 
fiend  ?''  ihrieked  Imff.  as  he  bent  oyer 
him. 

''  I  do,  before  God  and  manT 

^'  Then  die  —  liar  I  —  and  traitor  as  you 
are!"*  replied  the  boy^  plunging  his  sword 
into  his  breast 

The  wounded  Poet  fell  back  with  a  deep 
groan,  and  then  lay  perfectly  still  with 
his  face  upturned  in  the  clear  moonlight, 
and  growing  whiter  and  whiter  every  in^ 
stant,  while  His  lips  moved  fast  and  con- 
vulsively. Luigi  held  his  breath  with 
eagerness  as  he  bent  down  to  catch  the 
scarcely  audible  words  that  fell  from  them ; 
but    the    name  of  Marianna  oftentimes    re- 
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peated,  was  all  that  he  could  distingoiah 
and  then  everything  was  Btill — he  was  alone, 
with  his  victim  lying  lifeless  at  his  feet  ; 
— he  had  his  revenge. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


**  How  woke  he  from  the  wildnea  of  that  dream  ? 

Alas !  he  told  not — but  he  did  awake. 

To  curse  the  withered  heart  that  would  not  break*** 

Byron. 


What  a  sensation  there  was  in  all  Italy 
the  next  day,  when  the  people  heard  that  their 
favourite  Poet  was  dying,  perhaps  by  that  time 
dead.  The  gates  of  the  Palazzo  were  beseiged 
soon  after  sunrise,  by  a  dense  and  anxious 
crowd  of  eager  enquirers ;  and  even  the  Prince 
Alberti  liimself  came  at  the  first  rumour  which 
had  reached  him  of  the  danger  of  liis  gifted 


■■'>^  ^' 
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friend  There  was  something  touching  in  the 
scene  which  presented  itself;  the  pale  anxious 
faces  of  the  men,  and  the  hushed  sobs  of  the 
women ;  while  afar  off  knelt  many  a  young  and 
loving  heart  ofllering  up  wild  petitions  to  the 
saints  for  the  restoration  of  its  idoL  At  the- 
approach  of  the  Prince,  they  drew  back  to  let 
him  pass,  with  a  deep  reverence ;  and  it  might 
have  been  noticed  that  the  step  of  the  young 
Monarch  was  less  haughty,  and  his  bright 
cheek  a  thought  paler. 

**  Now  we  shall  hear  all,"  sidd  a  woman, 
pressing  eagerly  after  the  Prince.  "  Blessings 
on  the  noble  Alberti !  say  I,  for  he  had  ever  a 
kind  heart." 

''  It  has  been  whispered,"  said  an  old  man 
with  a  harsh  voice,  ^*  that  our  Prince  would  be 
all  the  better  if  the  licentious  young  Poet 
should  die." 

''  And  why  so  ?  If  Ferrante  possess  any 
power  over  the  mind  of  his  sovereign,  it  is  ex- 
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they  feared  the  worst  until  a  young  girl  spring- 
ing forward  laid  her  hand  upon  the  bridle-rein 
with  such  startling  suddenness  that  the  spirited 
steed  reared  up  in  the  air  and  then  stood  rigid, 
as  though  it  had  been  carved  out  of  stone, 
beneath  the  powerful  hand  of  his  master. 

"  Take  care  mia  caraT  said  the  Prince 
kindly,  "  and  now  what  would  you  with  us?** 

"  Ferrante  1"  exclaimed  the  girl  eagerly. 
"  Is  he  dead  ?    Oh,  tell  me  quickly  T 

^^  No,  he  lives,  but  there  is  no  hope,"  said 
the  Prince,  bending  forward  in  the  saddle,  and 
shaking  his  snowy  plumes  over  his  face  in 
order  to  hide  the  emotion  so  plainly  visible 
there.  ^^  There  is  nothing  left  for  us  to  do  my 
poor  girl  but  mourn  for  him,  with  the  honour 
due  to  his  illustrious  talent,  but  do  not  weep, 
mia  cartty  Poets  never  die.** 

The  girl  drew  back  to  conununicate  the 
mckmcholy  tidings  she  had  heard ;  but  while 
diere  was  still  1k^  the  crowd  yet  lingered  as 


88  THE  mCB  or  FAXB. 

if  onwiliing  to  depart,  iriiik  the  wsUiiig  of 
their  many  voices  penetnted  eren  into  the 
chamber  of  Femuite. 

The  young  Poet  lay  stiff  and  motionkas 
upon  a  low  couch,  hia  head  was  thrown  a  little 
liack,  and  thick  maaseB  of  hur,  the  deep  hue  of 
which  wad  changed  in  some  places  to  an  iron 
grev,  clustered  heavily  around  his  pale  masave 
brow«  and  lay  in  bloodstained  maeses  upon  his 
iinoovereil  throat.  The  whole  contour  of  his 
taoe,  with  the  proud  nostrils,  and  the  finely  cut 
although  somewhat  voluptuous  expression  of 
the  lip,  resembled  the  divine  performance  of 
one  of  the  old  Greek  Sculptors,  and  the  likeness 
was  inci-eased  by  the  wreath  of  flowers  which 
Albert!  had  placed  upon  liis  brow  in  his  brief 
visit ;  a  fit  crown  for  that  dying  Poet  whose 
ho[)e3  had  faded  away,  even  as  the  pale  flowers 
which  adorned  him.  By  his  side  upon  the 
pillow,  rested  the  young  face  of  his  sister,  Its 
deep  anpiiish  contrasting  strangely   with   the 
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beautiful  repose  o£  him  for  whom  she  wept ; 
her  eyes  were  dosed  fldthouj^  she  slept  not, 
and  her  long  silken  eyelashes  wore  heavy  with 
tears.  On  the  other  side  of  the  eooch  knelt 
a  slight  boyish  figare,  with  the  bead  bent  down 
and  buried  in  the  mlken  coveriety  while  his  deep 
sobs,  and  the  distant  hum  of  the  mnltiliidi^ 
alone  broke  the  silenee  of  the  hour. 

Presently  a  sli^t  oonvulsive  movement 
might  be  jJunly  seen  upon  the  hitherto  motion- 
less  features  of  Ferrante ;  the  hands  unehuped, 
and  b^an  to  jJay  uneonsdoosly  with  the  long 
curls  of  his  sister's  hair  as  she  bent  bseathlessly 
over  him* 

^  Nicc(d6  r  said  a  sweet  v<nce,  the  aooents 
of  which  stole  faintly  through  his  deep,  trance* 
like  stupor,  as  thoi^  it  would  fiun  woo  him 
back  to  life;  ^Nkcd6I  my  beloved  brother  T 

Forrante  made  a  vain  effort  to  speak,  while 
his  glance  wandered  dreamily  on  his  two  com- 


i  tlw  mzioiu  five 
iof  deepi^oDy. 
ku^gliuljy  ^  yoor 
Would  joQ  destroy 
Lem»Iayr 
*  vUBperod  m  fiunt  and  bol- 
I !  TOQ  most  lore  Ldgi 
I  alone  irlio  mfi  to 
Mt  iKxr  Li^! — My  poor  vomig 
:^.  r^^ !  o.-^  z>c<  grieve  9l\  I  am  not  macfa  hmt," 
^=J  :bc  PtK-i  5Utetd>ed  out  his  hand  to  the 
w^-^r.crri:  ':oj  a$  he  ^^^oike^  with  a  Tain  effort  to 
>:.iU(:.  M jkiiuinji  dui^  about  his  neck,  and  wept 
:t:.r5  or' vy  for  hi*  xtssiondon. 

I:  irc:r>:  is  rain  to  anempt  any  description  of 
:l:t  ^h:x~i>c  that  followed ;  it  is  at  such  times  as 
:hc<c  ::ji:  we  fed  the  inadequacy  of  lai^uage; 
:ba:  wo  nin^  by  our  pen,  and  leaning  back  in 
OUT  cliair,  Jn»un  of  all  that  might  have  passed, 
I'ioturiD|T  to  ouR<^lvcs  feelimrs  which  have  no 
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words,  Let  our  gentle  readera  do  the  BBme, 
and  if  they  re-open  the  book  with  dry  eyes 
it  will  be  because  they  have  never  known 
what  it  is  to  have  had  a  beloved  one,  snatched 
as  it  were  from  the  very  tomb,  and  restored 
unexpectedly  by  heaven,  in  merc^  to  their 
tears  and  prayer.  Because  they  have  never 
felt  the  awful  res}x>nsibility  of  having  taken  a 
human  life  suddenly  removed  from  their  souls. 
Because  they  have  never  been  laid  upon  a  bed 
of  death,  overwhelmed  perhaps  with  sin,  and 
shame,  and  when  they  least  expected  it  spared, 
to  atone  for  the  past  and  make  their  peace  with 
God  and  man.  If  it  be  so,  let  them  read  on 
with  a  chastened  and  thankful  spirit,  nor  refuse 
on  that  account  all  sympathy  with  that  sorrow, 
which  is  sooner  or  later  the  portion  of  mor- 
tality. 

**  Hark  T  said  the  young  Poet,  raising  him- 
self at  length  from  the  bosom  of  his  sister. 
"  What  sounds  are  those  ?" 
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**  It  id  the  people  witfaoat^  my  brother!  they 
have  been  here  ever  siiice  sunxise.'* 

'*  Ah !  then  I  should  not  have  died  unhunen- 
ted,**  exclaimed  Ferrante,  while  a  momentary 
ilush  lighted  up  hb  paUid  face.  **  But  the 
Prince  Alberti,  does  he  know  of— of  my 
iUness?" 

"  He  does,  he  was  here  scarcely  an  hour 
since,  it  was  he,  who  replaced  this  wreath  upon 
your  brow." 

**  Twice  crowned  in  so  short  a  time,  and  by 
the  hand  of  royalty,**  murmured  the  Poet  proud- 
ly. <^  Once  in  life,  and  once  in  death ;  J^Iari- 
anna,  it  v\rouId  have  been  glorious  to  have  died 
thus!" 

"  It  is  better  to  live,**  sud  his  sister  gently. 

'<  I  know  not  that,  death  Ims  no  terrors  for 
tlic  wretched,  and  life  but  few  charms ;  I  may 
live  to  alienate  the  fond  hearts  that  are  yet 
mine,  as  I  have  those  of  all  my  best  and  earliest 
friends." 
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"Rather  to  win  them  bock,"  whispered 
Marianmu 

"  Well,  well,  for  your  sake  I  will  hope  so, 
but  leave  us  now,  I  would  speak  with  my 
cousin  for  a  few  moments  alone.  Gro  and  calm 
the  fears  of  these  grateful  people  by  the  tidings 
of  my  restoration,  and  say  for  me  what  I  want 
words  to  say  for  myself.** 

Marianna  looked  doubtfully  from  her  brother 
to  the  pale  earnest  face  of  his  youthful  com- 
panion. 

"  Dare  I  trust  you,  Luigi  ?"  she  said  in  a 
whisi)er  as  she  passed  him. 

"  You  may  with  safety,  for  my  whole  future 
happiness  hangs  upon  his  life  I** 

The  yoimg  girl  smiled,  and  went  forth  joy- 
ously upon  her  mission.  It  was  a  bright  sunny 
day,  and  a  flood  of  subdued  light  fell  through 
the  quivering  branches  upon  the  beautiful  face 
of  Marianna  Ferrante,  as  she  came  forward  like 
an  angel  of  hope,  with  clasped  hands  and  her 
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long  unbound  hair  streaming  upon  her  shoulders 
and  fluttering  wildly  in  the  breeze.  A  deep 
silence  fell  over  the  multitude  as  she  appeared 
before  them  on  the  balcony^  while  a  thousand 
eyes  were  rivetted  upon  her  diangcful  counte* 
nance ;  and  a  ray  of  joy  stole  into  their  hearts 
as  they  caught  its  bright  expression. 

"  My  friends  and  fellow  countrymen,'*  said 
the  young  girl  in  a  dear  and   silvery  voice, 
"  your  Poet  yet  lives — the  saints    have  pre- 
served  him   to   your  prayers."     A    deep   glad 
murmur  rose  among  the  crowd,  and  then  died 
gradually  away  ;  like  the  waves  of  the  sea,  as 
they  retreat  from  the  shore  on  a  calm  summer 
uight  ;  and   tlic   gentle  accents    of   Il^Iarianna 
trembled  slightly  as  she  spoke  again.     "My 
beloved  brother  sends  through  me,  his  thanks 
and  blessings  to  you  all ;    if  he  survive  he  will 
endeavour  to  deserve  them ;   if  he  perish,  they 
will  at  least  soothe  his  passage  to  the  tomb,  and 
afford  a  gratifying  proof  that,  young  as  he  is  he 
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has  not  lived  ia  vun.  Return  now  to  your 
homes^  and  Qod  be  with  us  all  T 

The  young  girl  drew  bock  a  few  paces  as  she 
spoke,  while,  as  if  moyed  by  one  impulse,  those 
nearest  the  balcony  rushed  forward  to  present 
their  simple  offerings  of  love ;  and  in  a  few 
moments  the  spot  on  which  she  stood  was 
covered  with  flowers.  Those  who  could  not 
approach  close  enough  to  present  their  bouquets 
flung  them  at  her  feet,  and  long  after  the 
crowd  had  dispersed,  did  Marianna  remain 
bending  over  her  treasures^  while  her  tears — 
tears  of  thankfulness,  and  deep  joy,  fell  on 
them  like  rain.  One  alone  yet  lingered,  a  tall 
figure  enveloped  in  a  large  mantle,  who  stood 
leaning  against  the  low  balcony,  in  an  attitude 
of  deep  thought  Marianna  looked  up  lind 
their  eyes  met. 

**  Can  it  be?**  she  ezdaimed,  suddenly  drop* 
ping  her  flowers  and  advancbg  hurriedly 
forward. 
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But  tiie  Btmoger  whoeri^f  he  was,  arertad 
liis  face  at  her  appixjoch ;  and  she  observed  that 
the  hand  which  be  exteiulecl  t^  her  trembled  m 
03  ficaroely  to  be  able  ta  bald  its  liglit  and 
gmceful  cifieriiig.  Morimina  took  it  eaguriT, 
but  before  she  could  pronounee  m  word  lie  wai 
goni?^  Paid  L*onij  and  &be  had  met  once  again ! 
That  he  etill  loved  her  brother  was  c%4dettt, 
from  hb  appearance  tliere;  and  for  bcmelff 
what  woniait  h  tltcre  that  doubts  the  cou^^ 
tmuance  af  an  afiection  she  hm  onec  insjiired ' 
Not  eertatuly  one  so  young  and  tru^tliig 
our  herpinc,  whoy  as  she  eontintioil  to  lean  d%xt 
the  balcooy  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  spot 
where  @he  hxid  last  beheld  bun,  and  the  flowc 
he  had  given  her  pressed  fondly  to  her  lipSi 
forgot  for  a  time  even  that  beloved  and  idnAied 
brotlier,  who  had  been  so  lat€ly»  and  so  niera« 
fully  restored  to  herj  and  to  whom  we  will  now 
return. 

"  And  can  you  really  forgive  me,  Luigi ! 
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said  Ferrante,  as  the  door  dosed  on  the  Ught 
form  of  his  sister. 

'*  It  is  I  who  should  ask  that  question,^  re- 
plied the  boj,  pressing  his  lipe  passionately 
to  the  thin  hand  which  he  held  clasped  between 
both  of  his.  '^  I  who  have  been  the  fatal  cause  of 
all  this  misery.  Last  night,  Beatrice  confessed 
everything — ^but  you  must  not  scorn  her,  Nic- 
colo — she  was  mad — she  has  been  mad  for 
years  T 

**  God  help  her  T  said  the  Poet^  while  his 
companion  continued  speaking  with  increasing 
yehemence. 

**  It  was  then  for  the  first  time  that  I  learnt 
her  motive  for  marrying  Moncini,  and  the  sacri- 
fice which  she  made  of  her  own  peace  then,  and 
subsequently  of  her  reason,  for  the  sake  of  my 
father  and  us.  Oh  I  Ferrante,  how  much- 
how  uncomplainingly  has  she  su£fered  ;  — -  it 
would  have  overthrown  a  firmer  mind  than  hers. 

VOL.    11.  p 


Tbii  Riisryf,  lovod  jnoa  even  finm  ber  verj 
zA.'xA  there  »  bo  donbc;  and  who  could 
hlasLx,  ber  if^  sfierwmrda^  wbeii  warering  be- 
tween riglu  and  wioog^  the  contrasted  }roar 
ima^  with  dot  of  tike  miaeraUe  old  man* 
whom  she  had  wedded  ior  his  gold  ;  and  dung, 
eren  in  guilt,  to  that  first  and  early  attach- 
ment." 

^'  My  poor  Beatrice  T  mnrmared  the  Poet, 
"  and  I,  blind  as  I  was,  neglected  you  for  a 
{shadow !  a  passion  as  fleeting  as  it  was  beauti- 
ful ;  and  had  but  a  brother's  love — a  brothers 
counsel  left  to  offer  you." 

"  I  believe  itT  said  the  boy  with  flashix^ 
eyes,  "  the  sin  lay  only  with  my  sister,  and 
when  I  think  of  this,  I  am  ready  to  thank 
heaven  that  she  is  mad !" 

"  What  has  become  of  the  Count  Moncini  ?" 
asked  Ferrante  at  length,  ''  Can  he  not  be 
l»''>n^'hf  to  forgive  her  think  you  ?" 
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**  He  is  dead  T  replied  Luigi  in  a  koone 
voice^  *^  he  died  suddenly  the  ni^t  she  left 
her  home." 

^^  And  does  Beatrice  know  of  thisP 

**  She  does — ^but  I  may  as  wdl  tell  you  all 
now — ^the  remorse  she  felt  at  h^unng  it^  de« 
stroyed  the  partial  glimpse  of  reason  which  yet 
remained.  She  is  now  a  raving  lunatic  I  her 
scareams  [^nd  cries  are  ringing  in  my  ears  still ; 
but  I  tore  myself  away  in  order  to  be  near 
you." 

**  And  this,''  said  the  Poet,  groaning  aloud  in 
his  deep  agony,  '*  this  is  all  my  doings  and  yet  I 
have  dared  to  exult — ^to  triumph  in  a  wc»rk 
which  bears  such  fruits  as  these ;  may  heaven 
forgive  me  I''  and  he  tore  the  chaplet  from  hifl 
brow>  and  dashed  it  violently  upon  the  ground 
Luigi,  fearing  the  effects  of  such  excitement 
upon  his  enfeebled  frame,  spoke  low  and  sooth- 
ingly to  him;  but  vain  is  all  earthly  com- 
F  3 
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fort  when  our  own  consciences  are  our  ac- 
cusers. 

"  'Why  are  you  here  ?"  exclaimed  Ferrante 
at  length,  <'  go  and  comfort  poor  Beatrice.'' 

^'  Oh !  would  that  it  were  possible,''  replied 
the  boy  sadly,  "  Cari  is  with  her  now,  but 
:3he  does  not  know  either  of  us ;  and  as  for  my 
father,  she  persists  in  calling  him  Moncini,  and 
asking  his  pardon  in  such  touching  strains,  that 
the  old  man  sits  down  beside  her  and  weeps 
like  a  cliild.  But  I  am  wrong  in  telling  you 
this,  it  only  grieves  you  to  no  purpose,  and  our 
vloar  Marianna  will  chide  me,  if  she  comes  back 
;\n«l  liuds  you  worse.  Only  let  me  see  you 
rostoreJ  to  health  and  all  will  yet  be 
well." 

Ferrautc  shook  his  head'  despairingly,  and 
more  than  once  afterwards  when  he  found  him- 
self fi^r  IX  few  moments  with  no  other  com- 
panion than  his  own  terrible  thoughts,  the  idea 
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of  self-destruction  flashed  suddenly  across  his 
mind,  and  he  longed  to  tear  open  afresh  his 
still  bleeding  wounds,  and  die  ;  but  the  remem- 
brance of  Marianna  prevented  him,  and  for  her 
sake  he  resolved  to  commence  as  it  were  a  new 
life  of  agony  and  remorse,  in  which  her  pure 
and  gentle  love  would  be  the  only  bright 
spot. 

It  is  in  times  of  illness,  or  affliction,  that  we 
learn  to  know  our  real  friends,  and  certtunly 
Niccolo  Ferrante  had  no  cause  for  complaint ; 
as  beside  his  own  immediate  associates,  many  who 
had  shunned  him  in  the  hour  of  his  popularity, 
now  came  to  offer  their  sympathy  and  congratu- 
lations. But  there  was  a  continual  gloom  upon 
the  brow  of  the  young  Poet  which  nothing 
could  dispel :  and  even  in  the  presence  of  the 
Prince  Alberti  himself,  when  he  sat  beside  the 
couch  and  told  his  wildest  tales,  the  thoughts 
of  the  invalid  wandered  back  to  the  miserable 
Beatrice,  and  heard  in  fancy  her  fearful  screams 
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&r  above  the  merrj  laughter   of  has  mn 
eigii. 

Weeks  and  months  rolled  awaj^  but  Fe: 
struggled  in  vain  with  hid  disease,  and  it 
fearful  to  seo  the  manges  which  it  made  uikjh 
his  face  and  form^  hut  hia  mind  yet  refined  all 
ite  powers*  and  Luigi  would  oI^q  Usten,  in 
wonder,  to  the  revealings  of  an  intellect  which 
commandod  the  rcTeronoe  even  of  bis  own  hi] 
and  ambitious  spirit*  Nothing  however  w 
tire  out  the  patient  gtntlenesa  of  Us  young 
aister,  or  abate  the  fond  devotion^  with  which 
ghe  hovered  day  and  night  aroimd  Ma  cow^ 
luring  by  her  smiles  those  whom  the  changeful 
humour  of  the  invalid,  might  otherwise  have 
estranged;  and  loving  even  the  profligate 
young  Prince  from  whose  ardent  giise,  she  had 
before  shrunk  with  maiden  terror,  for  the  mkt 
of  that  beloved  bmther  whom  his  preeesm 
cheered.  Although  it  not  mifrcqueotly  h^ 
pened  that  she  would  retire  in  tears  to  weep 
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for  that  one  who  never  came  again.  Could  she 
but  have  known  what  he  then  thought  of  her, 
her  agony  would  have  been  still  •  keener  ;  but 
this  last  humiliation  was  spared  her,  and  the 
generally  received  opinion,  that  Alberti's  fre- 
quent visits  were  made  less  to  the  invalid  bro- 
ther, than  his  beautiful  nurse,  reached  not  her 
now  secluded  home. 

Every  succeeding  day  brought  with  it  fresh 
tributes  for  Ferrante,  as  though  Fame  sought 
to  compensate,  in  a  measure,  for  the  dearly 
bought  honours  of  her  favourite  son.  But 
could  the  rich  gifts  she  lavished  on  him  atone 
for  the  estranged  looks  of  those  whom  he  Mt 
to  be  alone  worthy  of  his  friendship  ? — For  the 
curses  of  the  good  ? — and  the  reproaches  of  his 
own  changed  spirit?  Could  the  smiles  of 
bright  eyes,  and  the  low  breathed  flattery  of 
woman's  lips,  teach  him  to  foif^et  all  the  fresh- 
ness and  purity  of  his  first  love?  The  young 
Poet  felt  that  it  could  not.     He  had  realized 
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to  tlie  full,  all  die  •mliitioati  kngiiiga  of 
his  agpiring  soul;  bat  the  vzeath  of  im- 
xDorulinr  whkh  encireled  his  brows  aecm- 
crd  to  sc(nx:li  into  bis  Toy  bnun,  and  be 
lowed  beneath  it  in  shame  and  terror. 
ScoDe  said  he  had  an  evil  qpirit,  bat  thoee 
who  knew  him  best,  pitied  him,  because  he 
h^d  an  evil  consdenoe ;  he  was  like  the 
Merchant  of  whom  we  read  in  fairy  talee, 
who  came  oyer  £rxHn  his  fkt  land,  to  the 
wondering  inhabitants  of  a  less  gorgeous 
clime  laden  with  merchandize,  of  which  they 
scarcely  knew  even  the  names.  His  goodi 
were  eagerly  bought  up^  especially  by  the 
young,  but  the  plague  was  upon  them  and 
?I>read  rapidly  through  the  land,  changing  or 
destroying  every  inhabitant  of  that  fair  city — 
for  who  could  suspect  pollution  beneath  go 
bright  a  guise?  and  yet  he  lived  on  to 
mark  tlie  ruin  he  had  made.  Poor  Fcrrante  I 
they  little  knew  who  wept    and  prayed    for 
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you  on  that  fatal  night  when  you  fell  be- 
neath the  sword  of  the  impatient  Luigi; 
what  years  of  future  wretchedness  it  would 
have   saved   if  you   had  died  then. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"*TiA  too  ilmird — ^*tU  weaknert,  thitnei 
This  low  prostration  before  fitme, — 
Tbia  cftitlug  dotrii  before  th«  car^ 
Of  idols,  whitAoe^r  they  are, 
Life's  purest,  holiest  decencies 
To  be  career 'd  o'er  iw  they  please* 
No^ei  tHumphaiat  genlui  hiive 
All  tlm  bia  lofliest  wish  ctm  crave  ; 
If  he  be  wonhippM  let  it  be^ 

For  attributes,  his  nobtesW^nt^^ 
Not  frith  thai  base  idolatry « 

Which  sanctifies  hii  lail  and  worrt, 
Mooftt:. 


When  Ferraiit€*9pliyeician&  found  at  lejigtli 
how  Uttle  avail  »11  tlii^ir  core  and  skiU  Ji&d 
been^  they  begun  to  suspect  the  existence  of 
some  mabidy  beyond  the  reaoli  of  medicine^  and 
to  prc&cribc  change  of  eceneand  eiciteineiitv 
thg  laat  hope.    Xiuigi  eagerly  seized  at  the  idea 
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offering  at  the  same  time,  to  relinquish  the 
situation  he  held  and  accompany  him  ;  but 
Ferrante  positirely  refused.  "  If  I  go,"  said 
he,  "  it  must  be  alone." 

"  And  poor  Marianna  ?** 

*^  You  and  Carl  must  supply  my  place  to 
her  until  I  return ;  after  all,  perhaps  my  ab- 
sence may  prove  a  blessing  to  her,  although  I 
know  her  affectionate  heart  too  well,  not  to  be 
sure  that  she  will  bitterly  regret  it ;  but  not  a 
word  of  this  until  the  time  comes.  I  shall  see 
Alberti  to-night,  and  most  likely  fix  the  period 
of  my  departure." 

'*  I  shall  never  foi^ve  myself,"  said  Luigi, 
**  for  having  been  the  means  of  driving  you 
from  home,  and  all  you  love,  to  seek  in  a 
foreign  land  that  health  of  which  I  have  de- 
prived you." 

'^  Luigi,"  replied  liie  young  Poet  impetuoualy> 
**  these  self-reiMToachee  are  vain,  all  I  love,  with 
but  a  very  few  exceptions,  have  long  since  de- 
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v^jOmtDookior  peMe.* 

*^  Where  da  ymM  pmpoit  goingi 
hoy  wkb  lim  view  of  disagiiig  m 
tliat  Itad  beeodae  too  igitftuag  for  the  cnfcefaM 
fivmeoftlie  Poet 

^  I  famr  tMil ;  init  tio  gfwl  £siaiice  I  bdieffe, 
^efliiiilj  not  ottt  of  Itmlj»  but  now  we  are  upon 
tUs  topic  and  alone,  I  would  say  a  lew  wodb 
to  you  about  my  siBler,  The  Prince  Albotj 
and  she  must  meet  afi  seldom  as  possible ;  neTer 
I  ihould  say*  He  ii  a  profligate  and  a  libertme, 
and  Idgb-minded  and  ptire-heartedi  ag  l^tarianna 
linovr^  I  have  known  those  who  seemed  ai 
fair  and  good ; — whose  principlee  I  woidd  haire 
etaked  my  very  life  upon^  fall  iii$eiisibly> 
victima  to  a  fearful  aophistry,  which  none  but 
flenda  could  have  woven  to  enticingly  or  eo 
well" 
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"  You  allude  to  Beatrice  ?**  said  Lui$^  color- 
ing to  the  very  temples* 

^^  I  did,  forgive  me,  but  she  b  never  out  of 
my  thoughts  ;  and  die  is  perhaps  but  one 
among  the  thousands,  whom  I  have  destroyed ; 
and  yet  the  world  envies  mc !  But  you  will  re- 
member what  I  told  you,  Luigi,  about  Mari- 
anna?" 

"  Fear  not,  Niccolo; — it  is  strange,  however, 
that  the  Count  Leoni  should  have  had  the 
same  suspicions  as  yourself  about  the  Prince 
Alberti." 

^^  Ah  !  what  said  he  then  ?^  asked  Ferrante 
eagerly. 

*^  Only  a  few  careless  words  spoken  more  in 
jest  than  earnest,  when  they  told  him  how  often 
Alberti  had  visited  of  late  at  your  Palazzo.** 

''  Ah!  he  thinks  like  the  rest^  that  I  shall 
make  the  sister  whom  I  love  the  stepping  stone 
to  my  boundless  ambition ;  but  they  are  wrong; 
that  I  am  ambitious  I  grant,  but  it  is  because 
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that,  and  my  lilariaim^  are  all  I  have  on  earth. 
But  it  grows  lat€^  and  I  promised  Alberti  that 
the  spectre  Poet  should  be  exMbited  at  hb 
elate  ball  to-night"  Fcrrantc  tamed  away 
and  laughed  as  he  b^wke,  but  there  was  eome- 
thing  in  his  niirtli  which  grated  fearfully  oa 
the  ear. 

It  was  a  itrange  tie  tliat  bound  theae  cousina 
together,  tliat  made  Luigi  so  love  and  reverence 
Niecolo,  in  spite  of  liia  better  judgment,  io 
gpite  of*  the  irreparable  euffcrmg  which  he  had 
brought  upon  all  lie  loved.  At  first  it  might 
liave  been  remorse,  the  fear  of  fieeing  him  die 
beneath  hia  hand;  but  after wards>  even  when 
all  danger  was  over,  he  could  not  break  through 
the  s|>ell  whicli  chained  liim  to  the  side  ol  the 
young  Poet ;  which  bowed  down  his  ardent 
and  fiery  spirit^  and  compelled  him  as  it  were 
to  worship  one  whrne  principles  he  abliorred* 
Bat  what  an  eloquent  writer  says  of  Mirabcau, 
may  well  be  applied  to  Fermntc,  "  To  come 
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near  to  associate  with  him,  was  to  be  in  a  magic 
circle ;  to  hear  his  conversation  and  be  witness 
to  the  revealings  of  his  all  powerful  mind  was 
to  be  under  the  spell  of  a  wizard.'^ 

That  night  when  it  became  generally  known 
that  their  Poet  was  to  appear  among  them 
the  last  time  for  months,  perhaps  for  ever ; 
a  more  tlian  usual  number  assembled  at 
an  early  hour  in  the  gilded  saloons  of  the 
palace.  And,  as  he  passed  on,  leaning  some- 
what heavily  upon  the  arm  of  Alberti,  who  had 
made  a  point  of  being  ready  to  receive  and 
welcome  him  on  this  his  first  appearance  since 
his  long  and  dangerous  illness ;  a  deep  murmur 
of  sympathy  and  congratulation  might  be  heard 
from  the  brilliant  throng,  which  lined  each  side 
of  the  space  through  which  they  had  to  pass ; 
who  -were  prevented  from  more  open  manifes- 
tations of  their  feelings  only  by  the  etiquette 
of  society,  and  the  presence  of  their  sovereign. 

Any  one  less  careless  than  the  Prince  Alber- 
ti, would  have  hesitated  to  appear  thus,  with 
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one  80  much  hU  miperior,  bat  he  thought  only 
of  conferring  honour,  and  miniatering  to  the 
yanitj  of  him  who  by  ft  etrmage  and  snpep- 
natural  kind  of  enchantment  seemed  to  com- 
mand the  love  and  homage  of  every  rank  of 
society,  however  much  they  might  secretly  fear 
liim.  FciTantc  moved  along  with  a  haughty 
step,  his  tall  figure  faded  by  disease,  looking 
I)orfect]y  gigantic ;  and  his  finely  shaped  head 
and  strongly  marked  and  handsome  features 
were  distinctly  visible.  There  was  a  slight 
expression  of  scorn  and  defiance  in  his  dark 
eyes,  as  he  glanced  along  the  admiring  ranks, 
and  a  cold  withering  sneer  upon  his  thin  curved 
lip,  as  though  he  despised  the  idolatry  which 
he  Iiml  so  lately  courted. 

The  Prince  paused  frequently  in  his  way  to 
the  throne,  which  had  been  erected  for  him  at 
the  further  end  of  the  saloon,  to  exchange  a 
merry  jest,  or  whispered  compliment  with  some 
of  the  bright-eyed  dames  who  graced  his  court : 
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but  vague  and  impatient  answers  were  all  he 
received,  for  every  eye  was  rivetted  on  his  com- 
panion^ and  Albert!  frowned  slightly^  as  he  felt 
that  even  the  pride  of  kings  must  bow  down 
before  that  of  genius  and  intellect.    Once,  and 
once  only,  did  the  young   Poet  pause   and 
slightly  incline  his  lofly  head,  but  it  was  to 
none  of  those  who  flocked  so  eagerly  around 
him ;    the  salutation  was  evidently  .  intended 
for  one  who  stood  apart  with  a  countenance  in 
which  grief  and  anger  were  strongly  blended ; 
he  started  as  he  met  the  wandering  glance  of 
the  Poet,  and  bowed  lower  than  the  Count 
Leoni  had  ever  been  seen  to  bow  before.     It 
seemed  to  have  been  an  impulse  on  both  sides, 
for  neither  advanced  a  step  towards  the  other; 
and  in  another  moment  Fcrrante  had    flung 
himself  languidly  into  the  seat  prepared  for 
him,  beside  that  of  his  Prince,  and  was  re- 
ceiving the  congratulations  of  his   numerous 
friends  and  admirers.     Many  a  faur  and  noble 
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dame  scrupled  not  to  advance,  and  offer  her 
whispered  praise  and  sympathy ;  whik  othen^ 
more  timid,  but  not  leas  demoted,  stood  apar^ 
with  their  dark  eyes  fixed  intently  npon  their 
Poet,  happy  if  they  had  bnt  a  look,  or  a  smiki 
that  they  might  dream  of  in  his  absence. 

The  ideal  of  a  Poetl  how  the  young  and 
imaginative  love  to  picture  it  to  themsdves  ss 
they  hang  over  the  glowing  page;  how,  con- 
necting in  tlicir  own  minds  the  real  with  the 
unreal,  the  beauty  of  thought  and  intellect 
with  that  of  person,  they  fancy  for  themselves 
a  being  as  bright  as  his  own  conceptions— as 
tender  as  his  own  impassioned  sentiments — as 
enthusiastic  as  liis  wild  bursts  of  excitement 
represent  him  to  be.  Who  among  our  readers 
is  there  that  has  drawn  such  a  picture  and 
realized  it  amidst  the  Poets  of  the  present  age? 
Who  is  there  that  has  not  laughed  in  scorn  and 
disappointment,  as  tlie  idol  of  their  romance- 
loving  visions  stood  unveiled  before  them.     But 


THB  PRICE  OF  FAME.  115 

then  they  never  saw  Ferrante,  he  was  all .  this 
and  more ;  the  glory  and  majesty  of  inteUect 
was  legibly  stamped  upon  his  high  pale  brow; 
and  no  one  could  gaze  upon  him  for  long  ¥rithn 
out  exclaiming  within  himself, ''  This  man  is 
indeed  a  Poet  P 

Niccolo  Ferrante  made  his  recent  illness  an 
excuse  for  retiring  early,  but  even  after  he  had 
departed,  the  crowd  whom  he  left  behind,  divi- 
ded into  eager  groups,  and  forgot  to  dance  in 
talking  of  him. 

'^  I  never  rightly  understood,"  said  one, 
**  how  Ferrante  came  by  his  wound,  it  was  said 
at  first  that  he  had  fallen  by  the  hand  of  Luigi 
Riccardi,  but  their  having  been  since  so 
constantly  together,  seems  to  contradict  the 
report" 

**  Luigi  is  but  a  boy  yet,**  replied  another 
with  a  cold  sneer,  ^  although  we  all  know  his 
boundless  ambition  ;    and  Ferrante's   present 
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favour  with  our  gracious  Prince  may  be  tlie 
means  of  raising  him  higher  in  the  profession 
he  lias  chosen,  than  years  of  toil  and  active 
exertion.  It  is  on  these  grounds  only  that  I 
can  account  for  his  intimacy  with  the  scdueer 
of  his  sistcrr 

'*  It  is  falge  r  sud  the  calm  voice  of  tbe 
Count  Lconi,  "  that  for  which  you  this  night 
loaded  Xiccolo  Fcrrante  with  honour,  when  he 
had  well  merited  your  curses,  is  the  only  point 
im  which  he  lias  erred  ;  the  poem,  and  not  the 
nuthor  has  done  this.  But  for  Luigi  Riccardi, 
I  myself  heard  him  this  very  night  refuse  to 
receive  from  the  hand  of  his  Prince,  although  as 
you  justly  imagine  at  the  instigation  of  his  peni- 
tent friend,  an  appointment  which  would  have 
secured  his  fortune  for  life." 

"  And  yet,  Lconi,"  said  a  young  Senora, 
laughingly,  "  you  were  evidently  pleased  to- 
niffbt  when  Ferrante  distinguished  you  by  hi? 
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notice,  and  returned  it  bj  a  reverence  deeper 
than  you  would  have  bestowed  upon  yolir 
Prince." 

"  You  are  right,"  replied  the  Count,  colour- 
ing slightly,  ^'  but  it  was  to  the  num,  and  not 
to  the  Poet  that  I  bowed,  and  therein  I  differed 
from  you  all ;  it  was  for  what  he  had  been,  not 
for  what  he  was,  that  I  respected  him." 

**  Well,  Leoni,  we  all  know  that  you  are  a 
strange  being,  but  all  you  say  shall  not  make  us 
love  our  Poet  one  bit  the  less,"  replied  the 
Senora  gaily. 

The  Count  turned  away  without  reply,  for 
much  as  he  abhorred  the  principles  of  Ferrante, 
and  congratulated  himself  upon  the  firmness 
with  which  he  had  acted,  even  at  the  sacrifice 
of  his  own  feelings  and  affections ;  the  remem- 
brance of  his  wan  and  changed  countenance 
left  liim  no  heart  to  say  another  word  against 
him« 

When  Ferrante  returned  he  found  his  sister 
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waiting  up  fcv  hiIl^  abo  Iiad  diniiflfied  tke  Senoza 
Bellini.,  and  sat  abaozbedin  iSuMebK^htdreami^ 
which  make  the  aolitiide  of  the  young  ao  sweet 
and  pleasant  a  thing.  On  ihe  approach  of  her 
brother  she  looked  np  with  %  fond^  glad  anul^ 
and  his  heart  smote  him  for  the  sorrow  he  was 
about  to  inflict  upon  her. 

"  Nay,  you  must  not  be  angry  with  me, 
Niccol6/  said  Marianna,  observing  the  cloud 
which  passed  over  Iiis  face,  and  misinterprctiag 
its  cause,  '^  but  I  could  not  sleep— -I  feared  a 
thousand  things.  It  is  some  time  since  we  have 
been  separated  for  so  long.*^ 

**  And  yet,  my  Marianna,  after  this  it  may 
be  some  time  before  we  meet  agun,''  said  Fer- 
rante  averting  his  head  that  he  might  not  wit- 
ness the  fear  and  anguish  which  hb  words 
occasioned. 

**  Niccolo,"  said  the  young  girl  after  a  brief 
pause,  and  with  a  forced  and  unnatural  caha- 
ness,"  I  have  borne  much — very  much  for  one 


THB  PBIOE  OF  FAME.  119 

80  young — ^bat  I  can.  bear  yet  more  withoat 
shrinking— everything — bo  we  part  not  !** 

The  young  Poet  fiung  his  arms  around  her,  and 
gradually  her  wild  and  passionate  sobSf  ceased 
beneath  the  soothing  influence  of  his  words  and 
caresses,  and  the  habitual  obedience,  which  she 
had  ever  paid  to  the  slightest  wish  of  her  ido- 
lized brother,  resumed  its  sway. 

*'  Only  promise,"  said  Marianna,  clinging 
around  his  neck,  *'  that  should  you  be  ill  or  in 
trouble  you  will  send  for  me  inmiediately, 
let  you  be  where  you  wilL" 

^'  Doubt  it  not,  my  darlmg  sister,  for  who 
have  I  but  you  left  to  love  me.  Marianna, 
hitherto  have  I  brought  ypucmly  sorrow,  I 
have  been  a  blight  and  a  burden  upon  your 
young  life ;  butif  I  am  spared  you  shall  see 
how  differently  I  will  act" 

**  No,  no,"  Bud  Marianna,  be  the  same — I 
couM  not  love  you  more— you  hav8  ever  been 
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my  pride  nnd  glofy*  awJ  my  fif&t — my  onlr 
wbh,  would  be  to  ace  you  Imppy,*' 

**  Who  koawfi,"  saUl  Ferrante,  aasiiming  a 
levity  wliicli  lie  waa  fur  from  feeling,  **  tliat  I 
may  not  meet  with  Ippolita  in  my  tmrcb  i  m 
Aad  ou  my  return  tliat  my  little  Alariajiaa  him 
become  transformed  into  the  Coutitesa  Leoni 

"  Never  ?'  repUed  the  girl  somewhat  haugb 
tily,  "  Paul  Leoni  will  never  take  advantage 
of  the  absence  of  the  bmtherj   to  pre^^  hi 
rejected  euit  ti^wn  the  unprotected  sister,   anr 
if  he  Jid  I  would  seora  it  as  I  did  before ; — \mt 
ho  18  too  high-minded^ —  too  noble  —  and   I 
wrong  Ituu   by    the    Lliought.      Through  you 
must  lu3  second   |jropofiil   eome,    or    not    at 
all" 

**  Well,  wo  miiy  he  fricnd§  yet,  sit  least  ii 
isludl  be  no  fault  of  mine  if  it  bo  not  so*  But  I 
do  not  leave  you  unprotected,  Alarionna  ;  the 
Senora  Bellini  has  promised  me  that  ahe  will 
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not  quit  you ;  and  Carl  and  Luigt  are  to  be 
your  brothers  until  my  return." 

**  Does  not  Lnigi  go  with  yon  then?" 
''  The  Saints  forbid  r  exclaimed  Ferrante 
Tefaemently ;  but  he  checked  Umselfy  for  he 
ftlt  that  if  he  confessed  to  her^  that  the  con- 
stant presence  of  his  yom^  cousin^  rather  than 
the  vain  hope  of  recovered  heahh,  had  driven 
him  to  quit  his  home,  some  further  explanation 
would  be  necessary.  But  the  truth  was,  that 
the  bright  face  of  Luigi  Riccardi  seemed  a  per- 
petual reproach  to  him,  and  he  never  caught 
the  expression  of  his  dark  eyes,  or  listened  to 
the  tone  of  his  voice,  without  being  painfully 
reminded  of  her  whom  he  had  destroyed. 

**  I  never  rightly  understood,"  said  Marianna, 
^  what  you  and  Luigi  quarelled  about  on  that 
fatal  night  when,  arousedfrcxn  my  sleep,  by  the 
aound  of  lamentation,  I  found  poor  Beatrice 
hanging  wildly  over  your  insensible  form,  while 
her  brother  forcibly  attempted  to  drag  her 

VOL.   II.  o 
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away.  I  thought  of  nothing  theo,  snd  after- 
wardsi  when  poor  Loigi  seemed  bo  mwrf  fm 
what  he  had  doaei  I  hod  no  heart  to  questkn 
him." 

'  "  I  aiii  ghu]  tliat  you  did  not>"  said  Ferrante, 
"  Will  It  aatisfj  your  girlidi  curioaity,  Slari* 
aaim,  if  I  only  tell  you  that  what  pasaed   thal^^^ 
night,  muBt  ever  lemain  a  secret ;  the  know  ^M 
led^  would  avail  jou  littkj   and  might  make 
you  miserable  ;  for  my  sake  you  must  not  eeek 

^'  I  will  not,"  aaid  his  gister ;  **  Niceold^  so 
great  is  my  trust  and  oonfidence  in  your  lore,, 
that  I  no  longer  fed  any  curiosity  on  a  milgeet 
which  you  do  not  wtah  me  to  know.  But  to 
return  t«  that  saddest  of  all  themea,  our  separa- 
tion, doe.^  tlie  Prince  Allierti  know  of  your 
intentions  ?** 

**  He  doe;?,  I  took  my  leave  of  him  not  two 
houra  since." 

**  Ah  I  so  soon,** 
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-  **  Listen  to  me>  my  Mariaima,  I  depart  to* 
night,  wh^re  health  is  at  stake  no  time  is  to  be 
lost,  and  the  ceremony  of  leave  taking  is  a 
torturing  one ;  but  more  than  all,  I  fear  a  re- 
newal of  that  blind  homage,  with  which  they 
have  but  just  overwhelmed  me.  Could  they 
tell  how  I  despised  them  for  it — what  wild 
reproaches  it  gave  me  for  all  that  I  have  suffer* 
ed  in  ist  attainment,  they  would,  at  least,  let 
me  pass  on  in  peace  and  silence.'' 

"  Niccolo,''  said  his  sister,  her  fear  becoming 
swallowed  up  in  her  pride,  **  these  repinings  are 
vain.  After  all,  yours  is  a  glorious  destiny,  and 
the  people  do  well  to  worship  you — ^to  make 
much  of  you;  for  where  would  they  find  ano- 
ther Ferrante.  As  for  those  who  think  dif- 
ferenUy— for  the  proud  and  all-perfect  Leoni 
and  his  followers — for  the  weak-minded  Ippolita> 
(forgive  me  for  calling  her  so)  I  would  have 
you  defy  theml—Forget  them  I — Theie  are 
others  almost  as  beautiful  and  as  good;  and 
o  3 
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ev^n  if  it  were  not  so,  is  it  not  aomctimig  to 
know  that  the  name  of  him  whom  they  dare  to 
aeperse — the  uamc  of  the  Poet! — shall  suntv^ 
eY6r}ihiiig  and  be  an  honoured  sound  In  Italy, 
m  long  as  the  love  of  the  beautiful  and  the  true 
exists  in  the  minde  of  her  children-" 

Niccolo  bowed  down  hU  head  in  ahame  and 
anguish,  for  he  felt  that  he  had  indeed 
earned  an  eternity  of  iofainy,  and  the 
curses  of  the  good  for  ages  yet  to  come  I  But 
Alarianna  saw  only  with  the  eyes  of  the  young 
and  pure-hearted,  who  thinking  no  evil  find 
none.  Secure  in  the  unsullied  innoeeaee  of  her 
own  heart,  she  had  passed  repeatedly  over  ll^ai 
fatal  and  dangerous  jstieam  of  eloqueoee  anO 
impiety,  Ferrante*^  Fu'st  Poem,  and  gatliered 
only  flowers  on  tlie  margin  without  peoetratbg 
farther  than  the  bright,  treacheroua  surface 
which  eoucealed  the  dark  waters  beyond.  She 
had  read  too,  with  the  prejudiced  fondness  of 
her  woman  8  heart,  and  if  she  had  found  ought 
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to  cavil  at,  would  have  laid  it  to  the  account  of 
her  own  imperfect  judgment,  which  had  not 
understood  it  rightly,  rather  than  believe  that 
her  brother  could  wantonly  put  forth  such 
wild  and  unsubstantial  dogmas.  Or^  if  there 
were  some  few  glaring  improprieties  which 
even  she  could  not  pass  over,  she  remembered 
his  passionate  recantation  of  them  when  he  had 
flung  himself  at  her  feet  and  implored  her  to 
believe  them  not 

The  first  faint  crimson  streak  of  daylight 
was  just  visible  in  the  horizon  when  Ferrante 
tore  himself  away,  and  departed  in  siTenee 
from  the  city.  Marianna  and  her  brother  had 
separated  for  the  first  time. 


126 


THE  PIKE  OF  FA3IE. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


**  I  have  known 
Tlw  ftilocH  of  hnmilulion  far 
I  hare  sank  before  my  vain  dctpair— and  knelt 
To  my  ovn  desolation  !** 

By  BON. 


It  wae  once  observed  to  Aristotle,  that  a 
{lanicular  friend  of  hia  had  derived  no  good 
from  a  tour  which  he  had  undertaken,  in  the 
hope  of  beuefidng  his  health;  on  which  oo- 
cos^ion  the  philosopher  is  said  to  have  replied 
**  tliat  the  reason  lay  in  his  liaving  travelled  along 
with  himself.*'  An  answer  as  remarkable  for  it> 
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truthfulness,  as  for  its  beautiful  simplicity. 
The  same  cause  poisoned  all  the  enjoyment, 
which  such  a  mind  as  Ferrante's  might  other- 
wise have  felt,  and  the  memory  of  the  past 
threw  a  dark  cloud  over  the  cheerless  pre- 
sent. 

He  had  sojourned  for  a  time  at  Padua — rare 
old  Padua  ! — with  its  long  cloister  looking 
streets  and  old  fashioned  houses.  Its  calm 
waters  and  green  quiet  gardens,  while  above 
all,  lie  the  turfy  ramparts  affording  a  distinct 
\'iew  of  the  white  Alps  beyond.  So  still  and 
so  sequestered  is  this  city,  that  one  may  walk 
by  the  hour  together  beneath  the  long  arcades, 
hearing  no  sound  but  t\}e  dull  echo  of  his  own 
footsteps,  and  where  he  need  not  even  see  the 
sun  if  he  do  not  wish  iU  The  birthplace  of 
the  divine  Petrarch  I  and  the  spot  where  that 
splendid  Architect  Palladio  wrought  his  own 
eternal  monument     He  visited  the  tomb  of 
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the  Poet,  that  place  so  exquisitely  desscribcd  by 
Bogera — 


**  Within  tliree  b^guea  and  le»  of  Padua 
(Tha  Paduan  Smdent  knciwi  it*  hoqourt  it,) 
A  lonely  tombttone  id  m  mvuniaiu  ebttrohyafdi^ 


and  tried  to  recal  all  tlie  boyish  enthusiasm, 
vfith  wliiohhe  hadonec  huog  entraucedover  those 
mimitablj  beautiful  and  padsiouate  efiiisions  of 
which  Byron>  m  his  subtle  knowledge  of  the 
humon  hearty  and  tlie  spirit  of  reddesa  satire^ 
with  which  he  delight€d  to  lay  bare  its  weak* 
neascSi  says  — 


*'  Think  you  if  Laura  had  b««u   Petimre1i*f  vfife 
He  vrould  have  vrritten  Bcmuett  a}l  hia  life  f 


But  the  tijne  had  gone  by  forever.  Poetry  waa 
not  made  for  the  old — for  the  world- wearied ; 
their  cold,  poaaioiUess  gaze,  should  never  rest 
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upon  those  visions  of  freshness  and  beauty, 
which  have  long  since  passed  away.  There  is 
no  poetry  in  the  world,  and  those  who  know 
least  of  real  life,  will  be  found  to  pore  the  most 
eagerly  over  the  glowing  page  of  ideal  happi- 
ness. Poetry  to  the  young  is  what  it  was 
originally  intended  to  be  by  its  gifted  and  inspir- 
ed authors — a  passion! — a  dream !— a  bright  spot 
amidst  the  dark  realities  of  actual  existence ; — 
after  that  it  becomes  an  enigma  and  a  mockery. 
Let  any  man  turn  back  after  the  lapse  of  weary 
years,  to  the  book  that  charmed  his  boyish 
fancy,  and  woke  up  the  spirit  of  young  romance 
within  him,  and  he  will  read  in  the  altered 
feelings  with  which  he. peruses  it,  the  change 
that  has  come  over  his  heart. 

The  difference  will  be  found  to  be  as  great 

as  that  of  the  traveller,  who  with  the  di*eamy 

recollections  of  the  summer  palaces  of  Venice 

— her  soft  glowing     skies  '-^  her    nights    of 

o  5 
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sweetness,  aiid  her  dayd  of  beauty ;  revimts  her 
once  agEUi  at  the  period  of  her  brief  winter^ 
finu  eliudders  as  th§  chill  winda  sweep  over  hie 
dark  and  solitary  gondoliL 

There  was  something  touching  m  the 
appearance  of  Niccolo  Ferrante  as  he  bent  over 
the  tomb  of  Petrarch,  One  Poet  mounung 
for  another  with  that  deep  absorbing  grief 
which  knows  no  touch  of  earthly  eeLfiahne^e. 
We  may  satimep  wc  may  enyy ; — we  may 
even  hate^  our  living  contenii>orariesj  but  we 
reverence  our  dead  1  And  yet  even  then  he 
could  not  help  contrasting  his  own  sad  destiny 
with  that  of  the  kindred  spirit  who  lay  mould- 
ering beneath  his  feet  Petnutih  had  immor- 
talized her  he  loved,  while  he  bad  crushed  and 
destroyed  tho  being  on  whom  the  blighting 
curse  of  his  afiectton  had  fallen.  In  tlie  wild 
ambition  of  his  boyhood,  the  fame  of  the 
illusttioui   Tasso  had   excited   hiB  cnvys   but 
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now,  now,  when  he  had  well  nigh  .equalled  it, 
he  envied  him  only  for  that  madness  that 
brought  oblivion  with  it. 

It  was  night — night  upon  the  far  and  bound- 
less ocean,  with  the  bright  heavens  above  and 
only  one  little  plank  beneath  to  separate  the 
hardy  mariner  from  eternity,  one  moment  the 
crescent  moon  was  dimly  visible  as  she  strug- 
gled on  through  the  thickly  folded  clouds,  and 
then  on  a  sudden  they  woidd  rush  wildly  over 
her,  and  all  was  again  darkness:  while  the 
booming  of  the  ocean,  and  the  heavy  flapping 
of  the  sails  were  the  only  sounds  which  could 
be  heard,  on  board  that  little  vessel  Niccol6 
Ferrante  stood  leaning  against  the  side,  or 
walked  the  slippery  deck  with  a  haughty  §tep, 
and  gloomy,  and  contracted  brow ;  while  those 
sailors  who  were  not  more  actively  employed  lay 
in  picturesque  groups  upon  the  deck  whispering 
to  each  other  those  wild  tales  and  superstitions 
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the  heanng  of  which  charmii  mw^j  the  monotOD] 
of  a  M  life 

Thef«  was  an  eloqueiiee  and  poetry  b  tlie 
foUowing  legend  which  drew  bta  attention 
ia  spite  of  himself. 


THE  MONSTER 


Obi  the  blessing  of  the  load  eye  sndtlie 
gsntle  voice  as  they  faU  apon  a  heart  sewed 
and  withered  by  the  world's  scorn  1  So  thought 
Albert  Veoni,  a^  his  gondola  ewept  noiselesslf 
over  the  dark  blue  waters.  Hia  head  rested  in 
the  lap  of  a  young  girl,  wbo  bent  over  him  like 
a  guardian  spirit,  while  the  wind  wreathed  her 
golden  tresses  amid  the  dark  elf  locka  of  her 
companion^  until  they  almost  seemed  to  ghed 
a  glory  over  his  bowed  head.  But  few  worda 
were  exchanged  between  them,  and  the  flash* 
ing  eyes  of  Veoni  were  fixed   adoringly  on 


THE   PRICE   OF   FAME.  133 

the  sweet  face    which    bent    smilingly    orer 
him« 

Albert  Veonil — Who  has  not  heard  that 
name  of  terror  ?  The  maidens  qf  Italy  cross 
themselves  and  tremble  at  the  sound.  The 
mothers  press  their  beauteous  infants  closer  to 
their  hearts  in  pious  gratitude  to  heaven  that 
they  are  not  like  him.  The  shuddering  chil- 
dren shriek  aloud  for  fear;  and  strong  men 
utter  it  with  blanched  cheek  and  quivering  lips. 
In  truth  he  was  fearful  to  look  upon,  giganti* 
cally  tall,  with  wild  distorted  form,  and  white 
unearthly  features.  One  of  those  wretched 
beings,  who,  spared  in  infancy  with  mistaken 
kindness,  live  a  long  life  of  irremediable  woe  t 
It  would  have  been  well  for  him  if,  like  most 
other  monsters,  he  had  lost  with  the  form  of 
roan  all  his  reasoning  powers — his  haunting 
wishes— his  wild  hopes  and  passionate  desires  ; 
if  his  high  intellect  could  have  been  changed 
to   wandering  idiocy,  which   sits  in  the   sun. 
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and  fimilea  the  more  men  sooff  at  it  But,  as 
it  was,  shunned — hated — mocked  at  whenever 
he  ventured  abroad--deiiied  all  sympathy  with 
his  fellow  men,  a  bitter  and  quenchless  hatred 
for  them  sprang  up  in  his  soul,  and  served  him 
instead  of  those  vain  longings  for  better  and 
holier  things,  which  had  made  the  dreams  of 
hid  solitary  boyhood.  And  yet  in  his  heart 
there  was  a  slakcless  thirst  after  something  to 
love  —  something  which  unlike  his  present 
treasures,  the  flowers,  could  answer  when  he 
8{)oko,  and  would  not  droop  and  fade  the  mo- 
ment he  placed  them  within  his  bosom.  Some- 
thing to  live  for — to  devote  all  tlie  concentra- 
ted feelings  of  his  heart  upon — he  yearned  to 
pour  forth  the  well-spring  of  his  burning 
passions  and  die  I  Night  and  morning  he 
prayed  in  the  glorious  sunrise,  and  under  the 
stars  of  heaven,  for  such  a  being  to  shine  upon 
liis  solitary  path,  and  the  prayer  of  a  lonely 
spirit  was  heard  at  length. 
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Zilla  wa8  all  that  we  dream  of  maiden  loveli- 
ness; gentle— meek — devoted!  nature  had  been 
lavish  in  her  gifts,  but  'she  had  formed  a 
beautiful  world  without  a  sun— -the  girl  was 
blind !  She  knew  only  that  Albert's  voice  was 
touchingly  sweet,  as  he  poured  forth  the  wild 
impassioned  tenderness  of  his  love ;  that  he 
was  ever  near  to  guard  her  from  harm;  to 
soothe  her  fears  and  bear  her  in  his  arms  over 
the  narrow  bridge,  or  across  the  foaming  tor- 
rent, which  in  her  darkness  she  had'  feared  to 
tread  alone,  as  tenderly  as  though  she  had  been 
a  little  child.  That  he  led  her  were  the  flowers 
were  sweetest,  and  wove  them  into  fresh  cool 
garlands,  which  he  would  bind  around  her 
brow,  and  then  touching  it  lightly  with  his  lips 
call  her  his  queen ! — the  queen  of  his  soul  I 
and  Zilla  forgot  to  mourn  that  she  was  blind, 
and  remembered  only  how  much  she  was 
beloved. 

It   was  evening — evening  upon  the    Lago 
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!Maggiorc  I  the  fishennen  itcglected  dieir  nets 
and  yielded  themselves  up  to  the  eotmfieeiii€Bt 
of  that  witcliing  hour.  The  peaaants^  with 
their  plctiiresque  costumes  ond  benutifid  fiic^s^ 
wandered  upon  its  shores  in  the  golden  sun- 
lightj  like  sso  many  moYing  picture,  or  gather^ 
ed  together  in  linshed  groups  listened  with 
flashing  eyea  and  earnest  faees  to  the  wild  talcs 
of  the  Iniprovisatorej  those  wandering  poeta  so 
pectdimf  to  Italy.  Afiir  off  might  be  ^^een  a 
band  of  joyous  girls  dancing  with  white  feet 
and  glistening  hair,  to  the  melody  of  their  owb 
happy  voices.  While  some  pale  and  tbought- 
fiil  elder  sister  could  be  obeervet]  at  a  little 
distance,  sitting  beneath  tbe  ehadow  of  the  treei 
und  calming  the  impatient  restlessneas  of  a 
group  of  bright-eyed  children  by  the  i^ation 
of  some  dark  legend  or  fearful  liietorj'.  Slie 
epolce  now  of  the  Slonstcr  Vcon!,  of  his  gigan- 
tic stature,  which  she  likened  to  a  scathed  tree. 
Of  hia  featurcFj  resembling  a  dream  of  the  eril 


4 


I 


I 
I 


TUE   PRICE   OF   FAME.  137 

one,  or  that  strange  picture  which  drove  the 
Artist,  who  conceived,  and  all  spectators  daring 
enough  t  j  gaze  upon  it,  raving  mad  !  She 
Bpoke  of  the  unhallowed  fire  of  his  eyes,  and 
the  strange  mu^ic  of  his  voice  ;  imtil  tlieir 
young  faces  grew  whiter  and  whiter,  and  the 
little  circle  narrowed  around  her  in  fearful  ex- 
pectation of  what  was  to  follow. 

Meanwhile  the  object  of  their  fear,  apart  fix>m 
those  who  would  have  fled  in  horror  from  his 
vicinity,  sat  uiK)n  the  green  earth  in  the  fading 
twilight,  and  looked  eagerly  for  her  without 
whom  it  would  indeed  have  been  a  wilderness 
to  him.  Nor  did  he  wait  long  before  the  hesi- 
tating tread  of  her  little  feet  among  tlie  long 
grass  fell  on  his  cars  like  music  She  came 
timidly  forward,  stretdiing  outlier  arms  without 
speaking,  towards  the  spot  where  she  had  never 
yet  failed  to  find  him,  and  smiling  her  grateful 
thanks  for  his  gentle  kindness ;  and  then  tliey 
sat  down  together  among  the  flowers  with  the 
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Lngo  ehiDing  at  their  feet  and  the  spires  of  the 
distant  city  fading  gradually  away  in  the  wa- 
ning light 

*'  Alas  my  Zilla  T  siud  Veoni  *<  why  rnnrt 
this  sublime  scene  be  lost  to  you  alone?  Why 
arc  your  eyes  only  closed  to  a  loveliness  upon 
which  every  other  earthly  thing  can  gaze  and 
rejoice  ?"' 

*^  Albert,"  replied  the  girl  In  a  low  voice, 
''  I  have  never  felt  or  lamented  my  blindoesi^ 
but  when  it  denied  me  ix)wer  to  gaze  on  thee, 
when  you  have  sat  by  me  for  hours  without 
a  word,  and  I  longed  to  look  upon  thy  face  and 
try  to  read  there  if  you  were  angry  with  me, 
that  I  might  ask  your  forgiveness,  or  sorrowful 
that  I  might  soothe  or  weep  with  thee.  When 
your  hands  have  burnt  and  trembled  in  mine^ 
and  yet  you  have  said  you  were  well,  and  spoke 
in  ])layful  kindness  even  while  I  felt  your  hot 
tears  ftilling  like  rain  ujwn  my  uplifted  brow. 
Then  I  have  tliought  if  I  could  but  see,  how  1 
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would  watch  every  change  in  that  beloved 
countenance  and  minister  to  every  passing  wish 
even  before  you  could  find  words  to  express  it 
in,  but  the  Saints  are  merciful,  and  all  tliis 
may  yet  be." 

Veoni  drew  her  towards  him  and  smiled,  for 
he  dreamt  not  that  there  was  meaning  in  her 
words. 

"To-morrow,''  continued  the  girl,  "  I  shall 
leave  you  for  a  time,  they  are  going  to  take  me 
to  one  who  has  the  reputation  of  being  able  by 
his  magical  skill  to  make  the  blind  see ,  and 
then—" 

She  paused,  but  Veoni  spoke  not,  his 
heart  sank  within  him,-  and  he  could  only  press 
her  hands  to  Ids  li^js  and  weep  over  them  in 
an  agony  that  mocked  controul ;  he  could  not 
wish  that  darkness  might  pass  away  which  con- 
stituted his  light. 

"  Not  one  word,  my  beloved  1 — will  you  not 
rejoice   with  me  ?    Shall  we  not  visit  scenes 
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ru>Ieioi  familimr  to  ice  from  jourdiscriptioiis? 
g^e  C3  my  nadve  knd?  its  hrigfat  gunshine 
vLjfse  wumth  ^addeiu  me  even  now?— its 
lowers  vhich  I  have  &nded  must  be  as  sweet 
:•>  kvk  u;x>3  as  to  inhale? — ita  marmuriog 
va:ers  and  gorgeoos  skies  l>ut  more  than  all 
ii^  ciulinen ! — Oh !  will  yon  not  rejoice  with 
y..:ur  Zilla  in  the  new  and  beautiful  worid 
which  is  opening  to  her?* 

V«:x>iu  pressed  his  cold  lips  to  her  brow,  and 
:rioJ  to  whisper  of  ji»y,  to  hope  for  her  happ- 
^e^«  oven  though  it  should  be  founded  on  the 
ttcrnal  wivck  uf  liisi. 

The-  <liadows  of  evening  gathered  silently 
•  vcr  the  city,  the  Iniprovisatore  went  home  to 
vlrcAiu  ;— his  auditors  to  ponder  over  the  wiU 
s:ories  rlioy  had  listened  to;— the  merry  dancen 
to  smile  ench  upon  s<huc  separate  home  of  love; 
— tl;o  liiilo  children  to  start  from  their  broken 
sJunibers,  and  murmur  once  again  the  terror^ 
hauniiiig  name  of  Veoni ; — the  pale  girl  to  her 
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vigils — but  our  strangely  matched  pair  still  sat 
hand  in  hand  where  we  left;  them. 

**  Zilla,"  said  Albert!  in  a  hoarse  and  broken 
voice,  "  you  may  perchance  have  heard  tell 
of  Veoni^  the  monster  of  Italy  ?" 

**  Often,  often,"  repHed  the  maiden  shudder* 
ing  and  clinging  yet  closer  to  him,  ^^  but  why 
speak  now  of  that  fearful  being  ?" 

"  Because  I  would  supplicate  your  pity  for 
him.  How  has  he  deserved  the  scorn  and 
hatred  of  the  world?  only  because  nature  in  a 
peevish  mood  formed  him  unlike  his  fellow-men. 
Yet  for  that  reason  is  he  less  a  man — less  capable 
of  feeling  in  an  intense  degree — less  the  child  of 
earth,  the  inheritor  of  the  promised  heavens  ? 
My  beloved !  a  bitter  fate  may  have  narrowed 
the  circle  of  his  affections,  but  it  has  concen- 
trated them,  it  has  bound  them  with  iron  links 
to  the  one  frail  chain  on  which  depends  the 
hopes  of  his  existence,  and  his  heart  breaks  Mrith 
it.  He  has  his  dreams— his  imaginings  his*  yearn* 
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itigfl  after  the  baiutiful  like  other  men,  anly  that 
tliej  arc  more  pasBianate— more  pure— it  mmy  te 
from  their  very  hopelessness.    That  love  which 

maVch  the  8ix>rt  of  their  itOe  hours,  h  the  visbn 
of  liis  whole  life.  He  hai  no  other  thought — 
no  joy— no  hope — nothing  but  thi5  in  a  world 
which  else  had  been  weary  indeed," 

"  But  surely  no  one  could  love  such  n  being 
as  I  have  heard  this  monster  descrilicd  to  be  ?" 
said  the  girL 

"  But  he  nmy  loveJ' 

**  True,  and  therefore  I  will  tiy  to  pity  and 
not  hate  thi^  i>oor  Veoni  !** 

"  He  thanks  you  even  for  thia/'  replied  her 
companion,  liowing  down  hia  heiid^  but  there 
were  feelings  within  hini  w^hich  would  not  be 
controlled,  and  after  a  few  moments'  pau^e  he 
added  in  a  scarcely  audible  voice,  "  Zilla,  if  I — 
your  Albert,  were  to  kneel  down  at  your  feet 
and  own  my  gel  f  that  monster^cotdd  you  etill 
lore  me  ?'' 
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The  maiden  fixed  her  aightless  eyes  wildly 
upon  hid  face,  as  though  she  would  -read  its 
/earful  workings  while  her  own  grew  white 
with  eagerness ;  but  gradually  the  doubt  and 
agony  of  that  glance  passed  away  before  the 
confiding  trust  of  her  young  heart,  she 
drew  her  hand  dreamily  across  her  brow  as  if 
to  banish  some  obtruding  thought^  and  smiled 
tranquilly  as  she  replied. 

"  Albert,  a  heart  once  plighted  is  no  longer 
ours  to  recal:  whatever  you  are,  I  am  thine 
only!" 

Yeoni  replied  not,  but  he  kissed  the  sinless 
brow  uplifted  to  his,  and  prayed  to  heaven  that 
the  mists  might  fall  from  those  beautiful  eyes, 
even  though  their  first  glance  should  be  turned 
from  him  in  horror  I 

That  night,  for  the  last  time  for  weeks — for 
years — it  might  even  be  for  ever,  they  swept 
together  over  the  moonlit  waters.  The  hum 
of  merry  voices-— the  revel  shout— the  swell  of 
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mirthful  tnuae — or  more  jo  joud  stilly  of  womin'i 
laughter,  fell  Hi  inten  aL*  on  the  ear ;  but  the 
deep  happiaees  of  their  hearts  found  no  utter-, 
ance  in  words^  Their  bands  weite  dae[)ed  to- 
gether ;  the  Monster  dreamt  as  even  the  nioBt 
wretdiecl  will  dream  eometimes^ — the  maiden 
longed  earnestly  for  the  hour  when  Elie  might 
look  into  those  fond  ejes,  ifhose  burning 
glance  she  felt  to  be  cYen  now  upon  her,  and 
amile  back  their  look  of  love^  She  wondered 
whether  they  would  be  half  aa  eloquent  as  she 
had  pictured  them  to  her  imoginatioQ,  and  n'ai 
almost  sure  they  were  blacky  because  she  liked 
dark  eye-i  in  a  man, 

^  Woultl  that  I  could  read  yonr  thoughts? , 
my  ZillaT  6aid  Veoni,  at  length,  in  bid  Btift, 
melodious  voice. 

"  They  would  scarcely  repay  your  trouble^'' 
replied  the  girl 

*'  But  I  would  only  ^ek  to  ascertain  whether 
I  held  any  share  in  them/ 
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**  Be  at  rest  theii^  for  they  were  all  of  you. 
I  was  trying  to  fiuicy  what  you  were 
Kke." 

^  The  knowledge  will  come  Boon  enough,''- 
soid  Veoni  sadly, 

*'  The  Saints  grant  it  I  But»  in  the  interval,* 
as  there  is  no  fear  of  my  being  fisappeintedt  I 
intend  giving  the  reins  to  my  imaginatimi— but 
yon  tremble,  dearest  T 

"  It  is  nothing." 

*^  You  always  tell  me  so ;  but  I  am  sure  you 
are  ill,  or  unhappy," 

**  Is  it  not  natural  for  me  to  be  the  latter, 
when  we  are  so  soon  to  part  ?" 

**  Aye,  but  only  to  meet  again  in  joy  V 

^  It  is  not  ours  to  know  the  future,"  said 
Veoni  gloomily. 

**  But  we  may  always  hope.— Nay,  Albert, 
you  shall  not  make  me  melancholy,"  and  she 
dung  closer  to  him,  and  wound  her  white  arms 
caressingly  around  him. 

VOL.     II.  H 
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**  I  would  not  for  worlds^  dear  one  1  Ttb 
trG(EiquU  brow  was  never  meant  to  pale  bcnettli 
the  heavj  hand  of  despair ; — tlieae  emiling  Hp 
to  quiver  and  blanch  In  fearM  agony ; — that 
blooming  eheek  to  fade  like  a  parched  flower; 
— the  Saiata  preserve  thee,  Zilla  I" 

*'  Albert,*'  gaid  the  girl,  *'  jou  have  oftco 
told  me,  andj  even  in  my  little  experience^  I 
have  felt  that  there  is  much  evil  in  tJie  world  i 
but  I  am  gafe  in  your  love^  and  fear  it  not  i 
the  same  eye  that  has  watched  over  me  «ci 
long  will  not  fail  me  in  the  hour  of  need.'* 

^'  Yon  must  look  to  heavent  and  not  to  me^ 
my  Zilla  r 

**  To  both^ — to  bothr*  esiclaimed  the  girl 
passionatclj ;  "  for  are  you  not  my  beaveii 
ujK>n  earth  ?" 

Hours  tiew  unheeded  by,  ai*  tJiej  only  do  at 
one  period  of  out  lives,  when  in  our  joy  wo 
forget  to  take  notes  of  that  which  in  after 
yeara  amply  revenges  itself  for  the  omisaion* 
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and  makes  us  count  with  aching  hearts  every 
link  of  the  bright  chain  of  our  existence^  even 
from  its  very  beginning ;  and  when  the  joyous 
past,  and  the  hopeless  future  haunt  and  em^^ 
bitter  every  moment  of  the  lingering  present. 
The  farewell  has  been  spoken  at  length,  and 
the  maiden  has  gone,  like  a  thing  of  lights  full 
of  bright  hopes  and  joyous  anticipations,  while 
her  lover,  prostrate  on  the  ground,  wept  in 
desolation  of  spirit,  for  she  might  never  come 
again! 

Months  passed  and  the  blind  girl  returned 
no  more  to  her  home,  or  rather  her  adopted 
home,  for  she  was  an  orphan  and  knew  neither, 
name  or  friends.  Veoni  appeared  once  again 
in  the  public  places — he  courted  the  scoffs  and 
hatred  of  man — he  gloried  in  their  terror  and 
despised  their  scorn — he  laughed  in  reckless- 
ness at  the  bitter  taunt  which  would  once  have 
crushed  his  spirit  to  the  earth ;  for  there  was  a 
terrible  excitement  in  all  this  which  deadened 
II  3 
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the  aenso  of  bercaycmeiit)  the  gentle  influence 
of  years  was  swept  awajr  at  once.  Cliildrea^ 
M4m  liatl  listened  to  tales  of  him  along  witli  * 
thonBand  other  dark  and  fearfnl  legends,  now 
moved  about  with  fear  and  tremblmg^  expect- 
inrr  to  see  all  the  horrible  fictigns  implanted  in 
their  yotmg  iniiiginations  atart  into  life  and 
cvms  their  daily  path  as  Veoni  had  done. 
They  believed  in  tlie  eKiBtencc  of  the  iDTisiblci^H 
and  uuroal,  and  a  gloom  fell  upon  thenu  An^* 
evil  spirit  seemed  abroad  in  the  hindi  and  those 
who  shuddered  at  its  influence  dreamt  not  bow 
kindness  and  sympathy  would  have  laid  it  at 
rest  for  even 

Onee  again  it  was  evening,  not  the  tranquil 
hour  of  blue  ekiea  and  lingeiing  suneeta-^of 
hushed  voices,  and  calm  and  gentler  thotight«i« 
— when  the  ewtth  looks  as  fair  and  holy  um 
though  no  sin  dwelt  on  it,  and  only  the  pure 
in  heart  were  permitted  to  wander  abroad  at 
such  a  time.     When   we   think  less  of   tliis 
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irorld^  an  1  more  of  that  which  is  to  come,  and 
the  memory  of  the  dead  in  heaven  divide  our 
hearts  with  the  still  beloved  on  earth,  and 
make  ua  silent,  but  not  sad*  It  was  an  evening 
of  revelry  and  mirth  in  the  halls  of  Gonarto ; 
a  thousand  glittering  lamps  put  to  shame  the 
pale,  quiet  stars ;  and  the  heavy  and  perfumed 
air  swept  away  the  faint,  sweet  scent  of  the 
night  flowers,  and  stole  the  breezy  freshness 
from  the  wandering  gale,  which  rung  with 
music  and  light  laughter.  That  night  a  double 
event  was  to  be  commemorated — the  restora- 
tion of  the  young  heiress  of  Gonarto  to  sight 
and  her  long  usurped  estates;  but  Zilla  sat 
iq)art  from  all,  shutting  out  with  her  small, 
white  hands  the  sight  of  that  splendour  which 
seemed  only  to  mock  and  dazzle  her;  while 
the  rich  and  heavy  robes  she  wore,  and  the 
priceless, gems  which  pressed  upon  her  young 
brow,  and  glittered  in  her  shining  hair,  con- 
trasted strangely  with  the  slight  form,  and 
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pale  nnsek     face    of     the    youthiul    heifen. 
It  might  te  that  her  lotig-darkcuecl  eyes  wctc 
all  unused  to  such  gorgeous  dcea^,  or  thiit  her 
heart  waa  not  in  them^  but  had  wandered  back 
to  times  long  paat*  when   she  was   ixKjr  anJ 
bliud^  but  yet  so  happy^   happier  she  feareil 
than  she  should  ever  be  again*    Ortliat  a  voii^j 
for  voices  will  haunt  us,  wm  ringing  pleasandy  < 
in  her  ears  as  in  days  gone  by,  now  sootkingly — 
now  caressingly — now  supplicatingly,  that  sh^J 
would  remember  him ;  or,  lifted  up  in  despair^ 
because  he  had  lost  hen     The  rich  and  giiled 
heiress  of  Gonarto  would  have  many  friend^ 
but  the  bUnd  girl  had  but  one,  and  she  wept 
for  him. 

It  was  imMt  midnight  before  the  gueiita  be^ 
gan  to  de])art,  Zilla  smiled  on  dlf  and  each 
smile  was  sweeter  and  brighter  than  tlic  last, 
for  she  longed  to  be  alone.  Suddenly  a  wild 
scream  was  heard,  followed  by  a  rush  of  de- 
parting   footsteps  J     a    brief   struggle    in  the 
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crowded  doorway,  and  the  Monster  knelt  down 
in  those  now  deserted  halls  at  the  feet  of  his 
beloved  one.  For  a  moment  she  shrank  fear- 
fully from  his  touch,  but  he  spoke,  he  breathed 
her  name,  he  called  her  Zilla — his  Zilla !  and 
the  tones  fell  on  her  heart  like  a  forgotten 
melody:  she  flung  her  white  jewelled  arms 
about  his  neck,  laid  lier  beautiful  head  upon 
his  bosom,  and  wept ;  but  they  were  tears  of 
joy  :  while  Veoni  looked  into  those  eyes,  which 
now  timidly  returned  his  passionate  gaze,  and 
forgot  even  his  own  fearful  identity.  In  the 
hour  of  man's  pride  the  love  of  woman  is  a  frail 
thing  which  may  fiul  him  when  he  is  most  sure 
of  it ;  but  in  sorrow — in  dependance — in  degra- 
dation it  clings  to  him  with  an  all-enduring 
constancy.  The  more  the  world  scorns  and 
taunples  on  him  the  closer  she  presses  to  his 
side,  the  brighter  grows  her  smile,  the  deeper 
her  affection,  and  when  all  desert  she  loves  him 
be«t  and  truest,  because  he  then  needs  it  most 
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Tliere  m  a  stitwge  cbarm  in  making  tlie  happi- 
ness of  one  lonely  lieart,  wliicli  else  pesfaipe 
had  been  broken  long  ago,  eartli  holds  not  a 
purer  or  a  dearer  1 

The  lamps  went  out  one  by  one,  the  flowers 
withered  and  droo^Kid  from  the  wBih  in  the 
cold  grey  light  of  monrnig*  and  every  thing 
remains  to  this  day  as  tliey  lefl  it  Uien ;  the 
lieiress  of  Gonarto  never  returned  to  claim  her 
own.  Once  again  the  terrible  name  of  Veooi 
has  passed  into  a  tale,  and  while  some  mom 
themselvesj  and  pray  heaven  to  preserve  tbem 
from  such  a  lover ;  a  few  dare  to  think  it  pos- 
sible that  Zilla  may  even  be  happy  \n  the  wild 
destiny  she  has  chosen,  becauae  lAey  laved  our 
another  above  all  the  irorid,^^ 

So  ended  the  Mariner's  story. 

The  Captain  was  a  young  and  handa>mc 
man»  with  a  careless  step,  and  a  bold  bright 
eye,  the  momentary  kindling  of  which,  m  he 
paused  to  listen  to  Ibeir  wild  talee,  was  quench* 
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ed  in  bitter  scorn,  as  though  such  things  had 
ceased  to  have  any  oharm  for  him. 

^'  Shall  we  not  have  a  storm  to-night?"  asked 
Ferrante,  looking  round  at  length  and  catching 
the  keen  glance  of  the  young  man  fixed  intent- 
ly on  him. 

**  It  is  more  than  probable,  Senor,  from  the 
appearance  of  the  weather/'  relied  the  sailor 
carelessly,  **  and  not  a  light  one  I  fear ;  but 
there  is  no  danger ;  my  men  will  place  their 
confidence  in  the  protection  of  the  saints." 

"  And  you  ?"  said  Ferrante. 

•*  Will  trust  to  my  own  skill,  and  their 
courage,"  replied  the  man  with  a  slight  laugh, 
**  it  will  serve  us  in  better  need." 

**  I  doubt  it  not,"  said  Ferrante  in  the  same 
tone,  while  he  drew  his  cloak  still  closer  around 
him,  pnd  resumed  his  former  attitude  of 
thoughtful  meditation. 

**  Have  the  legends  of  our  mariners  no  in- 
terest for  you,  Senor?"  asked  the  Captain, 
h5 
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**you  would  find  some  of  theni  well  woitli 
listening  to,  and  Et  least  they  might  serve  to 
pass  away  the  time*** 

*'I  thank  you  for  your  courtesy^  replied 
the  Foet«  *'  but  I  am  so  used  to  the  compcmioiH 
ship  of  my  own  thouglite,  that  I  require  no* 
thing  else." 

**  You  are  happy  then  in  having  pleasant 
onee/'  replied  the  Captain  gloomily,  **  for  my- 
eelf>  I  dare  not  think  T 

*•  No,  no,^  exclaiioed  Ferrante,  betrayed  out 
of  his  self-contronl,  "  you  are  wrong — ^they 
destroy — they  madden  me  ! — but  I  cannot 
banish  them.'^ 

•'  The  saints  comfort  you  I**  said  the  Captain 
as  ho  moved  away  to  another  part  of  the 
vee&eL 

And  somewhat  aroused  from  his  aelfisfa 
abAndonment,  Permute  looked  after  him  with 
mingled  feelings  of  curiosity  and  interest*  He 
was  rather  below  the  middle  size,  but  flight 
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and  active  in  figure ;  and  his  dress  although 
composed  of  the  coarsest  materials^  had  the 
colours  so  well,  and  skilfully  blended,  as  to 
give  it  that  picturesque  beauty  of  appearance 
Yrith  which  the  lower  classes  on  the  continent 
manage  to  compensate  for  the  absence  of  more 
costly  garments.  A  crimson  scarf  wound 
around  his  waist  held  a  long^  glittering  cutlass 
and  pistols,  while  the  jewelled  handle 
which  peeped  from  beneath  his  open  vest,  shew- 
ed that  he  was  not  without  that  national 
weapon,  which  seems  to  come  so  readily  to  the 
hand  of  an  Italian — ^his  knife.  The  forehead 
of  the  young  sailor  was  low  and  broad,  and  its 
excessive  fiumess,  where  the  dark  clustering 
hair  had  partially  shaded  it  from  the  scorching 
sun,  contrasted  strangely  with  the  deep  olive  of 
his  complexion.  There  was  a  fierce  expression 
in  the  keen  glance  of  his  wild,  fearless  eye ; 
and  the  scarlet  Phrygian  cap  which  he  wore 
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pkced  careleasly  upon  liia  dark  eial%  oam\ 
the  fanciful  stmngeiiesi  of  his  appesiaaoe. 

AAer  a  few  iiioment*s  scxutinji  Femnte 
turned  awfiy,  and  was  gradoaUj  retapeiiig  into 
those  mmings  which  the  approach  of  the  ji 
Captam  had  interrupted,  wh<^  he  wa« 
mare  aroused  by  the  lowj  musiail  voice  of  one 
of  tlie  tnariners  chantiiig  a  baodmnalian  song 
of  his  own  writings  which  some  rude  minstrelf 
anxioua  to  secure  a  portion  of  his  celebfity^, 
and  to  have  his  name  link<)d  with  Uiat  of  Italy *» 
greatest  Poe^,  bad  wedded  to  a  rude  straiD  of 
harmony.  This  is  only  a  part  of  the  punish* 
ment  which  we  pay  for  popularity ;  and  tot 
ourselves  we  can  fancy  no  greater.  We  would 
liavc*  the  eonge  we  write  sung  only  by  loved 
Ups^  not  murdered  first  by  the  @ kill  of  a  moderzi 
composer,  and  afterwards  vulgariied  by  that 
very  notoriety  vrhich  their  merit  gained  for 
Uiem,     And  yet  a  proud  flush  is  apt  to  mantle 
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the  pale  cheek  of  the  Poet,  when  he  listens 
suddenly  to  the  beauties  of  his  own  conceptions 
even  though  it  may  be  from  rude  lips. 

*^  I  advise  you  not  to  let  U  Capitaine  hear 
you  sing  that,"  said  one  of  his  companions  as 
the  man  paused  for  a  moment. 

«  And  why  not  ?" 

**  Ah  I  do  you  ask  ?  Have  you  fei^gotten 
who  wrote  it?" 

**  Certainly  not,  it  was  Niccold  Ferrante  ; 
any  child  in  Italy  would  tell  you  that.'* 

^  But  do  you  not  know  that  D  Capitaine 
hates  this  Ferrante,  as  the  devil  does  hdy 
water,  and  with  good  reason  too." 

**  No,  I  never  heard  of  it  before." 

**  You  forget,  Andrea,"  said  one  of  hb*  com- 
panions, **  that  Matteo,  has  not  joined  us  long. 
Come,  tell  him  all  about  it,  it  is  a  fit  theme  for 
such  a  night  as  this  promises  to  be." 

Ferrante  bent  forward  and  listened  with 
wondering  curiosity. 
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"  No,  no,"  replied  the  one  whom  they  eallal 
Andrea,  "  the  Capitiiiiie  might  overhear  iw, 
bedsides  it  is  a  tale  which  always  saddens  ftiiQi)8S 
as  much  as  it  angers  me,  for  it  nviglit  happoi 
again  to  each  and  all  of  ns." 

"  Wells  as  you  will,"  axelalmed  ilatteo 
carelesaly,  '*  you  can  keep  it  until  I  have  finiab- 
ed  mj  song  f  and  once  mom  tlie  rude  melody 
of  his  voice  mingled  witli  the  rising  of  the 
tempest^ 

**  Cease,"  exclnijncd  the  Captain  auddenlyJ 
and  in  a  voice  of  thunder.  ^^  Curses  on  you, 
cerise  I  say  t  or  I  will  i-am  the  hUsphemouF 
words  down  your  throat  with  my  dagger !" 

*'  Two  can  play  at  that  gome,  Capitiujie 
mw?>"  aaid  the  man  with  gloomy  ferocity,  whil^  i 
the  concluding  lines  of  the  lur  died  away  upoti^^ 
his  lips,  as  he  cowered  slightly  beneath  the  glit- 
tering eyes  of  his  commander,  who  recoiering 
himself  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  momenta  added 
more  calmly. 
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**  MatteOy  I  will  forgive  even  mutiny  and  mur- 
der, sooner  than  the  man  who  eings  in  my  hear- 
ing any  of  the  poetry  of  Niccolo  Ferrante. 
You  are  a  stranger  here,  but  you  know  me 
now." 

**  How  has  he  offended  you  ?"  asked  the  man 
with  daring  effrontery. 

"  How  ? — but  no  matter — he  is  dead  and  his 
victim  too  I" 

"  How  long  since,  Capitaine?" 

**  For  months,  he  fell  in  a  duel  with  the  brave 
ypung  Senor  Riccardi,  and  I  envied  him  for 
having  shun  him  !'' 

**  It  is  little  more  than  a  month  ago  that  my 
brother  met  him  at  Padua  alive  and  well,  as 
well  at  least  as  one,  who  has  an.evil  spirit  can  be.'' 

"  It  is  false  r  siud  the  Captain  fiercely,  "  he 
is  dead  I  tell  you  r 

**  My  brother  knows  him  too  well,  to  have 
been  mistaken,  and  they  encountered  each 
other  face  to  face." 
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^  "  Oil  would  that  it  had  bean  I,"  estcUitiiail 
Andfiani,  ''  by  the  Saints  above  us,  I  would 
have  elain  him  where  he  stood  I^ — I  warrant  you 
that  the  fiend  should  not  have  liceii  let  loo«e  a 
second  time !" 

**  Niccolo  Fernmte  U  here !"  exckimed  th& 
Poet,  stepping  suddenly  forward  and  standing 
erect  before  them*  "  I  am  he ! — Wliat  have  you 
to  complain  of,  Andriani?" 

The  Captain  recoiled  a  few  paces,  while  tlie 
wonderuig  crew  gathered  around  them  with 
pale  earnest  faces.  Tliey  liad  recognized  their 
Poet  for  the  first  time,  and  with  him  was 
aesociated  in  their  minds  a  superstitious  dread 
of  6Vt}.  Matteo  alone  stood  firm,  and  self* 
possessedj  ready  for  any  emergency  that  might 
present  itself,  nor  liad  lie  to  wait  long,  for  with 
a  wild  cry  of  rage  the  revengeful  Andrianj 
sprung  at  Ferraote,  and  attempted  to  plunge 
his  knife  mto  his  heart, 

"  Patience  Captab^"  said  NiccoW  with  pro- 


THE   PRICE   OF   FAME.  161 

▼oking  calmness,  as  springing  nimbly  aside  Ii^ 
barely  averted  the  blow  ;  **  it  is  but  just  that 
I  should  first  know  of  what  I  am  accused." 

"  II  Scnor  is  right,**  siud  Mattco. 

"  No,  no,"  interrupted  Andriani,  "  it  is  suf- 
ficient that  he  has  wronged  me.  To  the  death 
with  liim !— The  sea  tells  no  tales.^ 

"  And  hears  none,"  added  the  Poet  **  I  will 
know  my  crime  before  I  suffer  for  it*" 

**  You  shall — ^you  shall  T  said  the  Captain, 
gnashing  his  teeth  and  speaking  in  a  low  hissing 
whisper.  At  this  instant  a  broad  flash  of 
lightening  streamed  across  the  sky,  and  reveal- 
ed die  stem  colourless  features  of  these  strange 
opponents  to  each  other,  while  the  mariners 
sprang  suddenly  upon  their  feet. 

**  Come  Capitaine,"  exclaimed  Matteo,  **  there 
are  other  lives  at  stake  now,  beside  your  own 
or  his,  your  enemy  cannot  escape  yon." 

Andriani  turned  away  with  evident  reluct- 
ance, and  in  anoth^  moment,  Niccol6  Ferrante 
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Btood  alone  and  unlieeded,  while  every  haad 
waa  actively  employed  in  making  snch  pre- 
parations to  meet  the  coining  storm,  fts  farmer 
experience  had  taught  them  waa  necesisyy; 
and  all  human  warfare  was  suspended  for  a 
time  to  listen  to  the  fearful  battling  of  tlie 
elements. 

Fear  was  a  stranger  to  the  heart  of  the  Poet, 
and  as  he  stood  erects  with  a  white  cheek  and 
ealni  brow,  while  ^tlie  very  mariners  themselves 
found  a  difficulty  in  keeping  their  feet  amidst 
the  wild  rocking  of  the  vessel,  and  prostrate  on 
the  deck^  hod  already  began  to  liave  recour^ 
to  their  saints,  he  might  have  seemed  to  be  tlie 
presiding  spirit  of  the  scene.  The  dark  and 
lieavy  clouda  which  had  so  long  bung  threatening 
above  their  heads,  burst  at  length,  and  the  rain 
fell  as  it  only  falls  in  Italy^  in  one  broad  theet 
of  continnouB  water^  the  plashing  of  wliich,  as  it 
mingled  with  the  boiling  surge  beneath,  or 
streamed  down  upon  the  deck,  almost  drowne4 
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the  clear  voice  of  the  young  Captain,  as  he 
attempted  to  give  his  orders  to  such  of  the  crew 
as  were  capable  of  understanding  them.  But 
the  fury  of  the  elements  seemed  to  defy  their 
efforts,  and  gradually  the  men  ceased  Uieir  vain 
exertions  and  gathered  together  in  groups,  while 
from  their  fierce  countenances  and  the  looks 
they  cast  from  time  to  time  upon  Ferrante,  it 
was  evident  that  he  formed  the  principal  subject 
of  conversation.  Whatever  was  the  object  in 
dispute,  it  ended  at  length  by  their  sullen  ac- 
quiescence to  the  imperious  will  of  their 
Captain,  enforced  aJB  it  was  by  threats  and  curses ; 
and  turning  from  them,  he  slowly  approached 
the  spot  where  the  Poet  stood  apparently  un- 
conscious of,  or  indifferent  to  what  was  passing 
around  him. 

"  Scnor  Ferrante,"  said  he,  "  they  tell  me 
that  the  curse  of  God  is  upon  you ;  but  fear 
not,  no  human  power  shall  harm  you,  even 
though  it  t)e  ordained,  that  in  the  working  out 
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Hij  mighty  will,  the  iimooent  ahoukl  pemh 
as  well  as  tlie  guilty.*' 

**  I  undergtADd  yoa  not,"  replied  the  Poet 
while  a  slight  shuddef  fmsecd  over  his  iroii 
frame* 

"  Well,  DO  matter.  Yoit  aaked  aie  to  tell 
you  why  I  hnted^iud  woidd  liave  glain  you,  hod 
not  the  €lementa  dieuiselves  anticipated  my 
just  rerenge^  I  wHl  teU  you  now,  when  per^ 
hajia  a  few  mom^tts  only  divide  us  from 
eternity." 

**  Go  ou,"  said  Fcrrante  cidndyj  as  he  wrung 
the  water  from  I113  long  hair  and  hent  down  to> 
^varda  hid  companion  in  order  that  he  nijght  the 
better  hear  him  between  the  wUd  pauses  of  the 
tempest 

**  A  year  ago^  began  the  young  Captaij% 
'*  I  sliould  have  bowed  down  before  thw  fearful 
^torm,  and  prayed  that  it  might  pass  harmJessly 
away.  I  ahoidd  have  thought  in  my  agony  of 
the  dear  eyes  that  would  have  wept,  and  the 
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gentle  heart  that  would  hare  broken  had  I 
perished.  But  now — now  I  can  laugh  in  my 
reckless  joy — I  can  defy  danger,  and  rather 
court  death,  in  the  vague  hope  of  being  united 
to  her  I  love  than  endure  to  Uve  on  in  a  world 
which  you  have  rendered  desolate.  No  matter 
now,*"  continued  the  captain  in  a  sadder  tone,  and 
£dling  insensibly  into  that  stram  of  natural 
and  simple  eloquence,  which  characterizes  the 
conversation  of  Italians  when  once  excited,  let 
him  move  in  ever  so  lowly  a  sphere.  "  No 
matter  now  how  they  called  her,  since  that  fair 
name  is  for  ever  sullied ;  it  is  sufficient  to  know 
that  it  made  music  for  many  ears,  but  most  of 
all  for  mine.  I  mingled  it  in  my  daily  prayers, 
for  I  prayed  then — I  whispered  it  on  my 
pillow  and  dreamt  of  her  I  loved^I  called 
upon  it  as  the  talisman  which  should  preserve 
me  as  she  then  was,  pure  and  holy.  But 
when  it  had  become  a  reproach  and  a  by-word, 
I  closed  my  lips  and  never  uttered  it  again. 


\^  THB  rwacB  or  tame. 

She  had  been  bfonght  up  st  a  Convent,  and 
{y>a«es9ed  what  I  then  thoi^t  a  gift,  althov^ 
i:  aficrwaunls  proved  a  eune ;  it  was  a  know- 
lcJz«  whidi  I  had  ndther  time  nor  incUnation 
t -^  ac^^iiiiv,  but  manr  an  evcmi^  when  I  came 
horae  weary,  would  die  soothe  me  with  tbe 
reoital  of  flome  old  legend  or  glorioaa  record  of 
.iTioxont  cluvalrr.  And  yet,  with  aU  her  learo- 
ir^.  she  wa5  simple  as  a  child,  and  almoet  as 
>:r.Io>.*,    until    the    advent    of  your    accuncd 

-No  nv^rcT  intermpted  Ferrante,  "In 
:..cr,\v  tell  nie  no  more !" 

"  X;iy.  you  shall  hear  all  now,"'  exclsdmed 
Ar.Jr.ani.  while  liis  fierce  voice  arose  like  a 
>or\:.::ii  ;iVn.»\c  ilie  liiry  of  the  elements,  "  I  will 
r.o:  >:v.rv  vv^u  one  incident  in  tliat  long  cata- 
lo^jo  of  sin  and  suflering — of  doubt  and  misery 
\\  hioh  K\l  srr.ulually  to  her  doom  T  and  as  he 
?:vko  ho  wound  his  sinewy  arm  aromid  the 
ntvk  of  the  Poet,  and  drawing  down  his  head 
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towards  him,  ccmtinued  to  speak  in  a  low 
hissiiig  whisper  which  reached  no  ear,  but  that 
for  which  it  was  intended. 

It  was  a  fearful  scene,  and  one  replete  with 
human  passion  and  human  agony,  to  see  them 
as  they  stood  thus  with  their  white  faces 
pressed  together,  and  their  dark,  heavy  locks 
dancing  and  wreathing  about  in  the  wind  ;  to 
mark  the  fierce  eagerness  of  the  one,  and  the 
mingled  horror  and  remorse  stamped  upon  tlie 
high  brow  of  the  other  ;  to  trace  the  indistinct 
outlines  of  their  shadowy  forms,  and  then 
glance  from  them  to  the  wild  looking  crew  with 
their  stem  faces  and  fanciful  costumes,  visible 
only  by  the  red  and  lurid  light  of  their  torches, 
which  now  flashed  amidst  the  deep  gloom,  and 
then  crackling  a  moment  in  the  heavy  rain 
went  suddenly  out,  and  all  was  again  dark- 
ness. 

'^  Come,  come,  Ciq>itaine,"  exclaimed  Matteo, 
approaching  them  at  length,  ^4t  is  time  we 
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thoi^t  of  somethhig  d^t  beaide»  reTcoge* 
irotdd  baTe  jou  both  rttbtr  betake  Toitr»elfci 
to  ]rour  pnyct^  the  ship  camul  hst  ou^  I^  tti  ^ 
imn  timiS0kled  cmlcavours,  above  m  few  looment 

"  And  wOl  tbej  die  vritfaout  a  atni^le  1 
asked  Atidmn];  reliiiquieluiig  tlie  hoU  wlii 
be  bad  until  tbat  momeiit  retained  upon 
imwilling  and  horror  Btrickcii  companion,  kIiu 
lifted  up  his  bead  mcdmoically  as  be 
ibe  presiure  removed,  and  etood  as  one  carred 
out  of  fftone- 

*^  They  wUl,"'  replied  Matteo  ehnigging 
bis  Bboulders,  "  they  hare  sworn  iL^ 

*^  And  am  I  judti£ed  think  you  in  saciific 
them   all   for    this   man  ?— This  .  Poet— ThitJ 
devLir 

**  You  are  justified  in  preTenting  them  finomj 
committing  murder/'  replied  the  sailor  calmly. 
**  What  ia  this  mystery  ?•*  asked  Fcrrante  arou- 
to  coneciousnees  by  tbe  fierce  tone  of  lus 
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enemy,  **  can  my  single  arm  avail  ought  towards 
your  safety  or  destruction?" 

'*  Listen,  Scnor,"  replied  Matteo,  **  these  su- 
pei^^tious  and  dastardly  hoimds  have  taken  it 
into  their  heads  that  the  storm  to-night  is  one 
of  heaven's  judgments  for  your  having  dared  to 
deny  its  sacred  authority,  and  that  nothing  but 
your  destruction  can  aUay  its  wrath.  They 
would  have  had  you  overboard  long  since  had 
not  II  Capitaine  prevented  them,  and  being  foi- 
led in  their  purpose  they  have  sworn  to  let  the 
storm  run  its  course,  and  take  no  further  step 
towards  what  they  consider  to  be  a  vain  contest 
with  heaven." 

There  was  a  long  pause  which  was  broken 
by  the  voice  of  Ferrante ; 

**  Matteo,"  said  he,  "  you  are  brave  and  dar- 
ing, if  you  escape  this  danger  promise  me  that 
you  will,  at  the  first  opportunity  that  may  occur, 
Bcek  the  presence  of  the  Scnora  Ferrante,  to 
whose  Palazzo  any  one  will  direct  you,  and  give 
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her  this  ring  with  the  last  fond  Uesaing  of  the 
brother  whom  she  loved  ao  well^  and  who  hid 
but  her  to  lament  for,  when  his  hour  came." 

^^  Nay,  Senor,**  replied  the  man  with  a  dight 
accent  of  scorn/'  our  chances  of  safety  axe  prettj 
much  alike,  keep  your  ring  and  fear  nothing.* 
''Fear,"  repeated  the  Poet  gloomily.  ''I 
know  it  not,  the  word  had  never  a  meanmg 
for  lue ;  I  have  feared  neither  earth  nor  heaven. 
An  you  hope  for  mercy  hereafter  obey  me! 
And  now  for  these  misguided  men  ;  they  must 
not  die,  Matteo,  forming  as  they  do  a  link  in 
some  bright  band  of  sociall  and  domestic  happ- 
uesd.  I  must  not  have  the  accusing  lamenta- 
tions of  their  sisters — mothers — wives — ringing 
ill  my  ears  for  evermore  !" 

*'  They  are  fook,  and  deserve  their  fate,''  siud 
Matteo  doggedly. 

"  (io,"  said  Fernuite,  "  and  ask  them,  if 
their  Cajitain  consents  to  sacrifice  the  Poet,  to 
rid  the  (loomed  ship  of  its  curse  !  whether  they 
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win  Bwear  to  use  all  human  means  for  tlieir 
preservation^  which  rests  I  am  assured  only 
with  themselves,  and  is  dependent  upon  thdr 
own  exertions." 

'^  To  what  end  would  this  question  be  putP' 
asked  Matteo,  ^^  Andriani  will  not  yield  you 
up  to  their  bUnd  fury.  Am  I  not  right  in 
answering  for  you  thus  solemnly,   Capitaine 

^^  You  are ;  by  all  the  Saints  I  swear,  much 
as  he  has  injured  me,  he  shall  not  perish 
thus!" 

'^  Go,  nevertheless,  Matteo ;  it  is  a  whim, 
but  I  would  fain  have  their  answer." 

The  man  crossed  the  slippery  deck  with 
that  prompt  obedience  which  a  brave  spirit  is 
ever  ready  to  pay  to  one  which  it  feels  to  be 
its  superior,  and  returned  in  a  few  moments  to 
tlie  side  of  the  Poet. 

*'  Well,  what  do  they  say  ?"  asked  Ferrante, 
**  Lfouder,  louder,  Matteo !    I  cannot  hear  your 
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voice;  the  tempest  rag«^  fearfully,  and  in*a 
few  momenta  more  it  will  he  too  late.  Will 
tiiey  save  themselves  upou  those  terras?*' 

"  They  will,  Senor/' 

*^  Be  it  so  then.      Andriani,  I  liave  mjured 
you — foi^ve  mc— let  us  part  in  peace  r 

**  Never!— I  seek  not  your  life^  but  my  cune 
be  upon  it  for  ever  I" 

'*  Aud  if  I  die  ?" 

"  Then  may  it  ding  to  yon  aud  do&troy  yon, 
aa  you  dc§tix>yed  her  T* 

Ferrante  tossed  up  hiB  arm&  witli  a  wild 
despairing  cry,  aud  before  his  movements  eould 
be  either  anticijintcd  or  prevented,  he  bad 
plunged  headlong  into  the  sea.  The  white  fuam 
close<l  over  him  like  &  winding  alieet,  and  tli0 
deep  Uumder  boomed  out  its  solemn  dii^e  ti 
tliewildtambofthebniTc, 
^I^ny    M  eeks  ofUrwards  the  beautiful  ship, 

^      ^  m  like  a  biixi  to  its  destined  haven*     It 
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was  a  calm  sunlight  evemng,  and  a  bright 
golden  radiance  fell  upon  many  a  young  £etce 
bent  eagerly  forward  towards  the  approaching 
vessel,  and  smiling  in  all  the  unclouded  antici- 
pation of  coming  happiness.  But  there  was 
one  among  the  little  group  who  stood  apart - 
with  folded  arms  and  compressed  lips,  evidently 
taking  no  part  in  their  deep  joy,  although  his 
wild  glances  rested  on  the  same  object,  which 
came  slowly  on,  fluttering  its  silken  pennons, 
and  catching  the  sunlight  upon  its  fairy-looking 
spars,  and  gilded  deck;  until  it  touched  the 
land,  and  in  a  few  moments  each  weary  mari- 
ner was  clasped  to  the  heart  of  some  fond  and 
mixious  relative.  Their  Captain  alone  stood 
aloof,  with  a  gloomy  brow  and  a  bitter  and 
repining  spirit,  as  he  remembered  that  thus  he 
had  once  been  welcomed ;  and  his  wandering 
glance  fell  naturally  upon  tlie  one  other  who 
remained  apart  like  himself,  a  restless  and 
desolate   bein^  amidst    so    much  happiness  ; 
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while  as  he  did  sa  a  sodden  cry  of  wonder 
escaped  him,  and  anniaed  the  attention  of  the 
crew,  from  whose  white  lips  issued  the  hurried 
ejaculation  winch  oonfirmed  lus  jsuspicions. 

«£>ffcFerranter 

"*  Senor,"*  said  Andriani,  **  you  have  wronged 
me  irreparably^  and  not  me  only,  but  all  Ital^f 
and  the  world ;  neverthelesa  it  beaeemeth  not 
man  to  smite  him  whom  the  saintb  have  thus 
niiraculoudly  interposed  to  save.  I  revoke  my 
wild  curse — here  is  my  hand." 

The  young  Poet  sprang  eagerly  forward, 
while  a  sudden  and  subdued  expression  pa»- 
evl  over  his  features,  and  for  the  first  time  ht3 
heart  swelled  with  gratitude  towards  the  being 
who  had  presented  him. 

*'  Hold  I"*  exclaimed  the  sailors,  "he  is  a 
fiend  r 

"  He  is  a  man,"  returned  their  Captain, 
*•  and  a  brave  one,  for  the  rest,  may  heaven 
lororivo  him  7 
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Ferrante  bowed  down  his  lofty  head,  and  a 
tear  fell  upon  the  rough  hand  which  clasped 
his. 

If  any  thing  had  been  wanting  to  increase 
his  popularity  among  the  lower  classes  of  his 
countrymen,  and  deepen  the  strange  awe  with 
which  they  felt  inclined  to  regard  him,  his 
triumph  was  now  complete,  and  Niccol6  Fer- 
rante, or,  the  Fiend  Poet !  as  he  was  sometimes 
called,  formed  the  theme  of  many  a  rude  ballad, 
or  wild  legendry  talc,  with  which  to  beguile  a 
long  evening. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


"  I  grieve  to  thbk  of  wordf  uskindy 
0*ertiiiie  and  talents  loit  I  moen. 
Oh !  dark'i  the  tnck  they  le«re  behind, 
I  am  here  alone  !*' 
E.  S,  F. 


The  name  of  Vilediano  is  well  known 
among  those  of  the  most  eminent  Italian  pun- 
ters, he  was  supposed  to  have  been  the  inTentor 
of  a  new  tint,  whereby  a  golden-like  hue  wa^ 
imparted  to  his  pictures ;  but  it  is  more  pro- 
bable, that  he  was  merely  superior  to  the  other 
artists  of  his  timoj  in  the  exquisite  blending  of 
(»oloui*9,  so  as  to  produce  the  most  magnificent 
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results.     The  destroying  hand  of  age  has  past 
overand  dimmed  something  of  their  early  bright- 
ness, but  the  warm  glow  upon  his  landscapes, 
the  glory  of  the  faces  which  look  out  as  it  were 
from  his  canvass,  yet  remain  to  immortalize  his 
memory.      It  seems   strange,   that    the   mere 
creatures  of  man's  imagination,  the  work  of  his 
hands,  should   survive   him   thus;    when   the 
creator — the  powerful  mind  that  conceived — 
and   the   cunning   fingers   which   wrought    so 
wonderfully  are  slumbering  among  the  dead. 
But  we  have  no  time  for  moralizing,  and  the 
lesson,  though  a  mournful  one,  leads  to  glory. 
We  would  do  something  to  keep  our  memories 
green  upon  earth  when  we  shall  be  no  more 
0een  ! 

Vilediano,  like  many  other  men  of  whom  the 
world  has  since  had  reason  to  be  proud,  strug- 
gled upwards  into  fame  with  the  unwearied 
peneveranoe  of  true  genius.     Poverty  with  its 
F  5 


iroa  gra^  bAcdeaei^  bat  CBoriifld  not  Ui  M- 
piring  fpbh.  Dssch — i£e  deadL  of  abdoved 
•>ae,  cimoaLOued  iL.  And  even  if  he  some- 
times fek  looeij  smnbt  Ids  guLiriwnPj  be  knew 
it  W2A  the  lot  of  all  socfa,  and  repined  not 

Painters  aitl  connaneiin  cune  team  fir  aal 
near  to  Vilef£ano*a  eta£o^  bvt  the  gan.  of  dl 
his  treasures  was  nerer  Tisbley  and  few  knev 
even  of  her  existence.     Antmia  Tilediano  ma 
hoautiful  a5  a  dream,  or  one  of  her  fiithei's 
pioturci*,  only  that  she  could  never  have  been 
sttill  lung  enough  to  be  likened  to  the  latter. 
It  wad  pleasant  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face,  to 
catch  the  radiant  glance  of  her  bright  eyes,  or 
listen  to  the  careless  music  of  her  merry  laugh- 
ter— the  music  of  a  light  heart.     Perhaps  the 
painter  loved  her  all  the  more  for  being  so  un- 
like himself;   had  she  inherited  his  talents,  he 
might  have  been  pioud  of  her ;    but  now  her 
hiniple  and  childish  reverence,  her  playful  fond- 
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ness,  and  winning  gaiety,  wound  around  the 
old  man's  heart,  and  shed  a  perpetual  sunshine 
over  his  declining  years. 

There  were  many  who  blamed  Vilediano  for 
not  introducing  her  into  that  society  to  which 
bis  talents  had  elevated  him ;  but  the  Painter 
had  been  too  frequently  made  to  feel  how  the 
pride  of  intellect  must  bow  down  before  the 
pride  of  aristocracy  ;  that  genius,  all  powerful 
AS  it  is,  availeth  nothing  against  the  iron 
barriers  of  hereditary  iK)mp  and  arrogance,  to 
venture  to  expose  his  gentle  child  to  the  thou- 
sand insults  whh  which  the  great  ones  of  the 
land  seek  to  crush,  and  drive  back  the  aspiring 
spirit  to  its  proper  sphere.  Besides,  she  was 
00  happy  now,  so  joyous  and  free  from  care, 
that  no  change  could  be  for  the  better. 

It  was  at  the  house  of  Vilediano  that  Fer- 
rantc  took  up  his  temporary  abode :  years  ago 
he  had  had  it  in  his  power  to  do  the  painter  ^n 
eminent  service,   and    the    old    man    in    his 
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dmuged  fortunes  had  not  f0rgottcii  to  be 
grateful.  They  were  kindred  spirit^  both  bud 
toiled  and  **  reaped  the  wlilrl^vuid** — both  had 
trimnphed  beyond  their  wildeet  expectatioiiSi 
and  were  yet  desolate  of  heart  I  The  one  In- 
incnting  unceasingly  over  her  who  had  died  just 
as  the  day-gtar  of  his  fame  arose;  the  other  not 
daring  to  glance  back  over  the  dazzling  path 
which  had  led  to  bis  present  misery,  haunted  as  it 
wag  by  pale  eliadows  of  the  jjaet  Here  nothing 
was  known  of  the  events  of  late  ycar^  no 
questions  askedj  no  vum  sympathy  ejcpreesed. 
Vilediano  was  old,  and  perhaps  -  a  little  quer- 
rulous^  but  the  world  had  dealt  vei^  harshly 
with  hiin^  until  he  hEul  literally  compelled  lU 
homage^  and  he  thought  it  no  new  thing  for 
Femnte  to  be  gloomy  and  reierved  **  It 
may  be,  God  only  knows/'  muBod  the 
painter,  that  in  his  giant  strides  towards  tlie 
pinnacle  of  fame,  his  feet  may  liavc  trampled 
unheedingly  oTCr  tlie  humbler  flowers  of  affeo- 
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tion,  which  like  Indian  grass  the  sweeter  for 
Imng  crushed,  give  out  a  fragrance  which  will 
J»unt  him  ever  more.  We  all  know  that  glory 
'  it  insatiable  in  her  demands,  and  fearfnl  are  the 
Mcrifices  which  have  been  offered  up  before 


'  altar ;  domestic  happiness — home,  with  its 
^ftnd  endearments — love  — virtue — health — life 
fteelf,  the  last  the  most  valueless. 

Antonia  regarded  her  father's  guest  at  first 
^with  simple  wonderment ;  it  was  very  silly  of 
lier,  but  she  was  almost  surprised  to  see  him 
e^t,  and  dress,  and  look  like  other  men ;  that 
i8  something  like  them,  for  surely  never  be- 
to/re  had  one  so  young — so  sad  a  smile.  She 
almost  longed  to  touch  him,  just  to  lay  her 
ibiger  upon  that  marble  hand,  and  see  if  it 
was  real  flesh  and  blood.  She  marvelled 
whether  the  massive  curls  which  clustered 
around  his  high  brow,  would  ever  unclose  from 
their  awful  grandeur;  or  the  grave  beauty  of 
his  pale  face   relax  into  a  smile;    and  men- 
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tally  determined  that  she  might  as  loon  expect 
siich  a  result  irom  one  of  her  father's  8tatu€8» 
and  still  she  loved  to  look  upon  him.  What 
woman  docs  not  on  a  Poet! 

^lany  pupils,  both  from  his  own  and  other 
lands,  came  to  Vilediano  to  learn  his  magical 
art  of  tinting,  but  two  only  were  fortunate 
enough  to  bo  permitted  to  form  a  part  of  hifl 
household — Angelo  Martel  and  Guyon  Monza- 
111 ;  the  former  an  enthusiastic  lover  of  that  art 
to  which  alone  he  could  look  for  future  suste- 
iianoc,  and  tlie  latter  a  rich  Student  of  Milan, 
-tudying  merely  for  pleasure,  or  idleness,  or  be- 
i^uuse  he  had  hcanl  that  the  Painter  s  daughter 
w:\s  a  creature  of  rare  beauty.  lie  could  tell  of 
l"'tos,  and  IwiUs  where  he  liJid  been  from  his  own 
account  no  unhonoured  guest ; — of  luxuries  such 
as  the  simple  Antonia  had  before  only  dreamt 
of; — of  festivals  where  the  ladies  wore  dresses 
of  gold  and  silver  brocade,  and  diamonds  the 
lustre  of  which  was  dazzling  to   look   uix)n :— 
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and  where  the  air  was  heavy  with  perfiime  and 
melodious  with  the  songs  of  unseen  minstrels—^ 
where  fountains  gushed  up  among  flowers,  and 
then  fell  again  murmuring  some  sleepy  tune 
into  cool  marble  basins.  Where  youth  and 
beauty,  and  grandeur,  met  together  and  helS 
revelry,  while  Antonia  would  look  up  into  his 
face  with  a  wondering  glance  and  wish  that  she 
too  had  been  there. 

"  You  must  find  it  very  difierent,  Guyon, 
here,  in  our  quiet  home,^  said  the  young  girl. 
"  And  yet  you  never  hear  me  repine," 
"  No,  you  seem  always  gay  and  happy.'* 
**  Antonia,"  said  the  young  student,  bending 
towards  her,   and  speaking  in  a  low    voice, 
^  such  scenes,  beautifid  as  they  are,  have  no 
charm  unless  enjoyed  with  one  you  love." 

*^  But  surely  you  could  find  such  among  all 
the  high-bom  and  bright-eyed  damsels  you 
have  been  describing?" 
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**  No,  it  was  not  until  long  aftaruai^  thtt 
my  ideal  was  realised." 

"  Ah !  tell  me  all  about  it,  Guyoa.  I  eojoy 
a  love  Btory^**  said  the  maiden  witli  siin|ile 
gaiety. 

**  Would  you  hear  then  whsre  I  first  met 
her  whom  I  love  above  all  earthly  thbigs'f" 

. "  Certainly,  if  it  be  no  secret,'' 

"  I  see  not  why  it  should  be  one  s — ^it  vm~ 
here — in  tliis  very  room/* 

The  girl  started  and  coloured^  she  glaiictid 
instiuctively  towards  Aiigelo  Mailel,  but  he 
was  so  busy  painting  that  he  did  not  appear  to 
have  observed  them. 

"  So,  after  all,  you  fell  in  love  with  a  pio* 
ture  I  suppoee^^  said  Antonia  with  assumed 
('arclessiie.ss- 

'*  You  suppose  no  such  thing,  Antonia— you 
know  it  is  yourself  whom  I  adore!" 

Aiigelo  roee  up  liastily  to  fetch  eoniething 
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he  had  not  the  slightest  possible  occasion  for, 
Iiis  face  was  pale,  and  his  eyes  flashed  wildly* 

"  Do  not  leave  us,"  said  the  girl  laying  her 
hand  detain  ingly  upon  his  arm,  ^'  or  I  shall 
begin  to  tliink  tliat  my  presence  here  disturbs 
your  studies*  and  will  stay  away  in  future." 

Angelo  could  not  resist  this  threat ;  besides, 
her  wish  for  him  to  stay  pleased  him ;  and  the 
mischievous  girl  laughed  to  see  how  industri- 
ously Guyon  spoiled  the  painting  at  which  he 
pretended  to  be  so  busy. 

We  invariably  find  both  in  real  life  and  in 
fiction,  which  should  be  but  the  mirror  of  the 
former,  that  if  a  girl  chance  to  have  two  lovers, 
(no  very  uncommon  thing  bye  the  bye,  sup- 
posing her  pretty  and  the  least  bit  of  a  flirt, 
which  almost  all  pretty  women  are)  both  equal- 
ly young,  good-looking,  and  agreeable,  but  the 
one  poor  and  the  other  rich,  she  will  chose  the 
poor  man.  This  has  t)een  attempted  to  be  ac- 
counted for  in  various  ways,  but  there  seems 
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to  US  to  he  eoinething  in  the  better  natme  of 
woman  which  clings  instinctively  to  the  weaker 
side.  In  the  hour  of  man^s  pride  they  exact 
homage  —arc  capricious — wayward,  and  it  ia 
hard  to  fatliom  the  thousand  causes  of  their 
])otty  wilfulness :  but  should  change^  or  ack- 
ncss,  or  poverty  fall  upon  him,  the  worshipped 
becomes  tlie  worshipper ;  and  they  are  patient, 
devoted,  unwearied,  uncomplaining  slaves, 
l>ound  to  him  by  chains  which  even  his  indiiFe- 
reiicc  or  uukindiicss  cannot  sever  but  with 
life. 

Antonia  thought  both  her  lovers  handsome, 
but  then  there  was  such  depth  and  eloquence 
in  the  eyes  of  Angelo,  such  tenderness  in  his 
voice  when  he  s])oke,  which  was  not  near  so 
often  as  his  rival,  for  he  liad  none  of  those  fairy 
tales  to  tell  that  witch  young  ears,  no  golden 
dreams  to  weave  and  tempt  fond  hearts,  and 
the  girl  gradually  yielded  to  the  spell  of  her 
own   ambitious   yearning?.     What  treasures— 
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what  happiness — what  gaiety  did  Guy  on  pro- 
mise her  in  his  splendid  home  at  Milan.  What 
jewels  and  satins  and  festivals,  at  which  he 
Bwore  she  should  be  the  brightest  star  among 
them  all.  While  Angelo  had  nothing  to  offer 
but  a  heart  overflowing  with  afiection. 

Antonia,  young  as  she  was,  could  remember 
when  things  had  been  very  different  from  what 
they  were  now ;  and  the  pale  beautiful  face  of 
her  mother  growing  whiter  and  whiter,  and 
thinner  and  thinner  every  hour,  often  came  back 
to  her  recollection.  She  had  been  Vilediano's 
first  and  only  love,  for  whose  loss  he  had  never 
ceased  to  mourn,  and  yet  mad  with  toil  and 
poverty  how  often  had  he  spoken  harshly  and 
unkindly  to  that  patient  beings  who  only  stole 
away  without  reply  to  weep,  or  comfort  herself 
with  the  thought  that  he  knew  not  what  he 
•aid.  *He  loved  her,  and  yet  she  died  miserable 
and  broken-hearted,  wasted  and  worn  away  to 
a  shadow,  and  longing  to  be  at  rest. 
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"  It  waa  poverty,^  argued  the  girl  to  hcndf, 
'*  that  did    all  this — that  wrought  such  teu- 
ful  ruin  and  danger  and  death  !   It  was  poverty 
that  dimmed  my  mother's  beauty — changed  tbe 
riweet  temper  of  my  father,  and  made  discord 
in  a  home  of  love.     How  do  I  know,  if  I  con- 
i!icnt  to  marry  Angelo  Mortel,   but  what  tbis 
icai'ful  tragedy  may  be  acted  over  agam, — and 
yet  I  do  not  believe  that  he  would  ever  be 
unkind  to  mc, — but  80  my  ix)or  mother  thought 
onco,     (luyon,  too,  is  so  merry  and  good  tcm- 
jverod,  and  so  rich  I  he  could-  afibrd  to  let  my 
dear  father  live  with  us,  and   never  use  pcndl 
or  j)aint-brush  any  more,  except  for  his  own 
anuisenicnt.     I   dare  say   we   should  be  very 
liapjiy  I"  and   then   the    girl    tJiougbt   of  poor 
^Vngclo  I  and  how  he  would  grieve  at  i>arting 
with  her,  and  sighed  heavily. 

Ferrante  hatl  not  meant  to  have  prolonged 
hl:^  stay  beyond  a  few  days,  but  Vilediano 
eouM    not   be  pci'suaded  to  i>art   with  hiin  so 
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Boon,  and  the  young  Poet  had  found  a  study 
which  pleased  and  puzzled  even  him^  and  which 
will  continue  to  perplex  wiser  men  to  the  end 
of  the  world — the  study  of  a  woman's  heart 
For  the  first  week  he  could  not  haye  told 
whether  Antonia  was  fair  or  dark^  but  might 
have  observed  she  had  a  pleasing  voice :  and 
then  as  he  began  to  notice  how  Angelo's  rest- 
less glance  followed  her  from  jdace  to  place 
with  glittering  animation ;  he  commenced  ex- 
amining for  himself  and  was  satisfied  as  to  her 
being  very  lovely,  with  a  pair  of  the  brightest 
eyes  in  the  universe,  always  excepting  those  of 
his  dear  little  Marianna,  and  yet  Marrianna's 
eyes  of  late  had  been  sadly  dimmed.  lie  was 
anxious  to  penetrate  all  the  windings  and  fold- 
ings of  female  coquetry,  and  find  out  to  which 
she  really  gave  the  preference ;  but  Antonia's 
secret  lay  too  deeply  hidden  even  for  the  eyes  of 
love  itaelf  to  discover,  and  he  could  only  hope 
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hope  that  it  would  torn  oat  to  be  Angdo 
MarteL 

HazUtt,  is  said  t&  have  conceived  a   \iotent 
hatred  f^inst  a  young  lady,  because  die   hair- 
pened  aceidently  to  mentioii  that  she   had  read 
some  of  hiB  works ;  Fcrrante,  did  the  same  wiih 
more  reason  to  every  one,  and  this  might  ia 
gome  measure  account  for  hie  iDstiuctire  dislike 
to  Guyou,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  quoting  from 
them  on  every  occasion^  and  thinking  he   con* 
i erred  an  honour  on  the  Poet  by  doing  'eo, 
whUe  Antonia  hung  upon  hia  aecentA  with  a 
diarmed  ear.      It  U  never  wise  to  do  this  with- 
in hearing  of  the  Author,  m  the  finest   concep- 
tion and  most  attuneil  ear,  ia  sure  to  imse  some 
of  the  thousand  beautios  known  only  to  himself; 
to   mar  the  point  of  some  favourite  conceit,  or 
lay  a  wrong  meaning,  or  false  emphasis  on  a 
word  which  confu&es  the  unity  of  the  whole 
sentence.     Nor  was   this  all,   Ferrante  could 
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have  borne  tbese  Uttle  anaoyances  to   which 
men  of  genius  subject  themselves  when  they— 


'*  Come  forth  from  their  iweet  toUtude 
Of  hopes,  and  iongi»  and  viiionarj  thlnj^f 
To  ask  the  iron  vcidiet  of  the  world/* 


I 


To  wrestle  in  the  dusty  arena  of  public  life. 
But  tlie  paaaiouate  glance  of  Antonia,  the  en- 
trancement  with  which  she  listened  to  every 
word,  sent  a  chill  to  hia  very  aouL  Was  she 
to  be  another  victim?  She— the  pure— the 
laughter-loving — the  child-Ukc  woman!— the 
only  daughter  of  his  kind  liost— the  beloved  of 
many  hearts  ?  Was  she  to  drink  up  the  iui^idious 
poison^  and  perish  as  tliousauds  as  good  and 
fair  and  innocent  hail  done  bei*jre  her,  and 
would  do  until  the  end  of  time  ?  Accursed 
be  tlie  Poet  1 — Could  nothing  save  her  ?  Tbeee 
were  the  burning  questions  which  Ferrantc 
was  perpetually  asking  himself. 
VUediano'i  constant  laboyr  at  ld«  profeaslon 
ift  hini  but  httle  time  for  the  study   of  litera- 
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ture,  micl  all  he  knew  of  Fi^rratite's  wcirki  were  ^M 
those  lighter  j>ortioiis  which  hia  pupilfi  eaog  tt  ^ 
times  over  tlicir  eaauls,  or  repented  to  each  odirJ 
when  the  toils  of  tJie  tiny  were  over,  oud  thcfc 
npjicared  to  him  b}"  their  beauty  to  justify  the 
world's  etithu£^iasmj  and  Kiecolo's   early  fam(V 
Guyoii's  free  and  rceklcss  spirit  saw  much  tn 
achiuFDj  and  but  litUc  to  repmve  m  the  bold 
ikring  of  Uie  de^gUj  and  theexquleite  dophii 
with  which  it  was  worked  ont.  But  in  Angel 
better  regulated  miud^  the  Poet  knew  that  he 
liatl  ibimd  a  juster  and  more  Bever«}  critic  i  and 
it  seemed  as  if  with  him  only  Antonia  could 
yet  be  safe.     He  made  a  point  therefore   of 
praisiug  him  before   her;     of  prophecy ing   % 
hnlliaiit  aftci*  career  fur  the  yoiuig  Painter,  ani 
the  girfii  eye&  sjiarkled,  and  her  cheeks  fluighed 
while  he  sjxikc,  bitt  her  smile  beaming  ad  it  wa% 
had  a  mixture  of  incredulity  in  it, 

**  After  all,"  said  she  with  a  sigh,   *•  Augeli 
is  not  so  clever  m  my  dear  father.*' 
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*^  He  is  very  young  as  jet,  Bsad  there  are  few 
Vilediano's  in  the  world" 

Antonia  did  not  reply,  and  a  shade  of  sadness 
passed  over  her  &ice. 

**  I  should  like  to  know  what  jou  are  think- 
ing ofy  Antonia?"  said  Ferrante  in  his  pecur 
liarly  gentle  voice. 

The  girl  started. 

**  Let  me  see— my  mind  had  wandered  back 
to  old  times,  when  we  were  not  near  so  happy ; 
and  I  was  reflecting  that  with  all  his  talents 
my  father  grew  an  old  man  before  the  world 
could  be  brought  to  recognize  and  reward 
theuL" 

^*  There  is  nothing  strange  in  that,"  said 
Ferrante  musingly,  **  one  meets  widi  a  thousand 
such  instances  in  the  course  of  a  life  time,  aye, 
and  more  aggravated  ones.  It  has  b^en  beauti- 
fully said  by  a  Poet  who  died  early  *  that  the 
laurel  wreath  of  fame  is  for  our  graves,  not  for 
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our  brows  V    The  star  of  glory  seldom  rieei 
until  the  night  of  death  has  closed  in  tromid 

^^  Then  what  hope  is  there  for  Ai^do 
Martcl?"*  asked  the  girl  with  sudden  vehe- 
mence. 

"  Nay,  there  are  excepticms  to  everj  mk,* 
replied  Ferrante  soothingly*  ' 

"  There  may  be,  but  I  never  heard  of  any," 
and  her  tone  was  very  sad 

"  Antonia,"  said  Niccolo,  taking  both  her 
hands  in  his,  ^^  look  at  me,  I  am  young — veij 
young  I  and  yet  what  have  I  left  to  win—* 
to  wish  for — he  would  have  added,  but  he  had 
taxed  his  strength  too  far. 

"  Notliing  indeed,  tlie  whole  world  ring? 
with  your  fame." 

"  Then  I  am  one  of  those  brilliant  ex- 
ceptions of  which  you  doubt  the  very  ex- 
istence ?'' 
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Antonia  could  not  deny  it,  and  yet  ahe 
wondered  to  trace  little  of  triumpliy  and  eo 
much  of  agony  in  the  silvery  toned  voice  and 
pale  features  of  the  Poet. 

''  Angelo,"  continued  he»  ^^  has  a  still  more 
powerful  incentive  to  lead  him  on  to  ^ry — 
that  of  being  worthy  her  he  loveflL** 

The  girl  coloured^  and  evading  a  direct  rejdy 
to  his  words,  said  heedlessly,  **  And  you — had 
you  no  such  motives,  Senor?" 

**  I  might  have  had  once,  but  I  offisred  them 
up  as  sacrifices  on  the  altar  of  my  wild  amU* 
tion,  and  it  consumed  them  T 

Antonia  shuddereil,  and  a  cold  chill  crept  to 
her  heart. 

'^  Periiaps,"  said  she  timidly,  '^asyoa  became 
great,  you  grew  proud,  and  scorned  the  sbnple 
worship  of  a  loving  hearty  or  gloomy  and  irrita- 
ble, and  so  broke  it  by  your  onkindnessy  I  have 
known  such  things  to  happen." 
K  3 
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"You,  Antonia?" 

"  Yes,  indeed ;  but  I  am  wtong  to  tell  you 
this,''  and  ehe  became  auddenlj  sileiiL 

'*  Antonm,"  said  FeiTante>  after  a  pause^  **m 
speculating  so  biiaily  upon  the  future  deetinj 
of  Angelo  Jlartel,  we  seem  to  liave  altogether 
forgotten  bis  fellow  student,  poor  Gujon 
I^Iouzani !  Do  you  take  less  interest  tn 
him?" 

"  No,  indeed,**  replied    the    girl    eagerlyi 
*^  but  then  he  is  rich,  and  baa  not  ao  much 
need  of  a  profession  as  Angelo,  or  so  likely  to 
excel.     Poverty  you  know,  is  said  to  be  tht^I 
school  of  genius !" 

"  And  its  graver  added  Ferrante  Htterlyi 
"  for  Avbilc  a  few  powerful  mtnds  struggle 
upwards  Into  notoriety,  a  thousand  pine  and 
wither  away  in  indigence,  A  fine  intellect 
fretted 
M*rccka  th< 
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^^»y  by  the  petty  cares  of  life,  is  of  all 
e  most  lamentable  P 
KiOBt  true  I*'  said  Antonia  eadly. 
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Niccolo  was  sorry  that  he  had  spoken  so 
vehemently,  and  reverted  to  other  topics, 
but  the  impression  his  words  had  made  on  the 
mind  of  his  companion  was  not  so  easily  ob- 
literated, they  were  a  melancholy  confirmation 
of  her  own  wild  doubts* 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 


"  Oh  boiT  hojtl  il  li  to  find 
The  Qtie  jiiit  iulted  to  our  raind. 

And  if  that  one  should  bcp 
Fabe^  uokjnd,  ar  fotjnd  iaa  li&ii 
What  cao  ^e  do  but  stgh  at  &te 

And  fting  VToe's  me — W(j<?'<  me  !" 


&@AOED  aa  he  was  with  his  studies  Vile- 
diatio  waa  not  long  lu  perceiving  that  n  chftogo 
littd  come  over  hli  little  household-  Aotonia 
uo  more  went  singing  fi*om  chamber  to  chflmber 
likcabira,  but  looked  grave  and  thonghtfiil ; 
«!id  Urn  pupils  were  idle,  mid  petulant  one  to 
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the  other,  as  if  seeking  eause  for  quarelling, 
more  especially  the  Milanese,  Nor  was  his 
disquietude  removed,  when  on  their  confessing 
that  they  were  rivals  for  the  affection  of  his 
child,  he  could  gain  no  answer  from  the  blush- 
ing  and  agitited  Antonia,  as  to  which  her 
heart  gave  the  preference :  but  the  Painter  at 
length  extricated  himself  from  this  dilemma,  in 
a  way  at  once  characteristic  of  his  profession 
and  his  humour.  Each  of  the  young  men 
were  required  to  produce  a  picture  at  the  end 
of  a  given  time,  the  subject  to  be  left  to  their 
own  choice,  and  the  comparison  of  their  rela- 
tive merits  to  be  decided  by  a  jury  composed 
of  the  most  eminent  painters  of  Italy — the  prize 
was  Antonia  Vilediano ! 

Far  irom  e^^pressiog  any  repugnance  to  this 
arrangement,  the  young  maiden  felt  gi*eatly 
relieved  by  it,  and  cheerfully  promised  to  com- 
ply with  its  stipulations.  She  was  no  longer 
called  ui>oo  to  decide  between  the  dictates  of 
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her  heart  and  her  fixabttion,  hut  only  to  submit 
to  the  decrees  of  fate.  Angelo  Maitel  exulted, 
for  he  knew  his  power ; — Guyon  despaired. 

Some  time  was  spent  by  the  young  artists  in 
choosing  the  subject  heat  calculated  to  diij>lay 
their  varied  talent^^  during  which  even  Anto- 
nia  scarcely  saw  them,  and  when  she  did  her 
merry  voice  was  hushed^  and  her  eyes  ead  and 
downoastt  as  if  she  shared  their  anxietyi  al- 
though no  word  or  look  encouraged  either  to 
fancy  himself  particularly  the  object  of  her 
care.  At  last,  however^  the  grand  point  wis 
settled,  and  they  went  to  work  in  good 
carnesti 

Ferrante'a  inierest  was  strongly  excited ;  he 
no  longer  talked  of  I^iving  tJiem,  the  more 
eajKH^ially  as  Iiis  presence  seemed  a  great  com- 
fort to  Antoni%  who  had,  indeed,  no  one  else 
to  spciJc  to  nowp  for  Vilediano  was  generaUy 
engaged  until  evening.  And  the  Poet,  as  he 
directed  her  light  studies,  or  bent  whjsperingly 
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over  her  embroidery  frame,  could  meet  the 
flashing  glance  of  Angelo  without  shrinking, 
or  reply  with  satirical  calmness  to  the  intempe- 
rate language  of  the  jealous  and  fiery  tempered 
Milanese.  There  were  times  when  Ferrante 
felt  his  power  oyer  that  innocent  girl  with  wild 
exultation,  when  he  gloried  in  the  timid  reve- 
rence and  girlish  trust  with  which  she  listened 
to  him,  and  thought  how  easy  it  would  be  to 
supplant  both  rivals  in  her  heart  It  might  be 
that  he  exaggerated  lus  own  power,  or  judged 
of  her  from  others ; — that  he  placed  too  much 
confidence  on  her  enthusiastic  worship  of  ge- 
nius, and  fancied  her  a  child  in  mind  as  well 
as  yeard.  But  it  matters  not,  the  trial  was 
never  made,  and  Antonia  continued  to  r^ard 
him  as  a  friend  and  brother. 

At  the  dose  of  the  second  day,  when  the 
young  artists  had,  in  obedience  to  the  com- 
mands of  Vilediano,    who  feared  that    their 

health  would  suffer  from   the  intense  ardour 
K  5 
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with  which  thej  loikd,  gone  oat  to  walk  in 
the  open  oountrj,   Antonia^  impelled  by  an 
irresisdblc  feeling  of  cuiiositjy  crept  into  the 
studio  to  see  how  thej  were  getting  on :  but, 
whether  she  perceiTed  the    dight    figure  of 
Angelo  Mnrtel,  who  in  anticipation  of  such  an 
event  had  lingered  after  his   companion  was 
gone,  and  now  stood  watching  her  finom  bdiind 
an  old  pedestal;  whether  she  saw  this,  and 
wished  to  tease  liiiu  a  little,  for  girls  will  do 
such  things  let  them  love  ever  so  well,    or  that 
^'he  really  preferred  Guyon  ^lonzani,  and  was 
most  anxious  for  his  success,  it  is  iniix>8sible  to 
tell.     Angelo  only  saw  her  turn  away  from  his 
scarcely  commenced  picture,    the  masterly  tou- 
ches on  which  gave   promise  of  a    brilliant  tri- 
umpli  to  the  feeble  sketch  of  his  rival,  murmur- 
ing, as  he  thought,  sadly  and  earnestly,  "  Poor, 
— poor  Guyon  I''  and  then  glide  from  the  room 
with  a  melancholy  air. 
It  is  an  old  and  true  saying,    "  that   listener 
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never  hear  any  good  of  themselves."  We  are 
sure  when  we  go  peeping  and  prying  abouty  to 
find  out  something,  the  knowledge  of  which 
is  fkr  from  increasing  our  happiness.  Had  An- 
gelo  Martel,  instead  of  lingering  in  the  dusk 
of  the  apartment,  screened  from  observation  by 
old  paintings  and  pedestals,  come  boldly  for- 
ward and  spoken  as  his  heart  dictated,  things 
might  have  turned  out  very  differently.  It 
would  have  been  even  l)etter,  if,  like  Monzani, 
he  had  endeavoured,  in  the  sweet  solitudes  of 
nature,  to  forget  his  cares. 

'*  Well,  my  Antonia,''  said  her  father,  as  she 
entered  with  a  flushed  cheek  and  sparkling 
eyes,  and  seated  herself  on  a  low  stool  at  his 
feet 

The  girl  drew  his  hand  round  her  neck,  and 
kissed  it  fondly. 

"  I  am  glad,"  said  she  in  a  whisi)er,  "  that 
you  are  not  angry  with  me  for  not  knowing 
ray  own  mind." 


204 


THR   PRICE   OF   FAMS. 


**  Not  si>eakiiig  it  you  mean.^Come,  cou- 
fessj  Aotonia,  tbat  jou  had  a  shrewd  gnifli 
who  would  carry  off  the  prize?** 

**  No,  indeed !"  and  her  crimsoii  brow  ww 
buried  on  hie  knees, 

"  She  waa  always  a  strange,  wild  girl,"  said 
Vilediano,  tumiDg  to  Fermnte,  who  was  con* 
iemplatmg  them  with  great  ioteredt. 

*'  Wliat  a  splendid  Poera  I  coiild  make  of 
this,**  exclaimed  Niccc^ld,  half  aloud. 

**  A  Poem  about  me  ?" 

*•  Wliy  not?  Let  me  eee,^ — we  will  call  it 
*  The  Two  Painterg  of  Italy/  or,  'The  Paint- 
ers Daughter,' — Which  shall  it  be,  Antonia  ?" 

**  Oh  1  neither- — Pray  do  not  put  me  in  a 
book,    Senor  P     and    the    girl    looked    quite 
alanned. 
**  Ferrante  laughed. 

*'  It  haa  always  seemed  to  me,^  aaid  she 
very  eameatly^  "  as  if  it  were  wrong  and  sin- 
lul  to  write  about  real  peojile;  we  may  wonder 
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at  their  actions,  but  God  alone  secB  the  human 
heart,  and  judges  of  its  motives.  A  man  might 
indeed  write  his  own  history,  if  he  felt  inclined 
to  lay  bare  every  thought  and  feeling  to  the 
gaze  of  the  world ;  but  let  no  one,  even  his 
most  intimate  friend,  dare  to  do  it  for  him, 
and  call  it  truth!  Besides,  who  would  not 
shrink  back  from  the  possibility  of  hearing 
strange  lips  comment  upon  the  dearest  secrets 
of  their  hearts  and  lives.** 

*^  Nay,  I  spoke  but  in  jest,  Antonia ;  and  so, 
you  would  really  confine  us  Poets  entirely  to 
fiction  r 

**  Let  us  call  it  imagination,  Senor ;  it  is  a 
glorious  gift !" 

**  But  it  feeds  on  truth,  Antonia,  and  every 
day  we  live  grows  more  like  reality.  The 
very  young  alone  possess  it  in  all  its  fresh- 
ness." 

"  But  you  are  very  young,  Senor ;  not  much 
older  thau  myself  I  should  think." 
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^  Bom  oU  ize  jov,  Antoak  1^ 
**  I  AaM,  be  Axtci^ii  ia  m  few  weekf^ 
**  Some  vaiy  yeuw  luivc  pttseeil  ^nee  1  ^ 
M  ^ge^"  ml  the  Pod  lu^eriiigl  j. 

Uer?*  qoeBtWined  the  girL 
**  t  timk  M^  AMtom»  ev«Q  if  we  have  oq 


**  I  wi^i  I  co«ild  aiwmjs  remain  jouag  tiien/' 
Md  his  compuiiodi  auaplj. 

^^  Kather  seek  to  fc^aio  tliat  umooeni  jojouft* 
iiea%  aad  parity  of  faettft  which  consdtutei  the 
ehami  of  otir  eftriy  y^mrs.^ 

**  But  vre  are  mot  alwayd  joyous  even 
then.** 

"  No^  I  gnmt  you  thai  youth  may  have  its 
iroublei  and  pcr|Jexitie«  as  weS  us  agc^  for 
inalitK^  when  a  giri  is  unfortunate  exiou^lt  to 
Iioaaeai  two  luvers,  and  cannot  make  ujr  her 
inind  which  to  part  with,  and  whlcb  to  retain/' 

Antonia  gave  a  quick  and  somewhat  ini* 
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patient  toss  of  her  beautiful  head,  while  Vile- 
diano  laughed.  • 

**  We  are  only  come  back,"  continued  Fer- 
rante,  "  to  the  point  from  which  our  conver- 
sation first  started,  the  very  romantic  episode 
in  real  life,  of  which  you  play  the  heroine,  and 
I  would  fain  immortalize.  Only  fancy,  An- 
tonia,  ages  hence,  some  poor,  but  noble  knight 
reading  aloud  the  poem  to  his  mistress,  his 
arm  clasping  her  slender  waist,  and  her  fair 
curls  mingling  with  his  jetty  tresses,  as  they 
bend  together  over  the  volume.  The  time 
must  be  evening,  a  calm,  still,  summer  evening, 
with  the  blue  cloudless  sky  above  them,  and 
flowers  all  arouiuL  Afar  off  should  be  heard 
the  murmuring  and  singing  of  waters,  of  all 
sounds  the  most  soothing  and  luxurious,  and 
forming  in  the  present  instance  a  beautiful  and 
dreamy  accompaniment  to  the  low  passionate 
tones  of  the  cavelier*s  voice.  Imagine  as  he 
proceeds  how  the  conscious  heart  of  his  listen- 
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voice,  until  he  comes  to  the  part  where  it  is 
determined  by  Vilediano,  and  agreed  to  by  his 
daughter,  that  her  hand  shall  be  the  reward  of 
him  who  produces  the  best  picture  at  the  end 
of  a  given  time ;  and  then  she  stops  him  to  pity 
pour  Antonia !  if  the  wrong  should  chance  to 
win  her. 

"  Depend  upon  it,"  observes  the  knight  with 
a  smile.  ''  she  was  well  assured  in  her  own 
mind  beforehand  that  such  would  not  be  the 
case.  Being  a  Painter's  daughter  she  must 
have  had  many  opportunities  of  being  able  to 
form  a  pretty  fair  estimate  of  their  skill — ^it 
was  a  mere  maidenly  device." 

**  Nay,"  said  Antonia  interrupting  him  in 
some  confusion,  "  this  is  scarcely  fair,  Senor." 

**  But  you  have  not  told  us  how  the  Poem 
ended,"  observed  Vilediano  laughingly. 

**  I  do  not  know  myself  yet — happily  of 
course,  such  thmgs  always  do  at  last" 
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"  And  the  eavalier — aud  Uie  limiiieu?"  mk^l 
Aiit>ma  half  smiling. 

**  Fargot  the  very  exidtence  of  tlio  voloine, 
ill  an  animated  disou^ion  coneemtng  its  merits 
which  succeeded ;  not  that  I  uiean  t<i  fay  they 
sibused  the  Poet,  or  criticised  tlie  Poem  ;  but 
confining  themselves  merely  to  the  sentiment* 
dwelt  njKJH  it  80  eloquently,  that  the  knight, 
carried  away  by  the  heat  of  the  argument, 
ilrojfped  iiiBensibly  on  hie  knees  before  her, 
while  the  girl  jiressing  her  lips  ui>on  his  dark 
tihintug  curb,  owned  tliat  she  would  not  ex* 
change  tlie  blias  of  the  present  moment  for 
anything  else  in  the  %vhale  world  j  and  so  they 
finished  the  Poem  in  their  own  way,  and  a 
happier  or  more  aiFectiotnite  couple  are  not  in 
all  luily,  than  the  poor  cavalier  and  his  young 
and  beautiful  bride.  That  is  ending  it  in  the 
true  orthodox  manner,  is  it  not  Antonia  ?"  and 
Forrante  sought  tu  catch  a  glimpse  of  her 
averted  face. 
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"  You  should  know  best,  who  are  a  Poet," 
said  ehc  evasively. 

^*  But  some  people  like  to  dispense  with 
what  we  call  poetical  justice,  and  make  a 
thing  of  this  sort  terminate  with  a  start- 
liiig  abruptness,  which  is  at  once  wild  and 
unsatisfactory." 

"Oh!  no,  let  it  end  well,  Senor,  for  all!" 
and  the  girl  almost  looked  as  if  her  fate 
really  depended  upon  his  wilL 

"  How  I  wish  that  it  did  indeed  rest  with 
me,"  said  Ferrante  in  a  whisper. 

"What  would  you  do?"  asked  Antonia, 
looking  eagerly  up  into  his  face,  "  but  no 
matter,  it  is  too  late  now  !"  and  she  turned 
hastily  away. 

The  following  morning  when  they  met  at 
their  simple  breakfast,  Antonia  could  not  but 
observe  the  difference  between  her  two  suitors. 
Angelo  was  pale,  gloomy,  and  spiritless,  while 
hb  companion  seemed  full  of  exultation  and 
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triuaipli.  But  the  cause  was  soon  cxpkined 
when  she  stub  ag^n  at  tlie  usitid  hour  to  the 
etudio,  tlib  time  looking  in  vain  among  tlic 
sUiiduwy  furm^  that  peopled  the  loom  for  any 
liviJig  object,  Angclo's  picture  was  but  little 
advanced;  It  seemed  to  be  intended  for  the 
outliuo  of »  female  figure;  but  she  posaed  firom 
it  III  wonder  to  MunataniU  The  subject  waa 
now  eleiu-Iy  defined,  it  was  **  Hope"— but  the 
form — the  glowing  features  all  unfinished  a$ 
they  woro,  aptjcared  strikingly — splendidly 
t>eauiiftil !  The  young  girl  ag  she  gased  felt 
ihat  her  fate  wm  sealed  I 

Vilediimo  out  of  his  painting  room^  was  as 
B'Unide  hearted  an  old  man  as  any  in  Itoly^  and 
saw  Qotluug  that  was  going  forward:  bad 
Antonta  ti>M  hhn  that  she  loved  Angelo  itar- 
ttfl,  ho  would  Iiavc  done  tlie  same  for  her  sake, 
and  never  thought  of  his  poverty ;  m  it  was 
jterhaiiii,  he  almost  wished  that  she  might 
iiwrry  the  merry-hearted  young  Jliknese.     He 
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was  half  angry  with  hioiself  when  he  colled  to 
minu  how  often  he  had  ridiculed  Guyon'a  feeble 
attempts,  and  endeavoured  to  persuade  him  he 
had  no  genius  for  painting,  and  anxious  to  give 
a  thousand  little  proofs  of  hii  respect  and  ad- 
miration, which  raised  bright  hopes  in  the 
bosom  of  the  young  suitor.  He  declared  that 
he  should  never  forgive  himself  for  having,  in 
his  blind  judgment^  sought  to  deprive  Italy  of 
it'd  greatest  painter,  for  such  he  foretold  that 
the  person  who  executed  that  picture  wotdd 
becomcj  and  the  prophecy  was  fiilfilled  in  after 
yea  1*8. 

Ferrantc  could  only  wonder  and  regret ;  he 
had  no  pity  for  Angelo  Mailela  pule  and  woe- 
worn  as  he  grew  day  by  day,  because  he  had 
deserved  his  fate  by  ceasing  to  struggle  against 
it,  and  suffering  himself  to  be  outdone  by  one 
hitherto  considered  so  much  bis  inferior  in  real 
talent ;  but  he  could  not  meet  tlie  tearful  oyea 
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of  An  tenia  without  feeling  moved ;  it  was  not 
loniT  however  before  the  mystery  was  solvei 

"  I  hope  I  did  not  disturb  you  lost  night. 
>«.u<.>r  Viledianor  said  Ferrante  to  his  host,  as 
:Liy  met  at  breakfast  a  few  weeks  after  the 
ooinmcnoenient  of  the  trial. 

•'  Nu*  indeed.  I  generally  sleep  pretty  sound- 
ly— but  why  do  you  ask?" 

"  Because  I  could  not  resist  indulging  rav- 
?«.!f  in  an  old  liabit  which  I  have  had  ever 
since  I  was  a  boy,  wandering  about  the  house 
p.!  niL'lii." 

liiiyun  bent  Ibrward  with  a  sudden  exclanu- 
il'.n.  but  restraining  his  agitation,  enquired 
\\  ith  a  finvetl  laugh,  if  lie  had  met  with  any 
w..i;derfiil  ailveuture  in  his  nocturual  raiublc^' 

••  Most  wonderful  I"  replied  the  Poet  ^rith 
iiiiphasis,  wliile  Antonia  drew  closer  to  him, 
iiiul  looked  eagerly  into  his  face. 

••  Prav    let    us    hear    it,''     said     Vilediano 
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smiling,  '^  for  I  eee  that  eTcn  Angdo  is  eomc- 
ivhat  curious  and  fearful." 

The  young  man  shrank  back  and  shaded  his 
wlute  face  with  his  hands. 

**  Well,  then  it  was  about  midnight ;  just 
tlie  witching  hour  Antonia,  when  the  in- 
visible ming!e  with  the  visible  of  earth.  The 
spirits  of  the  past  were  with  me  and  about  me, 
and  I  could  not  rest  or  bid  them  hence,  so 
vividly  did  they  come  one  by  one,  with  their 
pale  upbraiding  faces  to  form  a  melancholy 
band  around  my  bed.  Half  mad,  I  arose  at 
length,  and  quitting  my  chamber  began  pacing 
up  and  down  the  long  marble  corridor,  through 
the  painted  windows  of  which  tlie  clear  moon- 
light was  streaming  in,  while  the  sliadows  of 
the  green  ivy  which  was  playing  with  the 
breeze  and  the  moonbeams,  danced  fantastically 
on  the  floor.  Insensibly  as  I  gazed,  I  grew 
calm,  my  own  indentity  became  less  and  less 
haunting,  and  gentler  thoughts  succeeded.'' 
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**  80  you  went  00  further  I  suppoecr 
Gu  jon  lookiDg  mech  relieTecL 

**  I  tuoet  tikelr  idtould  not  have  don^t  had  I 
ool  fimcted  I  heiml  icitmd%  strftsge  at  llmt 
loQclv  liour»  lEi  the  dixection  of  the  etudio^** 

«  Tlie  tttodio  T  nrpcfttcd  both  the  utkts  tl 
unce  with  while  lips- 

**  Piuy  go  oDj'^eaid  Axitoaia,  "  I  aori  dying 
to  bear  wh»t  you  saw.'' 

•*WeU,   I    went   straight   iKiwn     the     backi 
tIaitHSlsey  and  across  the   little  yard     which 
was  QA  Ught  as  davj  but  nil   seemed   suddenly 
qtiiet,   and  I  stopt  m  few  moment^s   to  listeii, 
with  my  hand  €m  the  latch  of  the  door-" 

"  You  did  not  open  it  f  interrupted  An* 
gdo  breathlcasly. 

^  On  my  9ouI  I  did !  — ^Do  yon  dmk 
I  am  a  girl  to  be  frightened  at  mf  own 
ehadow  r 

*•  And  what  did  you  me  ?"  asked  Anionm 
ahtiddefijig ;    while   ihe   flanhing  eyes  of  thd 
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young  Piuntcrs   were    fixed    wildly    on    his 
countenance. 

**  Marble  busts  looking  white  and  s^iasUy 
in  the  moonlight;  statues  appearing  as  if 
they  were  about  to  step  from  their  pedes- 
tals  and  resent  my  intrusion ;  and  petures 
that  seemed  strangely  pale  and  indistinct) 
and  had  a  blue  tint  on  thenii  anything  but 
becoming  to  the  fair  faces  represented.  And 
I  fancied  how  solitary  it  would  be  to  sit 
in  that  large  and  spacious  room ;  peopled 
as  it  was  with  imaginary  beings,  and  toil 
through  the  weary  hours  of  night,  as  I 
had  read  and  heard  of  men  doing  to  ac- 
complish some  great  object,  or  win  them- 
selves a  name." 

Angclo  sighed*  and  the  colour  stole  linger- 
ingly  back  to  the  pale  cheek  of  his  com- 
panion. 

**  But  what  occasioned  the  sounds  you 
heard  ?""  asked  Antonia,  who  like  moat  |^ls, 

VOL.    II.  L 
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bad  a  atraoge  love  for  the  fuarvcUoUi<»    al* 
thougli  it  frightened  her, 

"  Most  Ekely  tliat  same  frolicsome  hy 
of  which  you  before  spoke,  Senor,"  aaid 
Guyon  quickly  ^  "  I  have  heard  it  mysdf 
tapping  at  the  window  night  after  night* 
as  if  asking  to  be  let  in,  and  to  one  iiot 
accufltomed  to  the  sound   it  is  very  like — * 

*'  A  man'i  footstep  treading  eoftly,**  iBter- 
nipted  Femmte. 

"  And  this  ib  really  all  yon  have  to  t^ 
us/'  ssud  Vilediauo,  laughingly,  **  and  you 
have  only  been  playing  with  our  feelings, 
and  exciting  our  curiosity  all  tHs  time  lc» 
no  piiqiose  ;  Antonia^  what  does  he  deserve 
for  such  conduct  ?" 

The  girl  replied   languidly^  and   the  little 
Eirty    broke     up    and    dispersed     to     their 

reral  u  vocations, 
**  Can  I  apeak   with  you  a  moment^   Sen  or 
Fei*ranVj  :■''*  ^aid  Augelo  in  a  whisper* 
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'^  ]Modt  certainly,  I  am  desirous  of  no- 
thing more  than  that  this  mystery  should 
be  cleared  up,  let  us  walk  out  together," 
and  he  jxissed  his  arm  familiarly  through 
that  of  his  agitated  companion. 

At  tlie  door  Guyon  drew  him  hastily 
aside. 

'^  One  word,   Senor,"  said  he  eagerly. 

^^  Another  tune,  I  am  engaged  now." 

"Are  you  going  out  with  Angelo  Mar- 
tel?" 

"  Yes,  why  do  you  ask?" 

"  Because  I  feared  it — You  will  not  be- 
tray me  to  him?" 

**  I  betray  you !  You  speak  in  riddles, 
Senor  Monzani." 

"  Then  you  were  not  in  the  studio  last  night, 
and  I  am  a  mad  fool  for  talking  thus  T 

**  Pardon  me,  I  have  told  you  before  that 
I  was," 

**  Then  in  the  name  of  the  Holy  Sunts  I 
L  3 
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I  oonjnfe  fou  twmtlie  not  a  froni  of  wbat  you 
iftw  there  to  Angdc,  or  I  am  betr 

**HDdi!    lie  k  obierving  12%   meet   iii€   m  ^ 
Iioiir  heooe  in  1117  aparttnezit,  and  I  wUl  explain 

Ferraate  promised  to  be  poucttial  mi 
yielding  to  the  impetxiQUi  cagemc^  of  Aji^o 
Martel,  tliejr  quitted  tlie  room  together* 

Wfacit  passed  ita  these  tntcrricirs  we  abaM  oot 
at  present  disclose;  but  Perrante  retunial 
from  thean  full  of  deep  thought.  A  new 
leaf  in  tlie  book  of  btmian  life  had  been 
opened  for  bis  pemsal,  and  aa  he  fwl^  he 
wondered  and  admired.  After  aU  il  was  a 
bright  world,  and  full  of  those  noble  deeds,  of 
which  the  angels  above  keep  record ! 
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**  Tis>  a  wild  story  but  most  true  to  nature. 
S  jch  deeds  as  these  make  sunny  tracks  of  Ifght, 
Along  the  dreary  wilderness  of  life.^ 

E.  Y. 


Time  padsed,  and  the  hotir  of  trial  was 
fast  approaching,  but  the  health  of  Angelo 
>Iartel  declined  so  rapidly  that  it  was  feared 
he  would  not  have  strength  enough  for  the 
completion  of  his  tadk.  Antonia  pleaded  earn- 
estly with  her  father  for  a  little  delay,  but  as 
the  young  artist  himself,  so  far  from  seconding 
her  request,  entreated  that  the  day  might  on 
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no  account  be  put  qWj  her  prayer  was  vmQ,  «id 
she  hail  nothing  to  do  but  to  rDCOucUe  hexeM 
to  the  CTent 

Even  Ferrante  grew  mckncholy  and  tliought* 
ful,  and  would  sit  for  hours  with  his  eyes  fiseii 
upon  the  pale,  hopeless  face  of  Autonia^  long- 
ing, but  not  daring  to  speak.  Angclo  and  he 
were  often  oloseted  together  for  hours,  much  to 
the  annoyance  of  Guyon ;  but  whatever  it  wis 
whicli  be  so  earnestly  persuaded  the  young 
painter  to  do,  it  was  useless,  and  he  gaTe  it  up 
at  length  in  deapam 

As  the  time  approached  Guyon  cared  not  to 
conceal  Ma  exultation  \  and  even  Antonia  be* 
gan  to  aegume  her  natural  vivacity  in  a  way 
that  perfectly  astonished  Ferrante,  who,  after 
all,  wad  little  verged  in  tlie  mysteries  of  the 
female  heart,  if  he  knew  not  that  it-s  pride  is 
almost  as  powerful  a  [msgion  m  it'i  love.  The 
girl  could  not  help  feeling  that  Angelo  h^d 
purposely  aiBered  bimeelf  to  be  outdone,  and 
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it  was  not  for  her  to  lament  over  his  faithless- 
ness, or  at  least  not  to  shew  that  she  did  so, 
whatever  she  might  feel,  Vilediano  was  more 
than  satisfied,  he  was  proud  of  his  intended 
son-in-law,  and,  in  his  triumph,  almost  forgot 
to  pity  the  unfortunate  Angelo. 

"  Three  more  days,"  said  Ferrante,  as  they 
sat  together,*'  only  three  more  days  Antonia, 
and  it  will  be  all  over." 

"  All  over  indeed !"  sighed  Antonia,  mourn- 
fully. 

"  It  will  be  a  glorious  sight  T  continued  the 
Poet,  "  to  663  all  the  great  Pdnters  of  Italy 
gathered  together  to  give  judgment  on  that 
which  decides  the  fate  of  one  of  the  fiurest  of  its 
daughters.  While  the  rival  suitors  tremble 
with  expectation,  and  the  maiden  prize  blushea 
at  her  own  beauty,  and  gazes  with  bashful 
wonderment  on  the  sensation  it  has  created. 
Half  the  girls  in  Italy  will  long  to  be  in  your 
place." 


-I 


?  Il 


tanned  J, . 


the  USk 


your  <nm< 


Ym-l 
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witli  ft  wild,  dslnaTe  bopt. 
*"  At  mj  iste  tb^  may  gi^^  a  pv^etty  £dr 
;  Giiyoii  Moaani  is  »  aplendiil  arti^  you 


win  be  very  procid  of  luiii,  Antonk.^ 

«  Ye« — TCiy.* 

"  I  have  h^id  you  say,**  ccntsnacd  Fdrante, 
'*  that  it  wm  tlie  hope  of  your  girlhood  to 
marry  a  clever  man  like  your  father— ha\-e  I 
notr 

**  I  believe  I  used  to  think  ao.*' 
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"  Used — why  surely  you  have  not  altered 
your  opmion  ?" 

'^  I  am  afraid  I  have  a  little.  Genius  and 
talent  have  nothing  to  do  with  happiness !" 

Ferrante  silently  acquiesced. 

"  Then  why  should  I  covet  them  ?  If  a 
woman  loves,  let  the  object  be  what  it  will,  her 
affection  hallows  and  ^lakes  it  great  and  sacred 
in  her  eyes  above  all  the  world." 

"  And  yet  it  is  pleasant  to  hear  from  other 
lips  the  praises  of  those  to  whom  we  are  at- 
tached." 

"  But  those  very  praises,  Senor,  may  lure 
him  from  us.  The  gifted,  they  say,  seldom 
shine  most  in  their  own  domestic  circle.  They 
are  the  worldls  not  ours  I  I  am  cured  of  my 
vain  dreams  of  glory." 

"  Since  when,  Antonia?" 

**  Since  I  have  thought  much  on  the  sub* 
ject." 

"  Then  you  would  sooner  have  i)oor  Angelo- 
L  5 
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•*  and  I  will  %«r*  j-c«i  j« — -I  f=¥?-ir  r  * 
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:  J  I    "ijuIcs.T  a.«  the  Senor  3IarteL" 

■    A.-,  voii  friirc  that  he  i?  ?o  cold  rjii ; Li-~.  > 


THE  PMCE   OP  FAME.  227 

"  It  matters  little,  he  can  be  nothing  more  to 
me.  Guyon  has  won  me  nobly,  and  I  am  his 
whenever  it  shall  please  him  to  claim  the  re- 
ward of  his  rare  genius!"  The  girl  broke 
from  Ferrante's  gently  detxiining  grasp  as 
she  spoke,  and  retreating  to  her  own  room 
flung  herself  upon  the  ground  and  wept  de- 
spairingly. 

Guyon,  with  the  privilege  of  an  accepted 
lover,  for  without  vanity  he  could  not  but  feel 
proudly  conscious  of  the  utter  usclessness  of 
Angclo's  feeble  exertions,  often  intruded  him- 
self unasked  into  the  presence  of  Antonia,  we 
say  intruded,  for  somehow  all  his  legends  of 
splen  lour  seemed  to  have  lost  their  interest  for 
her,  and  she  listened  to  them  in  silent  sadness, 
or  wondered  whether  there  was  really  a  charm 
in  such  scenes  as  he  described,  to  make  people 
happy  for  the  time,  and  if  it  were  so,  longed 
to  mingle  in  their  intoxicating  round. 

One  evening  he  returned  later  than   usual 


22d 


THE   rUCB  or  TJkMB. 


firom  a  faativil;  Vilediano  w&s  still  out;  Fer- 
nmte  and  Angela  had  retired  to  fest»  md  the 
young  girl  sat  quite  alone,  as  she  hid  loved  to 
do  of  late.  HiB  face  was  flushed  and  his  eyes 
sparkled  with  unusual  boUiancyi  eo  that  the 
maiden  shrank  from  hitn  when  he  would  hate 
passed  hia  arm  around  her  eleudex  fonn ;  imd 
Qiotioned  him  to  a  acat,  a  tittle  farther  off,  with 
more  of  pride  and  dlgmty  than  her  gefitle 
features  had  ever  before  assuxncd* 

"  Three  days  more,"  exclaimed  the  excited 
lover,  '^  thrce^ — long — weary  days,  and  you 
are  mine  for  ever  I" 

The  girl  shuddered;  it  was  the  second  time 
within  the  last  few  hours  that  tho^c  very  words 
had  fallen  upon  her  ears. 

*'  It  icems  almoet  like  a  dreain,"  continued 
Guyon,  "  a  wild  and  beautiful  dream,  or  one 
of  thoee  spiiit  talee  to  which  I  hai^e  so  often 
listened  with  a  stniiige  fear  in  my  boyish 
dny«/' 
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^^  I  see  nothing  marvellous  or  supernatural 
in  genius  and  industry,"  said  Antonia  eare- 
lessly,  *'  although  I  often  do  wonder  how  you 
get  on  so  rapidly  with  your  picture,  when  you 
scarcely  sit  to  it  an  hour  at  a  time  all  day 
long." 

**  Ah !  that's  the  secret — ^the  mystery — the 
enchantment !"  said  Guyon  significantly. 

'*  A  secret  T  and  the  girl  forgot  her  timidity, 
and  placing  both  her  little  hands  in  his,  looked 
into  his  face  with  a  winning  smile ;  "  You  will 
tell  it  to  me,  Guyon  ?** 

"  To  be  sure  I  will,  dearest  I  if  you  wish  it, 
although  I  had  intended  not  to  have  confessed 
it  until  after  our  marriage.  Nay,  if  you  shrink 
from  me  thus,  I  will  not  utter  another  word." 

Antonia  resumed  her  seat,,  but  her  hands 
trembled  and  her  cheeks  burned* 

"  The  first  day  that  I  commenced  my  pic- 
ture, I  could  do  nothing  to  my  own  satisfaction, 
and  when  I  glanced  at  Angelo's  masterly  out- 
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line,  I  was  half  mad  witli  envy  anl  deg|jmr-  I 
threw  down  my  pencils  and  wiindered  awny  1 
knew  not  wliitlier ;  at  one  moment  dctermineil 
to  give  up  the  trial,  and  the  next,  vowing  that 
you  should  be  mine  in  gpito  of  fate !  It  wns 
night  before  I  began  to  think  of  retracing  my 
@t€p€ ;  Angelo  met  me  about  a  mile  from  hotne^ 
and  passing  Im  arm  through  mine»  eaid  in  a 
tremulous  voice : 

'*  Let  ud  be  friend^  GuyoUj  for  her  mke^ 
however  all  this  may  end." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  I,  touched  by 
his  manner,  and  seeing  that  he  hioked  quite  m 
pale  and  miserable  as  myself^ 

"  You  loTC  her  ?"  &aid  he  after  n  jiau^ie. 

"  To  be  sure  I  do." 

*'  It  is  well,"  mid  Angcloj  **  let  u$  talk  of 
other  things,"  and  then  we  fell  inscnmbly  into  a 
melancholy  conversation  ttbout  dreamily  omensi, 
and  all  such  suiiernatural  themes.  He  told  mo 
how  a   Poet,   anxious  and  excited  with  deep 
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thought,  rose  up  in  his  sleep,  and  hastily  noted 
down  poems,  the  wild  beauty  of  which  made 
the  world  marvel.  How  the  Painter  was 
hannted  by  forms  of  ideal  loveliness  that  flitted 
•  away  when  he  would  have  stamped  them  for 
ever  upon  canvass,  and  came  again  only  in 
sleep.  And  how  the  Philosopher  saw  that  re- 
vealed to  him  in  a  dream  which  many  had 
grown  grey  in  the  vain  attempt  to  discover. 
At  night,  when  I  laid  my  head  upon  the  pillow, 
it  was  full  of  these  legends,  and  I  wished  they 
might  be  true,  and  that  heaven  would  work 
thus  wonderfully  for  me.  I  invoked  the  spirit 
of  inspiration,  and  my  petition  was  heard  1 
When  morning  came;  my  hand  still  grasped 
the  pencil  with  which  the  outline  of  my  glo- 
rious picture  had  been  sketched.  Again,  and 
again  this  has  hapi>ened,  and  evefy  stroke  that 
I  attempt  to  put  in  in  the  day  time,  seems  only 
to  ra:\r  the  faultless  excellence  of  that  which  is 
to  win  for  nic  all  I  prize  on  earth." 
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Anfonk   felt  m  if   the  fates     tbemeelte^ 
were    in    league  againat  licr>   and   dared  no ' 
longer  stniggle  with  licr  destiny. 

''  In  my  anxiety,"  continued  Guyon,  "  it  is 
long  sometimes  before  I  can  get  to  sleep,  and 
I  have  not  tlie  sliglitest  recollection  of  what 
afterwanls  occnrsj  until  morning  reveals  to  mc 
fresh  touches  of  power,** 

"  I  have  heard  teUj"  8aid  the  girl  in  a  low 
and  changed  voice,  "  of  one  who  used  to  get 
up  at  mtdoight  as  you  do,  and  go  regularly  to 
Iim  work ;  I  forget  now  wliat  that  was,  until 
one  naght,  some  one  spoke  to,  or  frightened 
him,  and  he  went  raving  wad  T 

The  cheek  of  the  young  Artist  paled;  but 
he  only  smiled^ 

"  Ao  doubt,"  said  he,  "  sueh  an  occurrence 
would  break  the  spell,  and  prevent  the  somnam- 
bulist from  wandering  in  future.  I  hare  I»card 
of  many  being  eured  ia  that  manner/^ 


THE   PUICE   OF   FAME.  233 

"  How  I  wish  you  had  told  me  all  this 
before  T  said  Antonia  a  little  wildly. 

"  What  would  you  have  done  ?" 

The  girl  moved  by  the  earnest  tones  of  his 
voice,  aroused  herself,  and  answered  with  forced 
gaiety. 

**  Antonia,^  said  her  lover,  drawing  her 
gently  towards  liim,  **  I  should  have  feared  to 
iiave  told  you  thus  much  only,  that  in  a  few 
days  your  husband's  fame  will  be  most  dear  and 
sacred  to  you." 

'^  But  there  is  another  besides  myself  in 
possession  of  your  secret,  Guyon,  or  I  am  much 
mistaken  ?" 

"  Yes,  Niecolo  Ferrante ;  he  surprised  me 
one  night  at  my  work,  but  had  prudence 
enough  to  retire  as  noiselessly  as  he  had  enter- 
ed ;  he  has  sworn  most  solemnly  not  to  betray 
me." 

'^  And  has  Angelo  no  suspicion  of  the 
truth?" 
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**  None,  he  ia  too  careless  about  his  oim 
painting  to  take  luiicli  notice  of  mine;  but 
surely  I  heart!  footsteps  T 

*'  Yes,  my  father  is  returning,  he  must  not 
find  you  here — Goo<l  iiiglit  Guyon  I" 

*^  Good  night,  my  Aiitonia.—  May  the  Saint*' 
watch  over  you  1" 

*-Have  I  kept  you  up  long,  my  child!*'' 
csaid  Vilcdiano  tenderly^  m  he  paxted  the  hair 
u[xin  hez  cold  brow  and  pressed  his  lips  to  it. 

"  Oh!  no,  I  am  not  tired." 

**  So  yoiu"  iH>or  mother  used  nlwfiys  to  say, 
attd  with  jii3fc  such  a  heart  breaking  gmile. 
Ytni  arc  very  like  her  to  night,  Antouia,** 

**  \Vli)'  do  you  call  licr  poor  f*  said  the  ghrl, 
elingiug  alioiit  his  neck,  "  she  was  rich  in  your 
h*ve*     I  would  that  her  fate  were  mine  T 

"  What  tx>  know  so  much  of  suffering  and 
jiovcrty  ?  and  to  die  so  young  ''*" 

*'  Ycs»  yci»  t  would  liave  borne  all  that  slie 
Unxs  if  I  had  loved  m  she  lovctl  T 
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''  You  will  make  a  sweet  and  gentle  wife, 
Antonia." 

"  But  why  should  I  be  married  at  all  ?  How 
happy  we  have  always  been  together,  father ; 
do  not  3cnd  me  from  you !" 

-^  My  poor  timid  child,  do  you  shrink  back 
on  the  very  threshold  of  life?  but  we  will 
talk  oi  this  to-morrow,  and  Guyon  will  argue 
the  matter  with  you  much  better  than  I  could 
possibly  do,"  and  Vilediano  kissed  her  pale 
cheek,  and  dismissed  her  to  her  own  apartment, 
where  she  sat  motionless,  with  her  head  rest- 
ing on  her  arms  lost  in  deep  thought 

Hours  flew  on,  and  a  strange,  a  burning 
curiosity  on  a  sudden  possessed  her.  By  this 
time  her  lover  would  be  at  his  task  I  She  would 
sec — she  would  ascertain  for  herself,  the  truth 
of  the  wild  story  he  had  related  to  her.  Wrap- 
ping herself  in  her  veil  Antonia  passed  noiselessly 
along  the  gloomy  corridor,  and  down  the  mar- 
ble staircase   until    slic    stood    in    the    little 
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ijtunc-jard  lending  to   th&  etudiix    It  me  i 
brigbt  ftfarUght  night,  and  ilic  [laiiAed  atnomcut 
to  cociposc  her  agJtatcJ  spirii^   when  the  tow 
murmUTJDg  of  a  tuanfi   voice   ftU   mdktiJK^;  J 
upon  her  car  thruitgh  the  half  opened  door.       ^M 

Doca  he  talk  as  well  its  poiBt  in  im  eleq^ 
thoti^ht  the  girl  odvancbig  with  besililiDg 
steps*  A  light  burned  dimly  ^*ithiii^  jwat  f^ 
vealing  llic  nearly  finished  Pmintijigt  and  g\&M* 
iiig  oil  the  high  broitd  forehead  and  dark  matied 
curb  of  the  Artist  Antonta  pressed  wibDf 
f\irward,  repressing  the  ecreoiii  which  rose  U> 
lier  lipd,  and  Bt^Kxl  breathless  bchiiicl  his  cbair» 
it  was  Awj^h  Martd! — With  pale  thin  fiogeii 
he  worked  rapidly  at  the  picture^  the  toJ 
briglitueas  of  which  seemed  aknost  Hke  t 
mockery,  for  there  was  no  hope  for  him,  aud 
ever  and  anon  he  wouhl  pause  to  tooisten  bk 
pare) ted  lips  with  water  \  or  presd  hts  waxt  haDd 
to  liis  templefl  as  if  to  etiU  their  wild  beatiagi. 

At  a  little  distance  off  fiat  Ferrante^   with 
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book  in  his  hand  from  which  he  had  evidently 
been  reading  to  while  away  the  long  midnight 
hours,  but  it  was  closed  now,  and  there  was  a 
sad  smile  upon  Angelo's  face  as  he  replied  to 
some  question,  the  purport  of  which  she  had 
not  heard. 

**  It  is  for  her  that  I  labour,"  murmured  the 
Fainter,  while  his  voice  sounded  with  ter- 
rible distinctness  in  that  large  and  silent 
apartment,  *^  Antonia,  I  do  not  .feel  the 
toil  which  is  to  ensure  thy  happiness!  How 
aad  she  looked  that  night,  when  she  fear- 
ed that  I  might  win  her — ^how  melancholy 
her  sweet  voice  sounded  as  she  mourned 
for  him,  and  for  herself, '  Poor,  poor  Guyon  T 
methinks  I  hear  it  now.  But  she  shall  be 
happy  yet,  and  owe  it  all  to  me.  She 
will  never  know  that,  but  it  will  make 
my  death-bed  easier,  and  Antonia  who  is 
so  good  and  gentle,  will  weep  for  me! 
They    say    it    is    a    fearful  thing    to    die 
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yovmgt  but  it  eecmeth  not  m  to  mc — fiuixr 
— loye — aod  honour — all  lost  oti  i^rtli,  peace 
only  in  the  gmveT 

•*  I  tell  yon,  Angelo,  that  she  loves  jnoa," 
said  Feminie  soothingly;  while  Aniooia, 
bli^gcd  him  in  her  heart  The  yoiuig  Pain* 
ter  shook  his  head  and  went  calmly  on 
with  Jus  task.  "  Nay,  I  would  ventni^  to 
awear  it^  for  I  haT€  studied  her  e^^erj 
word  and  action."' 

**  You  say  thi^  in   kindness,    Benor    Fer* 

>  lante ;  but  t(  b  a  fearful  mockery.      I  will 

never    b^eirc    the    affectaons    of     Anionja, 

mine  until  she   comes   and   telli  me   io   hei- 

ielfr 

**  Then  beliere  it  now»  Angelo  I  dear  I 
dear  Angelo  T  and  the  maiden  wa^  on  her 
knees  before  him>  with  her  pasdioiaate  heart 
robbing  forth  iu  love  and  its  remoree;  and 
the  pale  lip«  of  Angelo  Martel  sealing 
their  pardon  upon   her  brow  and  cheek." 
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Ferrante  stole  away  to  hb  own  apart- 
menty  and  the  lovers  had  so  much  to  say 
to  each  other  that  they  never  missed  him^ 
or  heeded  the.  quick  flight  of  time,  until 
Aioming  broke  lingeringly  over  the  eartL 

**  Poor  Guyon  will  be  quite  disappointed 
with  his  night's  work,"  s^d  Angelo  pointing 
smilingly  to  the  picture. 

^*  But  you  do  not  surely  intend  to  let 
him  have  the  credit  of  it?" 

**  Why  not? — What  more  have  I  to  desire 
pDSsessing  they  love,  my  Antonia !" 

*^  But  my  father,  Angelo,  what  shall  we  say 
to  hun  r 

'*  Tell  him  that  you  shall  be  wretched  if  he 
forces  you  to  marry  Ghiyon — ^that  you  can  only 
be  happy  with  me,  is  it  not  so  dearest?  And 
what  else  you  like,  he  loves  you  too  fondly  to 
refuse  you  anything." 

*'  Let  us  rather  ask  the  Senor  Ferrante  to 
intercede  for  us." 
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**  M  you  wilt  Atttoni^  b«t  we  mast 
nowj"  and  the  Painter  looe  with  a  fteUoM 
which  was  perhaps  somewluii  miigiufied,  wbea 
AntomiK  hidi*  weeping;  bad  Mm  Imxk  €fi  bcr, 
and  hoped  he  wcuU  g^t  well  man  or  abe  ftboiiU 
I  HGTer  forgive  tier^lf  for  harijig  redtieed  faun 
to  8uch  a  state.  Who  would  oot  ghidlj  kit 
^bcen  Angela  Martel  at  that  moaicot,  weak 
and  weary  m  he  wms^  but  cacircled  hy  tod 
inowy  arms,  and  soothed  by  m  sweet  a  mtt 

Xo  wonder  he  had  frdlcn  ill,  and  wasted 
away,  day  by  day  with  such  akrming  rapidity ; 
Miee  for  weeks  be  had  not  known  one  tugbt's 
fcstf  or  ciren  been  able  to  sleep  at  other  tima^ 
80  unoeaMSgly  had  he  toiled.  And  yet  Imr 
— >thepiii«,  undelfi^hloYC  of  a  noble  haarti  faiil 
aoataincd  hm,  and  would  have  done  so  to  tk 

It  111A7   aecm  strange  that   Guyoai 
have  never  once  ^u^pected  the   truth,  but 
on  hy  Aiigelo's  conversation  on  the  fiiBl 
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a  conversation  purposely  intended  to  deceive 
him ;  he  most  religiously  believed  the  picture 
to  be  the  work  of  his  own  hands.  While  to 
guard  against  danger^  his  rival  always  took  care 
to  administer  unperceived  a  harmless  but  potent 
drug,  which  had  the  effect  of  making  him  sleep 
80  soundly,  that  Angelo  could  enter  his  cham- 
ber, arrange  every  thing  as  he  wished,  and 
even  place  a  pencil  or  brush  in  his  powerless 
hand  without  awakening  him.  In  the  excited 
Btate  of  mind  of  the  young  artist,  it  was  well 
for  Fcrrante  that  the  possibility  of  his  making 
any  dbcovery  never  occurred  to  him,  for  he 
would  not  have  scrupled  to  ensure  his  silence 
in  the  same  way.  As  it  was,  the  presence  and 
sympathy  of  the  Poet  was  a  great  comfort  to 
him,  and  often  served  to  wile  r.way  the  long, 
weary  hours  of  night  almost  j/Ieasantly,  for 
there  wob  a  charm  in  the  conxersation  of 
Niocol6,  which  even  the  most  wretched  could 
not  long  resist ;   besides,  he  could  t'llk  to  him 

VOT^    II.  M 
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of  Antonia,  and  give  bim  hopes  of  her  loye^ 
which,  vain  as  he  felt  them  to  be,  were  moet 
sweet  and  soothing,  for  tho  moat  sad  aind 
blighted  heart  will  take  a  melaoeholy  pleasure 
in  thus  deceiving  itself. 
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CHAPTER  X- 


<*  Talk  irbo  will  of  the  world  as  a  desert  of  thrall. 
Yet,  yet,  there  is  bloom  on  the  waste. 

Though  the  chalice  of  life  hath  its  acid  and  gall, 
There  are  honey-drops  too  fer  the  taste.** 

EuzA  Cook. 


Ab  was  usually  the  case,  Guyon's  first  im- 
polse  on  awaking  was  to  go  directly  to  the 
studio,  where,  as  Angelo  had  anticipated,  he 
was  much  vexed  to  see  the  small  progress 
which  he  fancied  he  had  made. 

**  I  should  not  have  suffered  myself  to  be 
tempted  out  last  night,"  thought  the  Artiet, 
**  for  I  remember  now,  returning  home  fevered 
M  3 
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and  excited ;  and  suppose  it  must  liave  been 
long  before  I  got  to  sleep.  Thea  I  was  fooKah 
enough  t€  tell  every  thing  to  Aatoni%  as  U' 
any  good  ever  yet  came  by  letting  a  womsn 
into  a  secret  of  importance ;  besideaj  tliey  say 
we  should  never  talk  of  such  things.  Suppose 
I  ahoidd  he  unable  to  finUh  it  in  tinie^  if  at  all ; 
but  no  matterj  if  the  %Torst  come  to  the  worst, 
this  fragment,  glorious  as  it  is*  shall  win  me 
Antonia,  and  delight  and  surprise  half  ItJy  t 
which  point  once  gained,  I  am  well  content  to 
do  as  many  great  men  before  me  have  donef 
flit  calmly  down  and  enjoy  fame,  without  hunt- 
ing it  to  the  very  death  by  fresh  achievoments. 
While  the  multitude  shall  murmur  as  I  paaSt 
**  what  this  man  might  do  if  he  liked,  but  si 
genius  is  proverbially  idJc.**  Afler  all,  mme 
is  a  bright  and  glorioufl  destiny  1''  and  Guyon, 
after  contemplating  his  picture  for  some  time 

with  evident  eatjBfaction,  covered  it  carefully 

* 

o\^r  and  went  to  the  breakfast  room. 
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Angelo  looking  even  paler  than  usual^  was 
lying  on  a  low  couch  by  the  open  window, 
while  iVntonia's  eyes  were  dark  and  heavy  with 
weeping,  and  even  Vilediano  looked  perplexed 
and  thoughtful  Fcrrante  alone  retained  his 
usual  manner,  save  that  it  was  kinder  and  more 
fiiendly  towards  the  young  Artist  who  could 
not  but  feel  gratified  by  the  change.  The 
deep  silence  of  that  once  cheerful  little  house- 
hold, was  broken  occasionally  by  the  low- 
tremulous  voice  of  the  girl,  as  she  bent  whis- 
peringly  over  the  couch  of  the  invalid,  pressing 
him  to  cat;  and  Guy  on,  who  had  a  kind  heart, 
and  really  pitied  the  companion  of  his  studies, 
as  the  triumphant  can  alone  afford  to  do,  was 
glad  to  see  her  thus  tenderly  alive  to  his  suffer^ 
ings.  He  was  too  busily  employed  in  thinking 
of  his  unfinished  picture  to  notice  how  Antonia 
shrank  from  his  careless  gaze, .  clinging  still 
closer  to  Angelo,  as  if  he,  poor  fellow !  could 
protect    her,    and    mumuiring    words    which 
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reached  hts  car  jdone,  and  called  up  a  bright 
smile  upon  his  faded  coimteQaDOQ, 

"  Can  I  Bpeak  with  you  a  iftomcnt,  Scuar 
Monzani  ?"  eaid  Ferrantej  as  they  arose  from 
table. 

"  With  pleasure,**  replied  the  young  ArtiflCj 
cheerfully*  *^  do  you  remember  when  I  put  the 
Bame  question  to  you  in  fear  and  treniblijig  leet 
you  should  betray  me  ?" 

i£  Perfectly  well  ;  it  is  of  that  I  wmdd 
speak/* 

**  Ah  !  does  any  one  auspect  ?" 

^*No,  no  J  you  are  safe," 

**  You  tliink  perhaps,"  said  Giiyon,  leading 
the  way  to  the  etudio,  and  flinging  hijn^elf  on 
a  seat  opposite  his  picture,  "  you  think  that  I 
am  not  acting  fairly  towardf#  jioor  Angelo  ?" 

"  Nay,  if  tlie  pidnting  is  your  own  there  is 
no  need  of  explaining  whether  it  wos  done 
asleep  or  awake,** 

*'  True,   but  as  you  seem  to  be  in  cveiyl 
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one's  secret,  Senor  Ferrante,  you  can  tell  me 
perhaps  what  Antonia  had  been  weeping  about 
this  morning?" 

« I  coulA" 

"  Why  do  you  hesitate  ?  Had  I  ought  to  do 
with  a  sorrow  that  seems  strange  at  such  a  time 
asthis?'' 

^*  You  had,  Guyon,  and  you  alone  can  allevi- 
ateit" 

"  Then  she  will  not  weep  long ;  Ferrante, 
you  may  think  me  a  fool,  but  I  would  lay  down 
my  life  for  that  girl  I" 

"  A  still  harder  sacrifice  will  be  required  of 
you,  if  you  indeed  love  her  so  much,''  said  the 
Poet  gently,  "  you  must  yield  her  to  anothen** 

"  Never !  I  swear  it  by  the  Holy  Saints !  I 
have  won  her  by  more  than  mortal  agency,  and 
she  is  mine  r 

**  But  wliat  if  her  afi'cctions  have  all  along 
been  Angelo'ft?" 
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"  Stillj  b J  her  own  conditioaa  I  cldm  Iier  !^ 
But  you  mock  me,  Senor  Ferrante." 

The  Poet  spoke  soothingly^  although  without 
attempting  to  conceal  the  truth,  and  his  wortla 
carried  a  fearful  con^^ctioa  with  tlieni, 

"  And  I/'  murmured  Guyoii,  "  have  &u  con- 
fided— so  thoughtleBsly  trusted  in  her  fktth, 
why  it  Was  but  last  night  that  I  was  mad 
enough  to  let  fall  that,  which,  if  breathed  aloud, 
might  effect  her  purpose,  and  ruin  me  for 
ever," 

"  Antonia  will  never  betray  you***  said  Nic^ 
colo. 

*'  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that ;  but  let  her  do 
her  worsts  the  picture  is  mine,  and  by  it  I  swear 
she  shall  be  my  bride!  Viledlaiio  dares  not 
break  his  word  of  honour  aiid  refuse  her  to 
me." 

"  He  will  not,"*  said  Fcrrante,  **  if  you  inaiist 
upon  the  termej  he  told  Angelo  and  Antoaia 
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80  this  morning,  when  they  confessed  every 
thing  to  him,  and  it  was,  therefore,  that  she 
wept,  but  not  as  one  without  hope,  for  she 
knew  thy  generous  nature." 

"  She  knows  me  not,"  interrupted  Giiyon 
passionately,  "  if  she  thinks  that  I  will  yield 
her  up : — why  her  love  has  been  the  dream  of 
my  life.  It  drew  me  from  Milan — it  chained 
me  here  for  years.  It  taught  me  to  be  a 
Painter,  and  led  me  on  to  glory — but  not  to 
leave  me  at  length  like  a  meteor  flash  T 

"  Guyon,"  said  Ferrante,  in  a  low,  earnest 
voice,  "  if  it  rested  with  you  to  chose  between 
her  and  fame,  the  passion  of  an  hour,  or  the 
triumph  of  ages;  which  would  you  have?" 

"  You  would  not  ask  if  you  had  ever  loved," 
replied  the  Painter  impatiently,  while  Niccolo's 
heart  went  with  him  in  his  sentiments  and 
dwelt  fondly  uix>n  the  remembrance  of  her  for 
whose  faintest  smile  he  would  willingly  have 
M  5 
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given  up  all   else   on    earth — ^his  beautiful  and 
long  lost  I])ix)lita. 

«  Guyon,"  eaid  he,  after  a  ysusCy  "  have  you 
pondered  well  on  the  conscquencea  of  thi« 
union?— on  the  living  death  to  which  you  doom 
a  young  and  loving  girl — and  the  constant  re- 
proach which  her  pale  face  will  l)e  to  yon  day 
and  night?— Angelo  will  die,  and  you  may  in 
time  forget  him,  but  she  never  will !  And  yet 
women  endure  much  and  linger  on  lon'^  after 
the  weary  heart  has  broken  !" 

''  I  wiU  dare  dl  this  r  said  (^uyon  wiWIy. 

*•  Then  you  refuse  to  yield  her  up?" 

**  I  do  most  solemnlv  I" 

Ferrante  turned  away  and  leant  hi?  pitlc 
brow  a^Minst  the  window  franu-  ;  but  otic  ihim: 
remained  to  be  done,  and  yi^t  be  lH\*itat<(l  t»» 
bliglit  at  c»nce  the  fairest  hoj)es  of  that  vnmg 
and  ambitious  heart. 

**  Chiyon/'  said  he  at  length,   "  for  your  own 
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sake,  if  not  for  hers,  1  implore  yoii  to  be  gene- 
rous I" 

"  Ferrante,"  replied  the  Painter  in  a  hoarse 
voice,  "  I  have  sworn  that  she  shall  be  mine, 
and  will  keep  my  oatlu" 

"  Then  the  consequences  be  upon  your  own 
head!"  said  Niccolo,  and  again  there  was  a 
deep  silence. 

"  We  waste  time,  Senor,"  said  Guyon  at 
length,  "  and  heaven  knows  it  is  most  precious 
to  me  now ;  you  will  excuse  my  going  on  with 
my  work,"  and  taking  up  his  brush  he  made  a 
few  ineffectual  touches,  which  marred  rather 
than  increased  the  beauty  of  the  whole,  "  This 
will  not  do,"  murmured  he  despairingly,  "  I 
must  wait  for  night  after  all** 

"  It  seldom  happens  that  the  styles  of  two 
different  Painters  blend  well  together,"  ob- 
served Ferrante. 

"  But  rarely  indeed ;  and  so  you  believe  in 
that  strange  doctrine  of  the  ancient  philosophers. 
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mimk  mm§pnm  dbcfin^  ud  waldng  to  be  eo* 
tii^f  Jfawt  itste»  of  extjteiice^  each  requir- 
11^  &  Mptfile  and  distinct  soul  r 

^Tlie  qae£iim  k  too  profomid  and  mctaphysi*^ 
al  Sott  mtt''  aud  tlie  Poet,  **  nar  did  it  cinc€  en* 
tar  mj  hmd  wbea  I  epoke."* 

^  Thoi  who  w&t  tlie  teo   Paiotet^   alluded 

tor 

-*  Angdo  Mart^  and  jmndfT 

''AngdoMaftcir 

**  Ye*  bear  me,  it  wis  be  who  poiotal  thii 
whUe  you  skpt,  and  for  yoti,  becaudo  be  fan- 
cied Anlonia  loTed  touI^ — For  w€ek%  for 
montbis  im^  he  Uboured  at  his  glorious  imk, 
eTen  at  tbe  rbk  i>f  life  itself,  and  seeking  no 
reward  but  Antonta'd  ImppiiMSs;  Judge  now 
which  of  you  loved  her  best  I  Mnay  a  night 
have  I  held  him  in  mj  amta  by  thii  very  win- 
dow, when  overouine  by  %vearine^  he  ha& 
droiiped  eenaeless  fmm  his  task ;  and  slmddci ed 
for  fcfkT  that  ho  ahould  indeed  be  gone,  so  fa-^ 
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ded  and  motionless  did  he  appear  :  and  then  as 
I  bent  over  him,  watehing  the  con -ml  give  move- 
ments of  hia  white  lifJSj  heard  hitii  praying  U\ 
his  Godj  that  he  might  be  spared  yet  a  Httle 
longer  for  her  soke  I  In  epite  of  my  eatrcaties 
he  would  ini^idt,  the  moment  Kb  IrcmUinghanda^ 
could  hold  a  brush,  on  resuming  that  task  which 
was  to  bring  death  to  him  ;  and  glory — and 
honour — and  hapiiiness  to  those  he  loved  T 

Guyon  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  and 
groaned  aloud* 

*^  I  was  sworn  to  secrecyj"  continued  Ferrante, 
*'  and  must  liave  watched  him  dying  inch  by 
inch,  unsoothed  —  uncared  for — unhonoured — 
but  for  Antonia.  And  yet,  generous  to  the  last* 
he  will  have  nothing  but  her  love^  and  i^i  well 
content  to  leave  all  the  fame  and  glory  he  hai 
acquired  to  you,  Vilcdiano  knows  only  of 
their  aSection  for  each  other;  and  had  you 
given  her  up  at  once,  all  might  have  been  well; 
but  I  did  not  feel  justified   in  sacrificing  t¥ 
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noble  beart3  even   to  &par<5  you    fim  sudden 

"  You  were  right,"  said  Guyon,  "  leave  me, 
Senor  Ferraote,  I  would  be  alone  I" 

The  Poet  hesitated  not  to  obey  him,  for  well 
he  knew  that  there  are  inomeDts  in  our  lives 
when  we  can  bear  no  eye,  eavc  that  of  an  all- 
pi  tying  heaven,  should  witness  our  agony  and 
humiliation.  He  withdrew  in  silence ;  and  the 
Painter  fell  prostrate  on  the  ground  before  the 
l>ictnre — hh  no  longer !  And  vet  there  was 
something  in  the  attitude — in  the  uplifted  hand^ 
the  calm  radmnt  brow  and  smiling  eye%  which 
almost  forbade  dei^imir.  It  was  as  though  an 
mitre\  stood  over  him,  and  oDe  which  rarely  or 
nt- ver  quite  deserts  even  the  mos^t  desolate, — it 

was  **  HOPE.'* 

On  quitting  the  Studio^  Fur  rant  e,  instead   of  ^ 
returning   to  the  bouse,  wandered  abstnictedly 
through  the  city.     The  excitement  of  the  lait 
few  weeka  wa«  over^  he  had  caught  glimpses 
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a  devotion  almost  too  pure  and  holy  for  earth — 
and  pondered  over  that  strange  and  beautiful 
myetery,  the  love  of  woman  !  He  had  seen  the 
proudly  asinring  spirit  bowed  down  and  blighted 
for  ever  I  He  had  taken  a  part  in  all — been 
the  eonfidant  of  their  hopes  and  fears,  and  now 
it  was  pa;5t,  and  he  stood  alone  again,  with  no 
companion  save  his  own  destroying  thoughts. 

The  day  was  warm  and  bright,  elosing  in 
with  one  of  those  calm  still  evenings  when  a 
slight  feeling  of  weariness  increases  the  luxury 
of  lying  upon  the  soft  grass,  and  gazing  on 
the  blue  skies  above  us;  but  then  the  heart 
should  be  at  peace  witliin  itself,  or  what  avails 
the  serenity  of  outward  objects?  At  a  little 
distriiK'c  from  where  Ferrante  lay  sat  a  group 
of  peasant  girls,  laughing  and  talking  over  the 
events  of  the  day.  They  were  all  young 
and  joyous,  but  most  especially  one  with  dark 
star-like  eyes  and  long  braided  hair,  from  whose 
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lips  arose  ever  and  anon  a  wild  gnsli  of  melodj, 
Hpringing  from  a  heart  ovcr0owing  with  happi* 
ntBB,  and  as  slio  eang  she  unconsciously  pulled  the 
riowers  that  grew  near  her,  and  scattered  theoi 
to  the  winda  in  very  sjwrtivcness  of  mirth- 
And  the  Poetj  he  who  had  wruught  go  much 
of*  ain  and  woe  among  his  fellow  l»eings»  came, 
when  the  girl  had  moved  away^  to  mourn  over 
the  flowera  thu3  wantonly  left  to  perish:  of  a 
truth  tliis  is  a  strange  world  and  full  of  ineoa- 
distenciee  I 

It  was  late  before  Ferrante  returned,  and  Uic 
first  sound  that  greete<l  him  was  Guyoii*s  clear, 
ringing  laugh,  le^s  sweet  perhaps,  hut  mnns 
btristerous  than  ever,  Tlicy  were  walking  in 
the  moonlight,  on  the  stone  balcony  which  sur- 
rounds many  of  the  houses  in  Italy,  and  whirli 
Antonk's  taste  had  decorated  with  garlands  of  ' 
flowers,  giving  it  a  pretty  and  a  picturesque 
appearance*     Angclo   leant  hea^nly    upon   Uic 


THE   PniCR   OF   FAME.  257 

arm  of  his  late  rival,  smiling  at  his  sportive 
sallies ',  while  on  the  other  side,  Antonia  offered 
the  support  of  her  delicate  little  shoulder  with 
as  much  earnestness  as  if  she  really  imagined  he 
would  venture  to  lean  upon  it  Angelo  and 
Guyon  looked  at  each  other  gnd  laughed,  but 
they  were  jast  then  standing  in  the  shade,  and 
no  one  perceived  the  deep  agony  that  rested 
for  a  moment  on  the  brow  of  the  latter,  as 
Angelo  kissed  the  fair  forehead  of  his  gentle 
mistress,  and  feigned  to  accept  her  aid. 

"  Ah  !  here  is  the  Senor  Ferrante,"  exclaimed 
Antonia,  "  come  to  witness  our  happiness." 

Guyon  repeated  her  words  almost  unconsci- 
ously, and  the  Poet  started  as  the  mournful 
accents  reached  his  ear  alone. 

"  I  am  come  to  bid  you  farewell,  Antonia," 
said  he,  "  I  must  leave  here  to-night." 

"  So  soon!— and  poor  Guyon  too  is  going; 
we  shall  grieve  to  lose  you  botL" 
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**  Noj  no,  you  will  forget  us,  Antonia,  very 

aoofi ;  and  it  ii  best  that  you  ahould  do  8C^*' 

'  BS&i  Monzaui,  altuost  bitterly. 

The  girl  slipped  her  little  hand  affectionately 
into  hl8>  and  gave  the  other  witliout  speaking 
to  Fermnte:  there  %rerc  t^ars  in  her  beautiiiil 
eyes*  Guyoa  would  have  given  the  world  to 
have  pressed  it  to  hie  li[>s,  but  he  dared  not — 
hia  heart  was  full  to  bursting,  and  he  could 
only  hold  it  in  his  burning  ones»  and  gaze  sadly 
Into  her  face. 

"  We  shall  not  be  mjided^*'  continued  he, 
^^  you  will  have  so  much  to  do  in  nufsing 
Angolo,  and  then  will  come  your  weddings 
Antonia,** 

The  girl  blushed j  but  not  painfully,  and  tJie 
young  Painter,  dia trusting  hia  own  strength, 
moved  away,  and  took  two  or  three  hurried 
turns  upon  the  balcony, 

"  And  so  you  are  quite  reconciled  to  poverty  ?** 
&aid  Fermnte  in  a  whi^xier  to  AntoniEi. 
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"  Oh  yes,  with  one  wc  love  what  is  there  to 
fear.  If  Angelo  has  his  health  we  shall  oever 
be  poor ;  and  should  he  fall  ill  again,  which 
hcaveu  ibrl)id  !  I  would  play  my  guitar  through 
all  tlie  cities  of  Italy,  rather  than  he  should 
want  a  single  earthly  thing." 

Fortunately  for  Antonia  she  was  never  called 
upon  to  put  this  beautiful  theory  of  youthful 
hearts  into  practice. 

"  Let  us  go  to  my  lather,"  wiid  she  at  length, 
'*  it  is  growing  too  late  for  Angelo  to  be 
abroad." 

Ferrante  sprang  forward  to  sup|)ort  him  into 
the  hou?e,  and  tlien  returned  to  Guyon,  who 
leant  tlion;^litrully  agtiint*t  the  stone  pillars  of 
the  biiildin<r. 

"  It  is  all  over,"  said  the  young  Painter, 
lifting  n[)  hi.'^  head  as  he  advanced  towards  him. 

"  Yon  liJivc  acted  nobly,  Monzani ;  but  why 
do  nolcnre  to  your  fcdings  by  this  wild  mirth. 
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which,  though  it  might  others,  could  not  de- 
ceive nic  ?" 

**  It  wm  the  only  waj  left  me  to  recoocile 
pgor  Aiitoiiia  to  hci^df.  If  you  had  seen  h«r 
md  mid  eager  scrutiny  o£my  countenance  when 
I  giive  her  up  to  Angelo,  you  wouid  have  acted 
t*xiiclly  as  I  Iiave  danOj  and  not  willingly  have 
{Kiined  that  gentle  spiriu'* 

Ferrante  started^  and  inv^'uBtarily  ostesded 
hh  hiMid,  whioh  Guyau  warmly  grasped 

*'  I  wouKV*  contiaued  he,  **  ibit  Axitani« 
shiiiild  regard  me  us  a  bratlier  onij — ehocdil 
ftincy  mine  hoA  heeii  but  a  hrother  d  lave^  wad 
m  accept  favours  frum  my  hand*  which  other* 
wise  I  should  U0t  dare  to  ofier,  or  dm  i^ecctve. 
Angelu  Mi&rtel  ha^  €omiii9eacf!d  his  eaueer  giio$t 
ghirti>u;sly»  and  the  taak  ahaU  be  laiae  to^ce 
that  no  pectmlary  difficulties  cntsb  and  encrrvtc 
bb  h%h  ami  ambitious  sfiiiit  I  am  cmei  of 
la  be  an  artist  urndf,  aod  wmm  ii» 
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turn  patron  and  connoiBaeor  instead. — But  let 
us  join  them,  this  is  the  last  night  for  years  per- 
haps that  I  shall  gaze  upon  that  face;  and 
when  I  look  again  the  joyous  girl  will  be  chang-, 
ed  into  the  loving  woman — ^the  happy  wife — 
the  fond  mother, — and  I — but  no  matter  I**  he 
tamed  away  and  Ferrante  followed  him  in  sil- 
ence, and  with  the  reverence  which  one  great 
ndnd  never  fails  to  pay  to  another. 

Viledmno,  pressed  him  earnestly  to  stay,  but 
Ferrante,  who  had  already  withstood  the  affec- 
tionate entreaties  of  his  daughter  was  not 
likely  to  be  now  won  from  his  purpose. 

**  The  poem  is  finished,"  said  lie  with  a 
melancholy  emile,  "  and  the  Poet's  task  com- 
pleted r 

"  Not  quite,"  replied  the  old  man  cheerfully, 
"  most  books  finish  with  a  happy  marriage." 

"  Stay  for  the  end  Senor,"  said  Antonia  in  a 
\«hispcr,  while  she  hid  her  burning  face  on 
Angelo'e  shoulder. 


tbt  I»ie  rf 
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o&ty  look* 
ci  m  mdk  otkr,  tbere  w»e  mo  need  of  wvcds. 

fteimn  to  Mikiiy  wbere  none  gu^scd  ffom  , 
UbinaticicT,  bovr  eevere  had  been  the  shock  HJ 
which  left  him  a  kme  maa  for  tbe  TBmBmi&t 
of  hk  cjiLftenee;  henceforth  he  was  only  re- 
iriiirkahle  for  hU  liberal  encouragement  of  the 
iirtu,  and  the  wild  ecorn  with  wliich  ho  listened 
to  Ihtiit^  rudii  tnhis  of  spiritual  agency,  whidi 
titioi*  iiiititc  t  ht)  elmi  m  of  his  boyhood* 

l*Wi untr  nevipr  phw  liim,  or  any  of  the  IJumly 

wIk>  hml  mi  itmngi^ly  inlefeslod  hifi  fancy  again  i 

L^^^%*h  rmnowft  t^aOkitA  hm  at  interFmk  of 
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to  imagine  all  that  domestic  happiness  on  which 
the  world  is  silent^  and  our  own  hearts  alone 
attest  its  infinite  superiority.  He  went  forth 
from  among  th^m  like  a  restless  spirit^  and 
pursued  his  wanderings  after  peace. 
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CHAPTER   XI. 


"  Sbe  h  nol  feir  to  our  ward  view, 

As  maxiy  naaideni  bo  ; 
Her  lov«Hncsa  I  never  knew, 

U  till  I  she  BR]  i  fed  on  me  ; 
Oh  I  then  [  nw  Iter  eye  waa  bHj|Eit« 
A  wtfU  of  love,  a  spring  of  light*'' 


Op  all  the  ipota  yet  visited  by  the  young 
Poet)  m  this  vain  and  reallege  search  afber  that 

'  j>cacc  of  mind  which  flies  from  ui  the  more 
eagerly  it  La  pursued ;  the  most  congenial  to  the 

"gloomy  tone  of  his  spirit  waa  Termcina — the 
City  of  the  dying  and  the  dead  I  It  was  lup- 
posed  to  be  built  on  the  site  of  the  ancient 
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Aiixur,  aad  boaate  a  thousand  attractiona  for  the 
antiquary,  bc&ides  being  ricb  in  historical  and 
classical  asecjciation^  The  town  riaea  on  the 
eominit  gf  vk  rude  and  iaokted  rock,  from 
Bthe  dark  clefta  of  which  spring  orange  and 
lemon  trees^  with  their  whit€  bloe^oms  and 
golden  fruit,  together  with  tite  spreading  palm 

I  and  the  rich  Indian  fig-tree-     Near  it  are  many 
seeDea  from  the   ^Eneid  and   OdyBSoy,   while 
lugb  above  all  frowned  the  dark  ruuia  of  TJwu» 
drick^e  iialacos,  Uie  archca  of  which  admi^^^  d 
the  gorgeoua  aiinaet  through  its  broken   walla 
rith  a  picturesque  beauty  of  effect  which  it 
hnpoieible  to  describe.     "  But  there  h^^^ 
iys  Vieuieeux^  "  a  terrible  phenomenon — an 
in^iiSible  fieod !  that  extenda  itB  curse  OTcr  tliat 
V9m%  and  beautiful  part  of  Italy  which  lice  along 
tiie  ihores  of  the  Mediterranean,  and,  like  tlie 
|Jagae,  cliangea  aome  of  the  finest  regions  in 
tlie  workl  into  a  deaert.^  And  the  name  of  thia 
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It  was  evening  when  Ferrante  pttseed  quicklj 
through  the  doomed  and  eilent  city,  the  dark 
street  3  of  which  resemble  narrow  jmmg^ 
where  the  peoi>le  «eem  to  live  in  common, 
lounging  about  the  pavement.  A  few  squalid 
faoea  appeared  at  the  eaehless  windows^  and 
gazed  vaciwitly  upon  liim,  as  he  iwept  past,  or 
lifted  up  their  heavy  heads  from  the  ground  to 
look  after  him  in  wonder ;  and  theui  yielding  to 
the  strange  feeling  of  aomnoleocy  wliich  ov^ei^ 
powered  them,  fell  once  more  into  that  heavy 
torpor  which  too  often  ended  in  death.* 

Ferrante  paused  at  length  before  a  miserable 
inn,  well  known  to  the  traveUers  among  tb6ie^ 
desolate  regiond,  where  horsea  stand  at  bait  be- 
tween  a  double  row  of  granite  pillars  of  Tuscan 


■  Itvnj  of  our  reAden^should  ibinlt  the  ftb<»i^e  ftctciani  ex* 
nggefttted,  or  over  drawM,  let  tbem  cdl  to  mind  Uie  shorty  but 
characicri^ilc  and  well  ktiovvti  replj  cciqUu  to  Jin  onquLritig 
traFtiller  m  the  Pbntine  Mafshei,  *<  How  d<i  yon  mu]4f« 
to  li^ebert!"  siud  h«  to  «  group  of  ttoe  LmD^ipectrei. 
"  Wc  die  r 


THB.  PRICE  OF  FABOS.  267 

aichitecture,  and  large  fragments  of  white  mar^ 
Ue»  well  worthy  the  attention  of  the  antiqnaryy 
lieaoattered  arouncL    It  has  been  justly  and 
beautifully  observed,  that  the  destroying  angel 
Blast  have  had  a  turn  for  the  jucturesque^  sueh 
mtHbod  is  there  in  its  devastations,  so  much  of 
^    baanty  in  the  ruin  which  it  spares,  in  the  air  of 
^    mlBgled  splendour  4ind  desolation  which  per- 
'   rnde  the  spots,  where  it  hath  passed  over  with 
'    |la  decaying  breath.    The  Poet  gazed  arou*"'' 
kim  with  a  mingled  feeling  of  awe  and  re 
lence,  but  it  never  occurred  to  him  the  stron^ 
analogy  there  was  between  the  curse  of  his  own 
wiU  genius,  and  that  of  the  Malariat    The  one 
M  slowly  but  as  surely  poisoning  and  destroy- 
iiq;  the  mind  as  the  other  did  the  body.  ''Mar- 
dies,''  to  use  the  powerful  language  of  the 
engineer  Ranch,  ''  are  the  ulcers  of  the  earth, 
hich  blur  the  fiur  face  of  nature,  where  all 
ibould  be  beauty;  and  firom  these  infectious 
aores,  the  languor  of  death  extends  far  and  wide 
N  3 
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over  all  that  aliould  live  and  flouriah**'  But  the 
great  ulcers  of  the  soul  nre  iimuoraUty  and  iii- 
fidelitjj  and  worse  than  death  attends  tbeif 
fearful  consequences  in  its  gradual  epread  ove 
the  human  heart* 

A  little  apart  from  where  the  Poet  eat,  and 
leaning  in  a  graceful  attitude  againat  a  broke 
pedestal*  stood  a  slight  female  form,  so  fear-  ' 
fully  attenuated  as  to  appear  scarcely  human^ 
and  enveloped  in  a  few  coarse  and  filthy  itgs- 
.  The  cheeks  were  thin  and  sunkeUj  and  the 
whole  face  deeply  tinted  with  the  hue  of  the. 
Malarial  while  the  brightne^  of  her  dark,  pit^ 
minent  eyes,  and  white,  glittering  teeth,  gave  a 
strangely  beautiful  expression  to  her  whole 
countenance*  She  wafi  evidently  little  more 
than  a  child  in  years,  although  a  wommi  in 
growth  and  misery  ;  and  as  she  stood  with  her 
eyes  bent  on  him  in  mingled  wonder  and  fear^ 
Perrante  felt  his  heart  yearn  towards  that  poor 
dying  gir!,  whom  he  beokoned  to  come  lyid  sit 
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down  by  his  side.  She  obeyed  him  instantly, 
shaking  back  the  long  tangled  hair  from  her 
£ice,  and  smiling  at  his  notice ;  and  the  Poet 
observed  as  she  did  so,  that  she  trembled  in  her 
walk,  as  if  too  weak  to  support  her  own  light 
weight,  and  in  addition  to  this  was  deformed, 
as  indeed  almost  all  her  unfortunate  country- 
women are  more  or  less. 

**  Why  are  you  here  all  alone,  my  poor 
girl  r  asked  Fcrrante  kindly. 

••Where  should  IbCjSenor?"  replied  the 
'  maiden  in  a  hopeless  voice. 

^  Home,  mia  cara  /  ill  as  you  are,  this  is  no 
place  for  you.** 

'«  HI,**  repeated  the  girl  of  Terracina,  vacant- 
ly, "  yes  I  am  ill-^but  we  are  all  ill  here,  and 
liaye  no  time  to  think  of  each  other«'* 

^  And  have  you  no  parents— hio  home?*' 

•*  They  are  dead,  Senor,  no  one  lives  long  at 
Terracina,  and  we  have  all  but  one  home,  the 
graver 
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Ferrante  took  her  long  tliin  bands  between 
hb^  and  gazed  upon  Iier  young*  sad  face,  tintil 
the  tears  half  rose  into  his  eyes ;  while  Urn 
poor  gtrlj  alike  unused  to  notice  or  pity*  caughfi  J 
the  expression  of  hia  face,  and  clung  to  him 
with  a  feeling  of  grateful  fondness. 

"  Do  not  go>  Senor,*'  said  she,  aa  he  Bxom 
at  length  to  depart     "  It  h  not  late.'* 

"  Why  should  I  stay  here,  mia  carm  f^  asked 
the  Poet  in  a  gentle  voice* 

**  Nay,  I  know  not,  unless  it  Is  because  I 
would  have  you  always  with  me,  and  yet  that 
were  a  selfish  wish,  for  then  you  too  would  grow 
paler  and  paler^  and  thinner  and  thinner,  until 
I  lost  you  at  length  as  I  have  lost  aU  else  I 
lovo.  Besides,  you  have  doubtless  a  thousand  j 
hearts  to  love  you  ?* 

"  No,  no,  you  arc  mistaken,"  replied  Fer- 
rantc  sadly,  *^  like  yourselfi  I  am  alone  in  lliej 
world** 

"And  do  you  like   being  alone,    SenorP' 
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tflked  the  girl  with  sudden  energy,  that  made 
the  Poet  smile  in  spite  of  himself,  both  at  the 
tone  and  manner  in  which  it  was  put. 

**  Unquestionably  not,  mia  caraP  replied  he, 
patting  the  hair  carelessly  upon  her  white 
forehead,  as  she  bent  towards  him. 

^  Then  be  no  longer  so,  henceforwaadlet  us 
live  always  together.  Nay,  fear  not  that  I 
ihall  be  a  burden  upon  you,"  said  the  girl,  as 
be  started  back  with  a  sudden  embarrassment 
wX  the  strange  tenor  of  her  reply.  ''  Only  take 
me  from  hence — ^bear  with  me  until  I  am  well, 
and  then  there  are  a  thousand  thii^  which  I 
can  do  towards  our  support.** 

^  I  was  not  thinking  of  that,"  replied  the 
bewildered  Poet,  <<  I  have  wealth  enough  for 
us  both,  and  to  spara" 

**  And  may  I  live  with  you?— may  I  love 
jou Flashed  the  girl  bending  down  her  head 
and  kissing  the  hands  which  stiU  clasped  hers. 
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<'  My  poor  child  !  you  know  not  what  you 
ask." 

'*  Oh !  yes  I  do— I  ask  happiness — life.  Will 
you  refuse  my  prayer  7" 

<^  I  dare  not  grant  it,^  exclaimed  the  Poet, 
<^  I  have  wrought  misery  enough  in  the  wodd 
already ;  go  and  die  as  you  have  lived  in  ioiio- 
cencOy  it  is  better  far  than  living  on  in  guilC 

"  No,  no,  I  will  not  quit  you.  You  say  that 
you  arc  unhappy,  but  you  cannot  know  the 
luxury  of  having  some  one  who  will  pity  yon 
even  without  understanding  why — who  wiH  be 
near  you  night  and  day,  to  smile  away  every 
Borrow  as  it  appears,  or  weep  for  those  which 
have  no  balm  but  tears*" 

"  Go,"  said  Ferrante,  averting  his  head,  •'  go 
I  say,  it  must  not  be," 

"  Pardon  me,  Senor,"  replied  tlic  girl,  rising 
up  with  a  look  of  momentary  haughtiness,  *"  I 
liad  forgotten  how  ill  these  rags  befit  me  for  the 
companion  of  such  as  thee," 
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*'  Nay  it  ia  not  that,  mia  eara^^  replied  the 
Poet  kindly,  "  if  that  were  all,  I  would  dress 
you  like  a  little  Princess,  and  find  my  happi- 
ness in  restoring  the  bloom  and  roundness  to 
your  young  cheeks,  and  the  brightness  to  your 
beautiful  eyes— but  it  must  not  be  I" 

"  Why  T  asked  the  girl  kneeling  before  him. 
'*  Why,  Sonor,  must  it  not  be?** 

"  The  world  would  think  it  a  crime^  my 
chad.'* 

"  What  a  crime  in  your  being  kind  to  me, 
and  in  my  loving  you  with  my  whole  heart  and 
soul  ?  Nay,  nay,  Senor,  I  cannot  believe  that^" 
and  the  girl  shook  her  head  and  showed  her 
brilliant  teeth  with  a  sad  and  beautiful  smile. 

'^  Can' you  read,  mia  caraT  asked  Ferrante 
bending  over  her. 

'^  Alas !  no,  but  I  would  learn  that  or  any- 
thing else  to  please  my  piptector." 

«  The  Saints  forbid  T  interrupted  the  Poet 
vehemently,  **  you  shall  go  with  me,  my  poor 
N  5 
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child,  eincc  it  is  your  wish ;  and  He  wbo  luia 
twice  prcs Aved  me  from  peril,  not  half  so  j 
as  thia,  grant  tliat  we  may  neither  of  ua  barel 
cause  to  repent  tliia  hereafter," 

He  fltooi>ed  forward  as  he  spokCj  aad  press^ 
hia  lips  gently  upon  the  white  brow  of  bis 
future  pupil^  whose  deep  gratitude  sent  a  thril- 
ling sensation  of  happiuees  through  Ms  whole 
frame.  It  was  long  since  he  bad  listened  to 
blessings  yet  to  be  deserved,  or  else  return  to 
him  hereafter  with  a  thousand  tiBies  more  bit- 
terness tlum  the  curses  which  bad  been  heapeJ 
upon  his  nanie^ 

"  And  what  made  you  love  me  so  suddenly  ?" 
asked  the  Poet  as  he  threw  hiB  mantle  around 
her  slight  form  to  protect  it  from  the  chill  mists 
of  night 

**  It  was  an  impuke,  and  I  could  not  help  it," 
replied  the  girl  innoceiitly^  '*  you  seemed  go 
noble — so  gentle — bo  good;  that  I  felt  as  if, 
with  you^  I  should  be  safe  from  all  cvil^ 
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**  You  shall — ^you shall,  mia  carat  Whateve 
the  world  say  of  mc,  I  will  be  all  this  to  yon. — 
But  what  am  I  to  call  you?** 

**  As  you  have  done  to-night,  mia  caroy  the 
words  sound  so  sweetly.** 

"  Nay,  nay,"  replied  the  Poet  laughingly, 
**  I  mean  what  is  your  name?" 

**  I  have  no  name,  Senor,  or  it  is  so  long 
flinoe  I  heard  it  that  I  have  forgotten  it.** 

**  Suppose  we  call  you  Madonna,  then,  since 
you  are  to  be  my  guardian  angel** 

'*  It  is  a  holy  name,  Senor,**  replied  the  girl 
meekly,  "  and  too  good  for  me.** 

**  Well  then,  let  it  be  Ippolita;  there  was 
one  whom  I  loved  once  by  that  name,  and  I  shall 
feel  a  pleasure  in  pronouncing  it.** 

''  Was  she  very  beautiful?**  asked  the  girl 

"  Very  r  replied  the  Poet  abstractedly. 

**  Then  I  must  not  be  called  after  her;  I  who 
am   so   different—so  deformed:    the  contrast 
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might  make  you  hate  me  hereafter  for  bavbg 
dared  to  asaoma  it" 

**  You  are  difficult  to  pleimp^  replied  Fei^ 
rante  snulmg  kindly  upon  her,  "  What  siy  yoy 

toiour 

*^  Ali !  kt  it  be  loli !"  said  tlie  girl  clapping 
her  tliiu  white  hands  together,  *'  Aud  you, 
how  may  I  call  you?" 

'*  Niccol6  Ferrante.^ — Do  you  think  you  ihaU 
remember  the  name?** 

"  Niocolu  Ferraute,"  repeated  the  young 
girl^  in  her  pure  and  gentle  accents*  "  Oh, 
ye«,  for  ever  and  ever  T 

"  Have  you  heard  the  name  before  ?"  asked 
the  Poet  anxiously. 

**  Never  until  this  moment-" 

"  It  ia  weU|  It  cru  huve  tlien  no  terrors  for 
you." 

The  young  girl  looked  up  with  a  puzzled  ex« 
pression  of  countenance,  but  he  only  emtled ; 
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it  was  long  rince  he  had  smiled,  before  that 
night,  and  had  loli  known  as  much  of  the  Poet 
then  as  she  did  afterwards,  she  would  have 
been  proud  of  this  early  proof  of  the  great 
blessing  and  comfort  she  was  to  be  to  him  in 
fixture. 

It  was  not  without  difficulty  that  Ferrante 
procured  a  conveyance  from  the  post-bouse 
into  which  he  lifted  his  fragile  burden  with  the 
utmost  tenderness  amidst  the  wonder  of  her 
late  companions ;  while  a  crowd  of  little  ricket- 
ty  imps  followed  the  carriage  with  loud  cries 
for  charity.  loli  bent  forward  until  the  dark, 
ruined  palaces,  and  the  perpendicular  diff, 
which  stands  towering  above  the  city  like  the 
presiding  genius  of  the  plane,  were  alike  in- 
visible, and  then  leant  back  in  silence.  Dreary 
and  miserable  as  she  was,  she  quitted  it  with  a 
lingering  feeling  of  affection  as  containing  the 
ashes  of  the  dead,  and  the  spectres  of  her  living 
countrymen. 
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Ferrantc  seemed  in  no  Luny  to  he  ihe  first 
to  break  the  deep  silence  winch  had  fallen  over 
them,  so  busy  was  he  in  weaving  plans  for  the 
future,  that  future  which  but  a  short  time  ago 
had  been  all  a  blank  to  him.  And  yet  when 
hk  glance  fell  upon  the  fniglle  being  by  his 
Jiide^  he  could  not  help  fearing  that  he  was  only 
carrying  her  away  to  die;  and  all  the  dark 
Btories  which  he  had  heard  of  the  victims  of 
3Ialai'ia,  crawling  away  from  their  doomed  city 
only  to  periah  by  the  road-side,  or  in  tlieir  far 
homes  which  they  had  quitted,  lured  away  by 
the  hope  of  gain,'  flanhed  vividly  acrosa  his 
mind. 

"  How  silent  you  are,"  said  the  girl  at  length 
in  a  gentle  whtspen 

**  I  was  thinking  just  then,  but  you  mua^ 
pardon  me,  loli,  for  it  was  of  you." 

'*  How  kind  to  think  of  me,'*  said  tlie  girl 
languidly.    **  But  have  we  much  inrtlier  to 
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"  Not  to-night,  my  poor  child,  I  thought 
you  would  soon  be  weary,  so  I  have  given 
orders  to  stop  at  the  first  habitable  inn,  when 
we  have  cleared  the  pestilent  air  of  these  fear- 
ful marshes.** 

"  Yes,  I  am  tired,**  replied  loli,  "  we  do 
nothing  at  lerracina  but  lie  and  sleep  in  the 
sun." 

"  Well  try  and  rest  now,  mia  cara,  here  lay 
your  poor  head  uix)n  my  shoulder,  and  I  pro- 
mise not  to  speak  or  disturb  you.** 

**  As  if  your  voice  could  disturb  me,**  said 
loli  lifting  up  her  dark  bright  eyes  with  a  look 
of  such  deep  tenderness  that  Ferrante  hastily 
averted  his;  and  when  he  ventured  to  look 
again,  the  i)crfcct  rei)ose  of  her  countenance, 
with  its  pale  compressed  lips  and  long  sweep- 
ing eyelashes,  renewed  all  his  former  fear  and 
anxiety. 

Hitherto,  Ferrante  had  been  without  any 
scttle.l  plan,  removing  from  place  to  place,  as 
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the  whbu  seized  him  j  but  he  now  rcaolved  to 
devote  hi»  whole  tune  to  the  restoratioii  of  hk 
young  chargCj  and  for  that  purpose  determinod 
to  proceed  to  Naples  with  as  little  delay  a^ 
possible,  aiid  there  procure  the  best  inii€t€t% 
which  the  city  afforded.  There  was  sometliiiig 
dieering  In  the  future  which  presented  itself  to 
the  harased  mind  of  the  young  Poet^  in  the 
calm  and  tmnquU  happinesa  which  seemed  in 
itore  for  him,  and  the  proud^  and  world-wemied 
man  actually  yearned  for  the  holy  affeetioJi,  the 
grateful  tenderness  of  one  young  and  pure 
hearty  who  would  believe  him  that  all-perfect 
being,  which  in  his  youthful  aspirings  he  had 
once  thought  to  be.  The  selfish  barriers  of  his 
grief  and  remorse,  seemed  broken  through  at 
onee>  letting  in  a  new  light  and  a  new  hope  of 
redeeming  thne  misapetit. 

"  Poet%"  observes  Lady  Ble^siugton,  **  do 
not  require  lorelluesa  in  the  objoet  of  their 
attachmcnti  as  they  can  endow  thena  with  an 
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imaginary  beauty,"  but  Ferrante  wa3  more  easily 
pleased  even  than  this,  for  he  sought  only  for 
one  whose  childlike  ■  simplicity  would  not  lead 
her  to  comprehend  more  than  he  wished  that 
she  should  know,  nothing  but  what  was  good 
and  holy ;  and  liad  he  been  called  upon  to  choose 
between  a  high-bom  maiden  in  all  the  pride  of 
her  beauty  and  intellect,  and  the  poor^  deformed 
and  sickly  girl  of  Terracina,  he  would  have 
taken  the  latter  without  a  moment's  hesitation. 
The  first  might  have  understood  and  admired 
hiin  better,  but  the  second  would  love  him 
most,  and  with  that  happy  mingling  of  reve- 
rence and  affection  which  makes  a  man's  pride, 
BB  well  as  his  happiness.  Ferrante  had  never 
loved  but  one,  and  she  was  lost  to  him  for  ever, 
through  his  own  wild  ambition,  and  he  felt  that 
he  should  never  love  again;  yet  the  con- 
fiding gentleness  of  his  young  pupil,  her  un- 
plicit  belief  in  every  word  he  uttered,  and  the 
care  with  which  she  regulated  every  action  to 
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the  modeU  he  most  appro%*^l,  often  and  paiH' 
fully  rciiiiudcKl  him  of  Ippolita.  While  her 
gradual  improvement,  and  thje  iDnoeeol  and 
lmp[>y  suiile,  witli  wMch  she  was  ever  ready  to 
greet  hira,  calmed  the  remorseful  agony  of  his 
spirit  and  breathed  over  It  that  holy  p^ccful* 
nes3  which  is  Uic  incense  of  good  deeds.  Poor 
loli  did  not  have  her  intellect  very  ecterdy 
taxed  by  her  young  prcccptOFj  for  he  sought 
only  to  teach  her  musio  and  gitiglng,  in  wldcb 
jsbe  mode  rapid  progress.  licr  lessons  coneisted 
merely  of  a  few  dhort  prayers  uttered  morning 
and  night  In  simple  holiues&  Fcri'ante  danjd 
not  pray,  but  he  would  kneel  beside  her,  m  ebc 
inurmurcd  forth  prayers  of  his  teaching,  adding 
perhaps  some  simple  and  childlike  addition  of 
her  own,  for  tlie  preservation  and  lia]>pines«  of 
her  instructor,  and  feel  as  though  the  eye  of 
heaven  were  ujjon  him  as  of  old, 

Ue  had  written  to  jMaruinna  a  long  account 
of  all  that  hiid  happened,  and  received  in  ve^ 
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turn  a  letter  full  of  affectionate  love ;  she  waa 
not  so  selfish  as  to  ask  him  to  return,  now  that 
he  had  at  length  found  that  peace  so  long  and 
anxiously  sought  after ;  but  she  said  how  happy 
she  should  be  to  embrace  her  new  sister,  pro- 
mising to  love  her  deariy  because  she  had  made 
her  brother  forget  his  misery.  Of  Lconi  not  a 
word  was  mentioned,  and  Niccolo  almost  hoped 
he  was  forgotten.  He  knew  not  how  long  and 
religiously  the  heart  of  woman  keeps  its  own 
secret;  or  how  changelessly  it  clings  to  a  first 
attachment  To  dream  only  of  an  old  love  is 
far  better  than  a  new  one. 

Ferrante  read  the  letter  to  his  'yom^  com- 
panion. 

**  Are  you  satisfied  now,  loli  ?"  he  asked, 
''  of  the  reception  which  you  will  meet  with  at 
my  home — your  home  now.  You  sec  that 
Marianna  considers  herself  indebted  to  you  for 
the  care  you  have  taken  of   her   brother,  for 
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the  comfort  you  have  been  to  him^  and  ia  pre- 
pared to  receive  yoii  as  a  lister  and  a  friend*" 

**  She  is  kind— very  kind,"  said  the  young 
girl  in  a  low  voice,  while  her  eyes  epohe  volumes* 
«  But  I  have  a  favour  lo  ask  of  you,  Senor." 

**  You  must  call  me  Niocold  then,  or  I  will 
not  grant  it,** 

"  Well,  then,  dear  Niecolo  1  t^ch  me  to 
vvTitc,  I  know  it  is  giving  you  a  great  deri  of 
trouble,  but  I  will  learn  so  fast,  and  be  eo  dfli- 
gent  if  you  will  but  try," 

**  This  is  perhaps  the  only  thing  you  could 
have  asked,  which  I  shouhl  have  refused  you,^ 
eatd  Ferrante.  **  If  my  sister's  letter  has  put 
this  into  your  head,  and  you  wieh  to  write  and 
thank  her,  you  have  only  to  tell  me  what  you 
would  say,  and  I  promise  that  she  shall  re- 
ceive it,** 

'*  No,  no,  it  was  not  that,*"  said  tlie  girl 
colouring  slightly,   "  but  I  am  so  happy  now — 
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BO  very — very  happy!  that  I  sometimes  fear, 
it  will  not  hist  long.'* 

'^  You  are  thinking  of  the  Persian  fable 
which  I  read  to  you  last  night,  loli^''  replied 
Ferrante,  laughing  at  her  earnestness,  **  where 
they  represent  happiness  as  a  bird  rarely  resting 
its  bright  plumage  upon  earth,  for  any  length 
of  time,  and  frightened  away  by  the  slightest 
sound— is  it  not  so  ?^ 

*^  No,  no,''  rejdied  the  girl,  bursting  into  a 
passionate  flood  of  tears,  and  flinging  her  arms 
around  him,  **  I  was  thinking  that  if  we  were 
ever  to  be  separated,  what  a  pleasure  it  would 
be  for  me  to  receive  your  letters,  and  to  write 
in  return  all  the  burning  love,  and  gratitude, 
which  I  want  words  to  express  to  you.'' 

^*  But  we  will  not  separate,  lolL" 

"  Ah  1  if  I  were  sure— quite  sure  of  that 
But  this  lady  whom  you  once  loved,  she  is  not 
dead  you  say '—she  may  return  agun  ?" 

"  And  what  if  she  did,   my  poor  child?  It 
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would  be  one  more  to  loTe  and  protect  you ; 
you  do  not  know  tow  good  and  gentle  she  b — 
or  was,"'  added  Ferrante  with  a  eudden,  and 
bitter  feeling  of  remorse, 

^  I  know  tbat  I  eliould  hate  li^  T  eaid  the 
girl  passionately, 

"lolir 

^^  Ah !  the  vQTj  mention  of  her  name  makes 
you  look  coldly  upon  me*" 

**  I  confess,"  said  Fenante  gently,  **  tliat 
your  worda  have  hoth  pained  and  surprised 
me." 

"  Forgive  thcni  then  T*  said  the  girl  kneeling 
dawn  and  kisBing  his  hand,  "  Forget  them-^I 
will  not  offend  again." 

**  Nay,  I  am  not  angry  with  yoti^  my  child," 
said  the  Poet  tenderly  raising  her  and  pressing 
Mn  Ups  to  her  pale  eheeL  "  But  tell  me  what 
made  you  so  violent  when  I  spoke  to  you  of 
Ippolita?** 
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"  I  have  fancied  her  so  yeiy  beautiful,"  said 
loll,  costing  down  her  eyes. 

*^'  WeU,  what  of  that,  Marianna  is  even  more 
80,  if  that  were  poesible,  and  yet  you  seem  in- 
clined to  like  hen^ 

"  She  is  your  sisterj"  replied  the  girl  quickly, 
"  but  this  Ippolita,  as  you  qall  her,  b  your 
lady-love."  She  paused  in  some  embarrassnientj 
but  the  young  Poet  seemed  perfectly  e&tisfied 
with  the  hurried  explanation  she  had  given,  or 
at  least,  he  thought  it  best  not  to  press  the 
subject  further. 
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CHAPTER   I. 


'^  Why  did  I  tove  him  ?     I  baked  up  to  him 
With  earticat  admiration  ind  sweet  faitb*^* 
L.  E.  L. 


Tub  Neapolitans  proclaim  Naples  to  be 
**  a  piece  of  Paradiae  dropped  on  earth,"  but 
the  immoral  character  of  the  inhabitants  of 
this  elysium,  haa  produced  a  sayingj  *•  That  it 
16  Paradise  inhabited  by  the  Devil  I"  Be 
this  as  It  may,  we  know  of  no  country  half  &o 
dream-like  and  beautifuL  Vieusseiix  has  given 
U8  an  exquisite  and  truthful  deecription  of  this 
vou  nL  B 
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fcjiren  of  Italk  1  *'  Thid  land  of  contrasts,"  aii 
he  calk  it.  '^  Them  are  strange  sights  to  be  met 
>vilh  here  which  can  he  found  nowhere  else," 
saja  he;  "  housei  of  good  appearance  areJ 
contiguous  to  ruined  walls-  On  one  side  of  the 
road  you  see  fine  gardens  and  an  open  countn% 
and  on  the  oilier,  a  luw  of  hoTek  crowded  with 
swaiins  of  die  lowest  people*  Proceeding  on, 
jou  ascend  a  steep  flight  of  broken  step 
through  a  chasm,  between  rocks  almost  per^f 
liendicular,  a  most  solitarj  place^  which  yon 
might  HiiBtake  for  a  receae  in  the  Ajipennines ; 
you  ascend  a  Ijundred  steps^  and  emei^e  into 
a  krgo  and  fine  Btreet,  well  pavc<],  and  lined 
with  convents  and  palaces,  whence  you  see  tt 
once  \'esuvius,  the  City,  imd  the  Bay." 

"  The  Bay  of  Naples  I — the  splendid  I^thtg 
magnificent !  ^Tho  is  there  that  has  not  seen 
or  read,  or  dreamt  of  it  ?  With  its  sweeping  J 
nmphi  theatre  of  a  glowing  land,  to  de^cfibel 
whieh  one  must  dip    his  pencil    in  the  sun^ 
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ambition  of  the  man,  felt  happy  and  at  peace 
The  incense  of  praise  and  adoration,  brii^ 
as  it  did  only  misery  and  reproach,  never  iwded 
him  in  his'aiecluded  home.  And  the  NeapoBtms 
dreamt  not,  that,  in  the  pale  and  handsome 
stranger,  whoae  only  care  seemed  to  be  fa 
that  fragile  being,  who  owed  everything  to  ti? 
love ;  they  beheld  him  of  whose  precociw 
fame  not  only  Italj-,  but  the   whole  world  « 

It  is  a  strange  fact,  that  we  keep  no  t^<v?1 

oi  haj)piness,  it  glides  along  and  we  bve  d-' 

time  to  mark  its  flight,   no  words  to  jiaint  iu 

l>liss:  and  it  is  not  until   it  has  passed  awaj. 

until  it  is  succeeded  by  the  bitterness  cf  tWtl^ 

woe,  that  we  become  clocjuent.     Certain  it  '.^ 

tli.it  Iiai)pines*  is  far  more  difficult  to  dc-scnK 

tlian  sorrow  ;    with  the  last  all  can  sympatM^N 

l>uf   tlic   first    few    can    understand.      It  l'  - 

filing    to   dream    of,    not    to    wriic   on.     ^^ 

■^li.ill,   tlierefore   i)ass    over    those    few  nu.-::ii 
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which  ftjrmcd  sucli  a  bright  and  peaceful 
epochs  in  the  troubled  history  of  our  Poet, 
and  content  ourselves  with  relating  the  simple 
incident  which  brought  it  so  suddenly  to  a 
close. 

It  was  evening — one  of  those  splendid  even- 
ings of  wliich,  tliose  who  have  never  visited  the 
glorious  land  we  have  been  describing,  can 
only  dream ;  and  more  than  once  loli  had 
attempted  vainly  to  draw  the  attention  of  her 
companion  to  the  scene  before  them,  which, 
without  him  to  enjoy  it  with  her,  lost  half  its 
attractions.  And  sjhe  leant  silently  over  the 
marble  balcony,  with  tlie  rich  hue  of  the  fading 
sunlight  illuminating  her  ])ale  cheek,  and 
glancing  on  her  white  drct^s ;  thinking  less  of 
the  beautiful  panorama  which  lay  spread  out 
all  around,  than  of  the  stnmge  silence  of  her 
compani(m.  Poor  loIi !  it  would  have  made 
her  quite  hapjiy  to  have  known  that  tlie 
thoughts  of  Ferrantc  were  all  of  her,  even  had 
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alie  at  the  same  time  learnt  ilie  eaum?  of  hw 
gilence  and  his  melancholy.  That  day  the 
pbystciaoj  who  had  hesitated  in  *lm  dedsioti 
until  then,  partly  out  of  compasmon  to  the 
young  Poet^  whose  very  existence  seemed 
bound  up  in  that  of  that  fragile  girl,  and  portly 
because  it  b  a  sad  thing  to  doom  the  young 
and  happy  to  the  grave,  confessed  that  aE 
human  power  was  vain ;  and  that  the  disease 
of  poor  loll  was  too  deeply  seated  ever  to  be 
completely  curcd,  although  care  and  quiet 
might  yet  do  much  towards  protracttug  an 
existence  which  w^aa  doomed  to  be  so  brief. 
Ferrante  heard  him  in  silence^  but,  when  the 
old  msm  spoke  of  the  necessity  which  be 
thought  there  was  that  loU  should  be  informed 
of  what  had  passed,  in  order  that  she  might 
have  time  to  repent^  and  make  her  peace  with 
heaven :  tke  youisg  Poet  interrupted  him  witli 
a  laugh,  the  wildness  of  which  plainly  revealed 
the  deep  agony  of  his  spirit* 
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**  Poor  cliUJ  1"  said  he  eadlj,  "  bo  pure  and 
Iioly  art  tliou^  that  even  in  thougtit  thou  bast 
never  einned*  Such  as  loli  need  not  fear 
death,  ^ince  it  will  only  be  falling  aelcep  on 
earth  to  wjike  in  heaven.  Noj  no,  I  will  not 
have  thee  made  to  weep,  the  good  are  always 
ready  to  die," 

The  old  physician  witlulrew  in  ailcncej  and 
Ferrantc  bowed  down  his  head  upon  bis  bandd 
and  wept.  loll  was  to  him  the  one  bright  spot 
iimid  a  dark  record  of  crime  and  en*or;  the 
only  thing  in  life  to  which  he  coidd  look  with- 
out repinijig  or  self-reproach;  the  only  being  he 
had  never  injured.  And  none  but  those  who 
have  erred  m  Fcrrante  erred^  can  know  the 
blessing  which  it  is  to  dwell  upon  the  one 
redeeming  action  of  a  misspent  life.  And 
amidst  the  bitter  recollection  of  talcnta  nais- 
])laccd — of  ielfiili  passions — of  wild  and  lawle^5 
luiibition,  to  remember  how  in  that  instance  we 
were  true  to  ouraelvcs,  and  to  heaven.    And 
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tills  brigbt  TQCQid  waa  oa  tixQ  pomt  of  beii^ 
blotted  out  for  ever. 

Fiunter  grew  the  outlme  of  the  vtU^  umd 
pftlaces  at  PorticU  »nd  the  fairy-like  spam  of 
the  flipping  which  ky  at  anchor  La  the  Bay ; 
while  the  smoke  wreaths  which  rose  dimly  up 
from  ^loimt  Vesuvius,  still  coloured  with  the 
fading  hues  of  the  departii^  aunlight,  became 
gradually  lost,  until  they  brightened  into  flame 
ia  the  deepening  twiltghL  But  Btili  Ferraote 
spoke  not;  and  loU,  prossing  her  lipe  to  the 
thin  hand  of  the  Poet  m  it  reat^d  unconsciously 
among  the  stray  Howers  which  clustered  around 
the  balcony,  noiselessly  withdrew. 

Who  that  hoB  visited  Naples  will  have  failed 
to  observe  that  small  but  important  body  of 
citkens  the  scrtvaRh  or  public  letter  writers. 
The  situation  they  occupy  is  one  of  greu^t  tmfft 
and  aecfeay,  and  we  have  often  longed  to  take 
their  pkce  if  it  were  only  for  a  day,  and  be  a 
Witness  to  J  and  the  means  of  communicatuig 
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the  ])as;«ionatc  outiwurings  of  the  many  young 
heartd  which  seek  their  rude  aboiles.  They 
generally  occupy  j)ortablc  teuta  or  st^ill;?,  tlie 
furniture  of  which  cons^ists  merely  of  an  ohl 
table^  with  a  desk,  and  two  low  stools,  one  for 
themselves  and  tlie  other  for  their  customers,  a 
few  sheets  of  paper,  some  \)cns,  and  a  penknife 
almost  as  large  as  a  razor.  And  here  rcscjrt 
daily  the  young  lover,  with  whose  eloquent 
dictations  tlie  trembling  fingers  of  the  old  man 
find  a  difficulty  in  kcei)ing  up.  The  fond 
motlier  anxious  either  to  communicate  with 
her  ftY>sent  child,  or  hear  the  contents  of  some 
epistle  which  she  may  liave  received ;  ior  the 
business  of  the  scrirani  consists  in  dcryphering 
as  well  as  inditing  the  letters  of  his  customers. 
Or  the  timid  maitlcn,  who  i)erh:ips,  after  all, 
destroys  the  paper  as  she  returns,  wanting 
courage  to  send  it  to  him  she  loves. 

It  was  evening,  when  the  scene  which  m'c 
arc  alniut  to  describe  took  jilace,  and  the  small 
D  5 
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earthen  pot  of  Ignited  charcoal  with  which 
smvani  ia  generally  furnlflhedj  shed  a 
and  gUminering  light  upon  the  fiwse  of  Ae  old 
man,  as  he  sat  mending  bis  pen  with  hi:* 
enormous  knife,  and  casting  from  time  to  time 
an  Inquisitive  glance  upon  his  silent  corapwiion* 
Opposite  to  him,  kneeling  upon  a  stool  with 
her  elbow  on  the  table,  and  her  pale,  sweet  face 
reatiog  on  her  hand,  was  a  slight  girlish  figure? 
envelop<Ml  in  a  dark  cloaks  which,  as  the  wind 
wafted  it  aside,  gave  glimpses  of  higher  rank 
than  those  could  boast  who  were  generally  in 
the  habit  of  resorting  to  such  public  meuia  of 
communicating  their  wishes  or  ideas.  Her 
slender  arms  were  clasped  with  jewels  of  in* 
estimable  value,  which  flashed  with  iitful 
brightness  in  the  feeble  rays  of  the  lamp, 
affording  at  once  a  confirmation  of  the  simpU* 
city  of  the  wearer,  and  a  temptation  to  the 
poverty  of  her  companion. 

'*  Who  is  it  that  you  would  wish  me  to 
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address  T  asked  the  nian  at  lengthy  observing 
that  she  still  continued  silent. 

**  A  dear  friend,  good  father,  whose  birtli- 
day  is  to-m(»rrow,  and  whom  I  am  anxious  to 
present  with  some  memorial  of  my  love  and 
gratitude,  itut  I  c:innot  tell  you  what  to  say, 
I  have  no  wonls  in  which  to  express  myself  when 
I  feel  deeply;  write  what  you  will  and  then  read 
it  to  mc,  and  I  will  tell  you  whether  you  have 
said  all  that  I  wish." 

The  old  man  was  used  to  the  theme,  and  he 
poured  into  it  all  the  national  passion  and 
eloquence  of  his  country;  yet  it  was  not 
half  exprcs.<ive  enough  to  meet  the  desires  of 
his  fair  customer ;  and  even  when  re-written 
did  not  appear  to  give  complete  satisfaction. 
There  were  still  a  thousand  tilings  she  would 
have  wirihed  said,  but  she  had  not  the  heart  to 
mortify  the  old  man  by  telling  him  so;  and  receiv- 
ing the  paper  with  a  smile,  she  drop^KKl  a  small 
gold  coin  into  tlie  hand  of  the  scrivauL  and 
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prepared  to  depart  Bat  the  cimoeity  of  her 
companion  had  been  too  mudi  excited  to  adout 
of  hia  suffering  her  to  leave  him  while  it  re- 
mamed  ungratified,  and  he  aaked  if  he  toighi 
direct  the  paper  for  her  to  the  person  for  whom 
it  was  intended 

"  Direct  it,"  said  the  girl,  '*  that  is  write  his 

name  upon  it ;  ah !  yes,  I  am  glad  jou  thought 

of  i^  I  can  then  leave  it  on  his  table^     How 

gurpriBed  Niccol6  will  be  when  he  comes  to 

lopeuitl'' 

The  old  nmn  was  poor,  and  had  a  kfge 
flunily  to  support,  besides  which>  his  conacience 
had  become  somewhat  pliable  by  the  harsh 
usage  of  the  world,  and  his  eyes  wandered  from 
the  young  face  of  his  cuitomer  to  her  jewelled 
arms,  oflener  tlian  it  took  him  to  see  that  the 
gems  she  wore  were  real,  and  set  in  the  finest 
gold*  But  at  the  name  which  she  gave  him  to 
writCi  the  pen  dropped  from  his  hand,  and  he 
uttered  a  eudden  exclamation  of  wouden 
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"  Niccolo  Fcrrante  !  and  in  Naples  ?" 

"  Well,  what  is  there  t9Ui*priding  in  that  ?" 

''  Nothing,  lady,  only  that  I  should  not 
have  known  of  it  Ixjfore.  You  are  his  sister, 
perhaps  ?" 

"  Would  tliat  I  were,"  replied  loli  sighing. 

"  His  wife  then  ?*'  pursued  the  inquisitive 
old  man,  while  a  burning  blush  spread  itself 
over  the  face  of  the  young  girl,  tinting  even 
her  white  brow ;  but  she  still  shook  her  head. 

The  scricani  was  himself  a  father,  and  his 
heart  yearned  towards  that  young  and  simple 
prL  Posterity  while  it  lauded  tlie  genius,  had 
not  spared  the  errors  of  the  Poet,  it  had  even 
XDAgnified  them,  as  \^  mostly  the  case,  and  the 
old  man,  poor  as  he  was,  felt  that  the  youthful 
and  beautiful  mistress  of  the  profligate  Fer- 
rantc,  for  such  he  imagined  loli  to  be,  was  an 
object  of  pity,  rather  than  envy. 

^*  Come ''  said  loli  at  length  ^'  make  haste  and 
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write  far  I  must  be  gone  or  NtocoliS  will 
me  at  prayers  to  i%!it," 

**  At  prajersj"  repeatetl  the  old  mim,  "  i^  not 
Fermnte  an  Atheist  ?  " 

<^  I  don^t  know  wliiit  that  meand^'^  ^id  loli, 
sliakijig  her  head  with  e  look  of  bewilderment 

"  My  poor  cbild  I  **  murmured  the  old  man. 

loll  looked  surprisedj  and  iDiputiently  beH 
out  her  hand  for  the  pajien 

**  One  moment,*'  said  tlie  ^cWtknii,  **  mad  imr- 
don  me  fur  what  I  am  about  to  wmy,  but, 
Niceolo  Ferrante — is  he  kind  to  you  ? — or 
you  would  wish  to  return  perhaps  to  your 
home  and  your  parents  ?  " 

**I  have  no  home — no  friend  in  the  world 
but  him  t  ^  replied  the  girl  clasping  her  hunda 

"  My  chUd "  said  the  old  man,  *'  I  am  very 
lKM)r  it  is  tnie>  and  coidd  not  aflbrd  to  let  you 
wear  &uch  gems  iis  those,  but  my  girls  will 
receive  you  like  a  eieter^  and  work  lor  yoa^ 
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until  you  are  strong  enough  to  work  for 
yourself,  if  you  are  willing  to  renounce  your 
present  life,  and  return  with  me  to  my  humble 
home.'^ 

"  But  why  should  I  leave  Ferrante  ?  "  asked 
the  bewildered  girl,  "now  tliat  we  are  so  happy 
and  when  he  has  told  me  a  thousand  times  how 
miserable  he  should  be  without  me." 

"  Curses  on  him  ! "  said  the  old  man  vehe- 
mently, "  the  curse  of  the  good  be  upon  him 
for  ever  I — was  it  not  enough  that  he  should 
write  his  blasphemous  poetry,  without  seeking 
to  destroy  one  whose  very  innocence  and  ig- 
norance should  have  been  her  protection  against 
his  fearful  sophistry." 

loli  shuddered  at  his  violence ;  but  her  spirit 
awoke  witli  the  recollection  of  him  against 
whom  it  was  uttered;  and  drawing  up  her 
slight  form  to  its  utmost  height  she  walked 
proudly  away,  the  old  man  following  her  at  a 
disUmce,  i>artly  to  ascertain  the  present  abode 


*«l**ie«ee  migfct 

»f  e^er  you  should 
^'-Id-    wm  direct 

I««'*fim  impure 
»!»««  WM  8owethi«g  « 
voi<*  which  soothed  th 
entcnaiaed  towa^  tjT^ 
*•****»  she  sougirt  the 
%ing  the  ve»e8^.|,^^ 
meethiseyerettn^d  j^ 
«w    what    had  pas^ 
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A  birthday ! — ^it  seems  to  us  a  straogo  thing 
that  this  epoch  should  be  set  apart  as  a  season 
of  rejoicing,  as  though  we  held  jubilee  because 
we  were  further  removed  from  our  innooeiit 
and  holy  childhood,  and  nearer  old  age  and  the 
tomb.  Besides,  they  must  be  blessed  indeed 
to  whom  its  remembrance  brings  nothing  but 
biqppiness.  Far  oftener  are  we  tempted  to 
exclaim  in  the  words  of  one  of  our  sweetest 
living  Poetesses  * 


"  Id  every  house  there  stands  tome  empty  chair — 
Some  link  has  dropt  from  lovers  bright  chain  away." 


and  it  is  to  the  being  who  once  occupied  that 
vacant  spot  that  our  thoughts  cling,  even 
amidst  the  smiling  groups  around  us,  making 

the  present  only  a  sad  and  sweet  retrospect 

* 

of  the  past. 

I    "i  ■ , 

«■  ■■■»  ..  ....I 

•  Mrs.  Cornweli  Barou  Wilson. 
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of  the  PDOt,  and  pai 
'S\v\    a^ainiit   any   of 
iiiil»niil«'noe  might  have 
:in«l  ju^t  a:5  Ii>li  reached  ' 
ho  again  appeared,  and  .- 
liand  said  in  a  hurricil  w- 
'*  l^nsiervc  this  carefuli 
it*  t  vor  yui!  .should  want 
N.i]*lt -4    will  direct  you  tt 

Ii.li's  lirst  inipul?e  was  to 
{\\cvc  w:i.r  suiiKtliing  in  the 
Nolce  ANJiii'h  .-oothcd  the  auii 
ciitiTtaineil  tuward-  him,  an« 
I.,  .--nn  she  suiiirlit   the  study 
l.'.ying  thi'  ver.-es  whore  they 
inert  Ills  (\ve  retired  to  her  o\\ 
oil     \\h:it     had    pas-ied.      The 
however  to  whi.'h  slie  eamc  wa 
mII  that  had  luippened,  and  ask 
the  rnvsterious  lanixuai^e  ol'  the 


Z' 


18  THB    PRICE    OF   FA3CE. 

On  that  day  Ferrante's  wakening  thoughti 
were  of  Ippolita»  that  fair  and  unforgottco 
dream  of  his  young  and  passionate  heart  Bii 
Slater  too — ^his  gentle  ]VIarianna,  whoee  )a» 
liad  always  awoke  him  on  that  day,  smiling  > 
blissful  promise  for  the  coming  year.  Involos- 
t^irily  he  stretched  out  his  hands  to  grasp  tb 
flow^ers  which  she  was  in  the  habit  of  bringnj 
him,  but  there  were  none,  and  Niccolo  fA 
what  a  sad  thing  it  is  to  grow  older  withoat 
growing  happier. 

As  soon  as  he  was  dressed  he  repaired  as 
usual  to  his  study,  and  a  beautiiul  study  it  was, 
with  the  windows  opening  on  one  side  to  the 
liiiy,  studded  with  its  thousand  islands  aD<l 
glittering  in  the  morning  sun  ;  and  on  the 
other,  to  a  vast  extent  of  open  countiy,  enliven- 
ed hy  the  young  and  beautiful  Conta^Iins,  i* 
they  passed  along,  singing,  to  their  daily  toiV; 
or  the  fishermen  in  tlieir  bright  scarlet  caj^ 
carrying  baskets  laden  with  fish,  of  the  awr'^ 
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brilliant  colours,  and  followed  by  peasants  in 
their  picturesque  and  fanciful  costumes,  bearing 
piles  of  rich  and  tempting  fruit,  crowned  with 
a  profusion  of  odour-breathing  flowers;  all 
forming  a  beautiful  illustration  of  the  fertility 
and  richness  of  their  highly  gifted  land. 

Ferrante  flung  himself  on  a  seat  by  the 
open  window,  and  took  up  a  book,  for  he  knew 
that  it  was  not  good  for  him  to  think ;  but  in 
doing  so,  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  paper  which 
loli  had  placed  there  the  night  before,  and  a 
etrange  foreboding  came  over  him,  as  he  read 
for  the  first  time  for  many  months,  his  own 
name  traced  by  any  hands  save  those  of  his 
beloved  sister. 

"  They  have  discovered  me  at  last,"  thought 
the  Poet,  "  and  farewell  peace  and  happiness." 
Bat  he  half  smiled  at  his  groundless  fears, 
when  he  perused  the  rude  and  simple  verses 
which  it  contained;  and  was  still  pondering 
over  them  when  loli  entered. 
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On  that  day  Ferrante's  wakening  tiionghts 
were  of  Ippolita,  that  fiur  and  unforgotten 
dream  of  his  young  and  passionate  heart.  His 
sister  too — ^his  gentle  Marianna^  whose  kiss 
had  always  awoke  him  on  that  day,  smiling  a 
blissful  promise  for  the  coming  year.  Involnn- 
tarily  he  stretched  out  his  hands  to  grasp  the 
flowers  which  she  was  in  the  habit  of  bringing 
him,  but  there  were  none,  and  Niocol6  felt 
what  a  sad  thing  it  is  to  grow  older  without 
growing  happier. 

As  soon  as  he  was  dressed  he  repaired  as 
usual  to  his  study,  and  a  beautiful  study  it  was, 
with  the  windows  opening  on  one  side  to  the 
Bay,  studded  with  it5  thousand  islands  and 
glittering  in  the  morning  sun  ;  and  on  the 
other,  to  a  vast  extent  of  open  country,  enliven- 
ed by  the  young  and  beautiful  Contadina»  at 
tlicy  passed  along,  singing,  to  their  daily  toil ; 
or  the  fishermen  in  their  bright  scarlet  caps, 
carrying  baskets  laden  with  fish,  of  the  most 
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brilliant  colours,  and  followed  by  peasants  in 
their  picturesque  and  fanciful  costumes,  bearing 
piles  of  rich  and  tempting  fruit,  crowned  with 
a  profusion  of  odour-breathing  flowers;  all 
forming  a  beautiful  illustration  of  the  fertility 
and  richness  of  their  highly  gifted  land. 

Ferrante  flung  himself  on  a  seat  by  the 
open  window,  and  took  up  a  book,  for  he  knew 
that  it  was  not  good  for  him  to  think ;  but  in 
doing  so,  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  paper  which 
loli  had  placed  there  the  night  before,  and  a 
strange  foreboding  came  over  him,  as  he  read 
for  the  first  time  for  many  months,  his  own 
name  traced  by  any  liands  save  those  of  his 
beloved  sister. 

"  They  have  discovered  me  at  last,"  thought 
the  Poet,  "  and  farewell  peace  and  happiness." 
But  he  half  smiled  at  his  groundless  fears, 
when  he  perused  the  rude  and  simple  verses 
which  it  contained;  and  was  still  pondering 
over  them  when  loli  entered. 
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*^  Do  you  know  anything  of  these  7"  asked 
Ferrante,  as  she  timidly  approached  him. 

^*  Oh !  yesy  I  placed  them  there  myself,  and 
am  come  now  to  tell  you  about  it." 

**  Holy  Saints  !  You  did  not  write  them 
surely?"  exclaimed  the  Poet  with  a  strange 
fear. 

**  Oh,  no ;  I  am  not  clever  enough  for  that, 
I  wish  I  were." 

"  Thank  heaven  you  are  not,  my  sweet 
loll !"  said  Ferrante,  drawing  her  towards  him, 
and  gazing  upon  her,  with  that  deep  and  holy 
love,  which  we  always  feel  towards  those  we 
are  about  to  lose.  "  But  you  were  going  to 
toll  mc  about  these  verses." 

"  Forgive  their  rudeness,  dear  Niccolo,"  said 
the  young  girl,  feeling  so  safe  and  happy  in  the 
conviction  of  his  love,  as  quite  to  forget  all  the 
vague  terrors  of  the  past  night;  "  but  it  was 
the  only  means  I  had  of  expressing  to  you  a 
small  portion  of  my  love  and  gratitude." 
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"  They  are  very  sweety  and  I  understand 
now  the  cause  of  your  last  night's  absence, 
which  I  thought  strange  at  the  time,  and  meant 
to  chide  you  for.  But  indeed,  my  loli,  you 
must  not  venture  out  alone  again." 

"  I  never  will,''  said  th<8  young  girl,  **  and 
now,  Niccol6,  will  you  answer  me  one  ques- 
tion?" 

"  A  thousand  mia  cara^ 

"  Well  then,  what  is  an  Athebt  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  ask  ?"  replied  the  Poet,  while 
a  faint  colour  stole  into  his  pale  cheek. 

"  Nay,  you  must  first  answer  my  question, 
and  then  I  will  tell  you." 

"  Well  then,  my  sweet  querist,  an  Atheist 
is  one  who  disbelieves  in  the  existence  of  a 
God.  A  scoffer  at  all  holy  things !  A  prayer- 
less  and  miserable  being  I  who  forfeits  for  a 
fearful  notoriety  on  earth,  his  eternal  heritage 
in  heaven  I" 

'^  Then  the  old  scrivani  no  more  knew  the 
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ineanmg  of  the  word  than  I  did,  wheu  he  called 
you  EQ  Atheist  last  night,"*  replied  loli  simply. 

**  Ah !  what  more  did  he  say  ?''  o&ked  Fer- 
Yvaiie  with  asBumcd  cahaDess. 

**  He  said — that  is  not  exactly — ^but  I  fancied 
that  he  meant,  that  it  wae  wrong  for  me  to 
live  with  you  if  I  was  neither  your  sister  or 
your  wife.     Is  it  so,  Niccolo  ?'* 

The  young  Poet  turned  away  from  the  clear 
enquiring  gkttce  of  tlie  large  lustroui  eyes 
which  were  rivetted  on  his  face, 

"  Speak  to  me  I'^  exclaimed  the  girl  al 
length.  **  My  kind,  generous  protector  1 — ily 
only  friend  I  Speak  to  me— tell  me  that  I  was 
deceived,  or  that  I  deceived  myielf  mth  my 
foolish  and  groundless  fears.  Have  I  angered 
you>  t)iat  you  will  not  answer  me^  or,  was  the 
old  man  rigUtj  and  you  fear  to  pronoimce  the 
word  which  shall  s<?pamte  us  ?*' 

**  What  if  he  had  spoken  the  truth,  and  it 
were  a  mn  for  us  to  remaiQ  together^p  would 
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you  leave  me  ?'^  asked  the  Poet  in  a  low  voice- 
"  Not  if  I  were  sure  that  the  punishnieiit 
would  fall  only  on  me,"  replied  the  young  girl, 
gently.  "  But  if  I  thought  tliat  yoiir  kindness 
to  me  waa  likely  to  aftect  either  your  honour^ 
or  yaur  hajipiueaSj  I  would  find  my  way  back 
to  my  miserable  home  at  Tcrracina  and  die 
there^  rather  than  any  hann  should  come  to 
you*  but  you  know  best  whether  we  must  part 
or  not,"  and  lolij  encouraged  by  the  expression 
of  hig  eyes,  and  feeling  confident  in  tlie  itrength 
of  his  affection  for  her,  crept  towards  him  and 
laid  her  bead  upon  hia  shoulder. 

**  Fear  not,  my  loli ! "  said  Fermnte  in  a 
voice  hoarse  with  emotion,  while  he  bent  down 
and  pressed  his  lips  to  the  pale  cheek  wliich 
almost  rested  against  hie,  '*  we  will  not  part— 
I  could  not  bear  to  lose  yon." 

*'  I  wafi  aure  of  it !  *^  exclaimed  loli  jojrfuUy, 
**  far  1  judged  of  your  love  for  me  by  own 
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heart,  which  wouUI  bireak,  if  we  were  to  be 

seporatecL'' 

The  young  Poet  did  not  vepty,  but  he  deeply 
felt  the  selfishness  of  his  peasioa  for  that  inno- 
cent and  confiding  girl,  whose  pore  afieetion, 
Iiis  remembranoe  of  another,  and  hia  high, 
hereditary  pride  of  birth,  alike  f<Nrb 
returning  in  the  only  way  worthy  of  vl 
But  then,  man  as  he  was,  he  compronus 
his  conscience,  by  reflecting  how  happy  she 
was  with  him,  and  that  for  the  short  time 
which  she  was  likely  to  remain  on  earth,  how 
cruel  it  would  be  to  subject  her  to  the  pain  of 
a  separation.  The  truth  was,  her  existence  had 
become  so  bound  up  with  his  own,  that  he 
could  not  bear  to  deprive  himself  of  the  bless- 
ing of  her  society;  for  who  would  there  be  to 
soothe  and  sing  to  him  if  he  were  weary  ?  To 
lift  up  her  clasped  hands,  with  her  holy  and 
innocent  heart  to  heaven,  and  pray  for  him, 
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when  he  dared  not  pray  for  himself,  if  loU  were 

gone  ? 

^^  And  now,  mia  cara,'^  said  Ferrante,  ^^  tell 

me  everything  that  passed  between  you  and 

this  old  man?" 

loli  did  so,  and  the  brow  of  her  companion 

grew  darker  and  darker  as  he  listened ;  for  he 

felt  that  the  tranquil  happiness  which  they  had 

so  long  enjoyed  in  their  Neapolitan  home  was 

at  an  end   But  he  forbore  to  chide  the  innocent 

cause  of  all  this  mischief.     He  even  thanked  her 

for  her  sweet  verses,  and  her  kindness  in  thinking 

of  him,  and  then  gave  immediate  orders  for  their 

departure. 
"Are  we  going  home,"  asked  loli, — "that 

is  to  your  home,  my  Niccolo    r" 

"Wc  are.  I  have  too  long  neglected  the 
claims  which  my  poor  sister  has  upon  my  love : 
besides  have  I  not  found,  even  more  than  I 
sought — not  only  health,  but  happiness  ?" 

VOL.  in.  c 
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Tkat  night  a  raotley  crowd  assembled  annmd 
the  house,  which  had  been  so  long  the  abode  of 
their  Poet;  but  they  were  too  late:  he  had 
foreseen  their  homage,  and  departed  from  the 
City  as  silently  as  he  had  entered  it;  and  no  one 
knew  whither  he  had  gone. 

The  old  scrivani  returned  to  his  desolate 
home  with  a  sad  and  gloomy  brow,  and  the 
recollection  of  loli,  mingled  with  repinings 
afler  his  own  poverty. 

"  See  what  was  left  for  you  by  a  lady  and 
gentleman  in  such  a  splendid  carriage  I"  said  his 
youngest  daughter  (a  fine  scantily  dressed  girl, 
about  thirteen),  springing  forward  to  meet  him, 
and  holding  in  her  hands  a  small  packet. 

The  old  man  opened  it  eagerly,  and  a  well- 
filled  purse  dropped  heavily  on  the  ground,  to 
which  was  affixed  the  card  he  had  given,  the 
night  before,  in  the  spirit  of  pity  and  com* 
passion,  to  loH,  and  which  Niccolo  had  tho 
repaid  a  hundred  fold. 
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It  would  have  been  good  for  Ferrante  tohave 
heard  the  blessings  and  joyous  exclamations  of 
the  miserable  fiunily  whom  his  bounty  had 
sayed  and  gladdened,  and  might  have  served  in 
a  manner  to  counterbalance  less  pleasant  re- 
membrances. Let  us  hope  that  these  prayers 
rose  up  to  heaven  and  interceded  for  him  there; 
for  truly  he  needed  much  the  prayers  of  the 
good. 


t  3 
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CHAPTER  11. 


"  Yd  once  we'll  meet  again, 

Through  the  long  void  of  yean, 
Green  shall  that  hour  be  kept 

By  memory's  teara. " 

Mrs.  Cormwell  Daron  Wilson. 


It  was  evening  when  Niccolo  Ferrantc 
again  entered  liis  native  city,  at  once  the  seat  of 
liis  glory  and  his  shame :  where  he  had  deified 
himself,  and  denied  the  power  of  his  God; 
where  he  had  exulted  for  a  brief  period  in  the 
triumphs  of  his  bright  and  wild  intellect,  and 
then  turned  loathingly  away  from  the  blind 
idolatry   of  his   worshippers;*    where   he    nad 
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loved  and  lost^ — sinned  and  euffered,— exulted 
and  despaired ! 

Hid  face  was  strikingly  pale,  but  it  was  no 
longer  the  paUor  of  disease,  but  rather  that  tA 
deep  thought;  for  study  loves  to  dlitiiiginfh 
her  votaries  thus.  His  eyes  had  retained  all 
their  youthful  brightness,  and  the  peeoliarlj 
sweetness  of  his  mouth  tempered  the  bitteraec^ 
of  its  smile,  while  but  little  trace  <#f  what  he 
had  undergone  could  be  read  v\fm  liis  higfi 
unwrinkled  brow.  But  the  dark  waving  hair, 
the  pride  of  his  boyhood— those  brisHit  l<x:k* 
which  his  poor  mother  had  been  wcmt  Up  trrinn 
80  caressingly  around  her  white  aivl  itUiti0ler 
fingers, — which  it  had  been  the  'leligltt  ^/f  fai« 
youthful  sister  to  play  with  and  arrange- 
where  were  they  ?  Gone,  alas,  for  ever ! — ar^l 
that  young  Poet  was  as  greyhea^le^l  as  an  oU 
man !  The  agony  so  carefully  c//nceaIod-*t(»'; 
deep  suffering  and  remorse  of  years  lia#J  thm 
evidenced  itself. 
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loll  was  tired  cmi  bj  their  k»^  joniney,  md 
lay  with  her  bead  resting  on  Ferrante's  shoulder, 
and  her  dark  eyelashes,  heavy  with  tears, 
sweeping  over  her  oolouriess  &oe.  Wrapt  up 
in  the  selfishness  of  his  own  gloomy  thoughts, 
Kiceolo  had  forgotten  the  very  existence  of  his 
young  companion;  and  his  silence  and  n^Iect 
added  a  foreboding  fear  to  the  weariness  that 
oppressed  her. 

^  Are  wc  far  from  your  home,  Niccolo  ?"  she 
ventured  at  length  to  ask. 

"  I  thought  it  a  very  little  way  once,*'  replied 
her  companion  abstractedly,  as  he  leant  fnHn 
the  window  to  catch  a  last  view  of  the  stately 
and  deserted  halls  of  Vensmzio.  ^^  Alas !  my 
poor  Ippolita,  where  are  you  now  ?  And  have 
you  quite  forgotten  me  ?" 

A  burning  flush  passed  over  the  white  cheek 
of  loll,  and  she  lifted  her  heavy  head  from 
the  shoulder  of  her  companion  and  sat  up  stiff 
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and  rigid  by  his  side;  but  Fenante  did  nu 
obsene  the  suddennesa  of  the  actkn;  hi* 
thoughts  were  all  of  the  poet. 

On  they  dashed~on,  past  the  haunts  of  earl; 
years.  Ahnost  all  the  houses  were  iShnmnatoi, 
and  light  forms  flitted  past  the  open  wiiiJov% 
or  lingered  on  the  cool  marble  halmnipBi  wliik 
low  and  far-off  mudc  came  fioadng  sweetly  at 
intervals  ujion  the  night  wind&  AH  seemed 
mirthful  and  unscathed  except  whae  he  had 
been,  and  there  darkness  and  desoktioofoUowid 
in  his  footstej^s.  The  halls  of  Venanzio  were 
tenantless,  and  weeds  mingling  with  flowen 
almost  concealed  the  marble  fount^n,  where,  in 
happier  days,  he  had  sat  so  often  with  the  lady 
of  his  love  ;  while  nettles  grew  thick  and 
rampant,  with  tuberoses  and  jessamine,  spsinginj; 
from  mounds  of  ruin.  The  house  of  Sjocsnll 
too— that  house  where  the  merry  days  <^  hi* 
boyhood  had  t>een  passed— Us  second  home, 
which  he  had  rendered  the  seat  of  mouniin^ 
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and  dcgoktioiu  And  lastly  liie  PJazxo,  now 
all  dark  sftve  tliat  one  solitary  room  in  wliidi 
his  young  sister  wept^  perhape,  over  the  hligbt 
of  her  heart  and  hop^^, 

Fermnte  lifted  Ms  companion  from  the 
carriage^  as  if  elie  had  be^n  a  child^  and,  rodhiitg 
past  the  astonished  domestics,  placed  her  on  ft 
couch,  promising  to  return  immediately,  and 
sought  tlie  pr^ence  of  lus  eister.  Marianna 
was  sitting  quite  alone  rcadiog  by  the  light  of  a 
email  silver  lamp,  which  shed  a  soft  tranquil 
radiance  upon  her  heautiful  face — tliat  ib,  slie 
held  a  hook  in  her  hands,  hut  it  was  8ome  time 
since  she  had  turned  over  a  lea£  She  looked 
up  as  the  door  opened,  and,  uttering  a  scream  of 
joy,  flung  herself  upon  the  neck  of  her  long  lost 
brother. 

"Mariaana     miaT    whispered    Ferrante ; 
and  those  two  words  assured  her  of  his  deep  and 
unchanging  fondness* 
Poor  girl  I   she  was  half  frantlo^with  the 
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Eudden  joy  of  seebg  him  again.  Slie  kissed 
hid  lijis,  his  cheeks,  his  high  pole  lirow ;  and 
then,  holding  him  a  little  away  from  her,  broke 
into  a  low  glad  laugh  to  see  how  changed  he 
looked  from  when  she  parted  with  him,  dying 
as  she  thought  Truly  this  brother  and  sster 
loved  one  another,  better  than  anything  else  on 
earth. 

**  Oh !  what  an  unexpected  happiness  this  is,^ 
exclaimed  the  girl  at  length,  resting  her  throb- 
bing temples  on  his  bosom ;  and  then,  gradnally 
sliding  on  her  knees,  she  lifted  up  her  clasped 
hands  and  poured  forth  her  deep  thankfulness 
to  that  power  who  had  preserred  him  to  her 
love. 

Ferrante  stood  apart  with  a  gloomy  brow  and 
pale  quivering  lips,  but  ]^Iarianna  drew  him 
gently  towards  her. 

**  My  brother ! "  aud  she,  looking  fondly  and 
anxiously  into  his  averted  eyes — ^^  My  brother, 
will  you  not  join  me  7* 
c  5 
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"I  dare  notl  It  would  be  a  mockery  to 
petition  that  heaven  which  I  have  denied ;  bat 
pray  thou  for  me,  my  guardian  angel  I — my 
eweet  sister!*' 

MarioDDa  obeyed  him,  Bupplicating  for  the 
health  and  happiness  of  her  beloved  Niceol^ 
with  the  pure  confidence  of  one  who  has  been 
taught  to  look  up  to  the  Creator  of  all  as  a 
father  and  a  frientl.  And  when  fihe  eaid  ^'  thy 
will  be  done,'*  Ferrantc  bowed  down  his  lofty 
head  with  a  deep  Amen ;  and  that  peace  which 
paaseth  all  understanding  entered  into  his  heart 
and  calnied  it» 

How  much  there  is  to  tell  when  dear  and 
familiar  friends  meet  after  a  long  absence ;  how 
many  questions  to  be  asked  and  repUed  to ;  but 
there  was  one  name  wliich  Mariamia  carefully 
UYoided  mentioning^  and  which  her  brother 
dared  not  pronounce.  Luigi  Kiccardi^  she  told 
hinij  bad  joined  his  regiment  and  left  Italy ;  and 
Carlo  was  gone  to  pursue  his  studies  at  Florence* 
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*•' And  Beatrice?^  asked  Ferrante,  shuddering 
as  he  pronounced  the  name,  yet  tremblingly 
anxious  to  know  what  had  become  of  his  victim. 

"  She  18  at  Naples." 

"  How  strange  that  I  should  have  never  seen 
her,  when  \fe  have  been  residing  there  so  many 
months." 

**  Not  strange  at  all,"  said  Marianna,  bending 
towards  him  and  sj^eaking  in  a  whisper,  for  she 
thought  it  best  that  he  should  know  all  from 
her,  and  at  once,  rather  than  hearing  it  suddenly 
IHjrhaps,  elsewhere.  "  She  was  so  violent  that 
they  were  obliged  to  confine  her  I" 

"  And  the  old  man?*"  said  Ferrante,  clenching 
his  hands  together  until  they  bled,  "  her  father 
—what  of  him?" 

"He  is  dead !"  replied  the  young  girl,  flinging 
her  arms  around  him  and  striving  by  her  caresses 
to  soften  the  pain  she  was  inflicting.  "Niccolo, 
we  should  be  thankful  that  it  is  so,  and  that  he 
has  ceased  to  suffer." 
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"I  ara  1 — I  am  r  exclaimed  her  brother,  wildly, 
**  I  have  no  pity  to  spare  him^ — Death  is  a  boon 
— a  blessing  to  the  wretched  I — Oh  I  would 
that  we  were  all  dead!" 

"If  it  pleased  heaven^''  said  ly[ariAtlIM^ 
elaaping  her  tlnn  hands^  and  lifting  np  her  large 
eyes,  "but  not  else*" 

Ferrante  ws^  struck  by  the  meek  sorrow  of  her 
young  face,  and  the  touching  jiathos  of  her  low, 
melancholy  voice  ^  and  his  thoughts  reverting 
Irom  himself  to  her,  he  saw  for  the  first  time 
how  changed  she  was^ 

**  My  sister  I'*  said  he,  drawing  her  fondly 
towards  liim,      "  You  are  unliappy  ?" 

**  Not  now  I — Not  now  I*'  said  Marianna,  ding- 
ing to  him,  "Not  with  you,  Niccolo  T  and  then, 
as  if  anxious  to  turn  the  couYeraation  to  some- 
thing else^  she  entjuired  after  the  girl  of  Terracinn 
about  whom  he  had  bo  often  written  to  her ;  and 
Ferrante  was  aroused  to  a  sense  of  his  unkindneo^ 
and  neglect  in  leaving  her  bq  long* 
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Poor  loli!  her  impatience  and  sad  forebodings 
had  ended  in  a  passionate  fit  of  weeping ;  but 
Marianna  approached  her  with  an  affectionate 
smile,  and  taking  her  in  her  arms  kissed  her 
forehead,  and  called  her  sister ;  while  Niccolo 
arranged  the  silken  pillows  of  her  couch,  and 
bending  oyer  it  wliispered  a  kind  welcome  to 
her  future  home.  She  closed  her  eyes  like  one 
in  a  dream,  and  the  tears  stole  gently  down  her 
sunken  cheeks :  she  tried  to  murmur  out  her 
grateful  thanks,  but  Marianna  reminded  her 
how  much  she  owed  her  for  her  care  of  Niccol6, 
and  loli,  yielding  to  the  yiolence  of  her  feelings, 
pressed  alternately  the  hands  which  clasped  hers 
and  ceased  the  yain  attempt  to  express  how  happy 
she  was  to  be  with  them  both. 

Ferrante  leamt  from  the  Senora  Bellini  that 
his  sister  had,  ever  since  he  quitted  them,  with« 
drawn  entirely  from  all  society,  and  lived  in 
seclusion  and  retirement.    And  that  good  and 
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siniple  hearted  woman  Ettributmg  tbe  clmjigc  in 
her  Ileal th  and  gpirita  solely  to  tlic  absence  of  bcr 
beloved  brother,  looked  eagerly  forward  now 
that  he  was  returned,  for  the  sparkling  glance  ajifl 
merry  laugh  with  whiclx  llainaiinft  was  wont  to 
move  about  the  house  which  her  presence  glad* 
dencd  like  a  ennbeani.  But  Niccolo  saw  deeper : 
he  felt  that  one  more  broken  heart  would  be 
added  to  the  list  of  his  viethufi  ! 

If  anything  could  have  given  pleasure  to  the 
young  Poet,  it  would  have  been  to  witness  the 
universal  joy  with  which  he  was  welcomed  back 
to  his  birthplace.  As  soon  as  his  return  beomne 
known,  the  gates  of  his  Palazzo  were  besieged 
by  an  anxious  and  exulting  crowds  and  fete 
after  fete,  given  in  honour  of  his  arrival, 
followed  each  other  in  quick  succession,  Mari- 
anna  yielded  up  her  own  wishes  to  thoM?  of 
her  brother  and  generally  aceom]>anied  him  ;  or 
presided  at  his  Uble  when  at  home,  assisted  by 
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loli,  when  the  health  of  the  latter  permitted 

the  exertioD.    But  they  oftener  made  small  and 

select  partiee,  which  amused  without  fatiguing 

the  invalid,  and  yisited  in  this  manner  all  the 

beauties  of  that    glorious  land.     Marianna's 

whole  study  seemed  to  be  the  happiness  of  her 

fragile  charge,  and  to  prevent  the  mind  of  her 

brother  from  dwelling  too  vividly  on  the  past 

Absence  had  not  succeeded  in  quenching  that 

idolatrous  feeling  with  which  the  Italians  felt 

inclined  to  regard  their  Poet ;  while  at  the  same 

time  it  had  deepened  the  just  abhorrence  of 

those  whose  virtuous  principles  he  had  ridiculed 

and  defied.     The  Prince  Alberti  received  him 
with  his  usual  kindness,  and  continued  to  treat 

him  with  distinguished  marks  of  respect ;  but 

he  had  found  another  object  on  which  to  devote 

his  idle  hours.     Alberti  had  a  mistress,  whom 

report  said  was  one  oi  the  most  beautiful  women 

that  ever  existed,  and  there  was  no  one  to  deny 

it,  for  bhe  never  appeared  abroadwithout  a  veil ; 
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and  the  Pr Inoe  reserved  to  himself  the  sole 
piivO^e  of  ganngupoQ  a  face  which  eveiy  one 
was  trying  in  vain  to  see.  It  was  said,  too, 
that  she  was  of  good  iamily,  and  bore  until 
now  an  unblemished  name,  which  might  be  an 
additional  reason  for  the  mystery  that  sur- 
rounded her.  AU  that  was  known  for  certain 
of  La  Zuccarelli  was,  that  she  was  small  and 
slender  as  a  child,  and  youi^  if  one  might  judge 
by  the  lightness  of  her  step.  But  more  tlian 
idl,  she  was  the  guardian  angd  of  the  poor,  and 
exerted  her  boundless  power  over  the  mind  of 
her  lover,  only  for  good;  and  there  were  many, 
who,  while  they  railed  at  this  fair  but  frail 
creature  with  their  tongues,  secretly  blessed  her 

in  their  hearts. 

**  Did  you  pass  through  the  Great  Square  on 

your  return  last  night  ?"  asked  Marianna  of  her 

bristlier,  as  they  sat  together. 
*'  Xoj,  we  came  round  the  other  way,  being 

anxious  to  avoid  the  principal  streets.     But 
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why  do  you  a^k?" 

**  I  wished  to  know  if  you  had  observed  what 
was  erected  in  the  centre  of  it,  immediately 
fronting  the  windows  of  the  Palace*'' 

*^  And  what  is  it,  ray  sister?" 

"  Tlie  bust  of  a  great  raan,"  replied  Mananna. 
"  Can  you  form  no  guess  who  has  been  so  highly 
honoured?" 

**  None ;  I  know  few  who  have  deserved  it, 
and  fewer  ?till  w  ho  are  likely  to  get  it  nt  the 
hands  of  Alberti/* 

"  You  at  least  liave  no  right  to  say  a  word 
against  your  Princej'*  said  Marian na^  half  i*e- 
proach  fully. 

**  I  feel  it,  my  sister^  and  often  when  I  have 
felt  inclined  to  interfere,  even  with  the  best 
intentions^  the  remembrance  of  his  kindnc^ 
and  my  own  crimes  have  kept  me  silent  / 
dared  not  act  the  monitor.  But  with  regard  to 
thifl  bust — whose  is  it  f " 

"  One  who  hatl  no  need  of  such  a  record  to 
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keep  aUve  his  memory  in  Italy,  having  already 
raised  up  his  own  eternal  monument  in  the 
hearts  of  his  countrymen,  and  in  the  literature 
of  the  age.  One  who  is  not  only  great  and 
glorious,  but  kind  and  good,  as  she  who  has 
known  him  longest,  and  best,  can  testify.  Must 
I  pronounce  the  name  of  him  whom  his  sovereign 
and  Iiis  fellow  citizens  thus  publicly  unite  to 
honour  ?**  added  Marianna,  observing  that  her 
brother  still  continued  silent. 

"  No !  no  I "  interrui)tcd  Ferrante  wildly,  "  I 
would  have  it  perish  in  oblivion ! — I  would  have 
pmycrs  put  up  for  its  extinction,  as  men  pray 
tu  l»c  delivered  from  plague  and  pestilence  T 

^larianna  knelt  down  by  his  side  and  pressed 
her  lips  to  liis  burning  hands :  she  was  herself 
too  pure  and  innocent  to  enter  into  all  those 
feelings  of  agony  and  remorse  which  w^erc  fast 
hurrying  their  wretched  victim  to  an  early 
crrave ;  she  remembered  only  his  high  intellect, 
and,    worshipping     him     as    she    did,     was 
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proud  but  not  surprised  that  others  should 
worship  him  likewise. 

That  night  Ferrante  stole  out  when  it  was 
dusk  to  visit  this  new  record  of  his  eternal 
fame.  Already  the  immortality  which  he  had 
won,  associated  as  it  w*as  with  sin  and  suffering 
— ^with  shame  and  death,  weighed  heavily  upon 
his  heart:  bowing  down  his  lofty  head,  and 
cramping  the  wild  longings  of  a  repentant  spirit 
aspiring  to  holier  things;  while  every  new 
honour  wliich  they  heaped  upon  him  seemed 
only  to  perpetuate  his  memory  on  earth,  and 
shut  him  out  of  heaven.  The  bright  moonlight 
feU  directly  on  the  marble  form  which  imaged 
forth  his  own ;  and  there  was  the  high  brow, 
the  finely  chiselled  and  proud  lip — ^the  very 
curve  which  habitual  scorn  of  a  world,  which 
thus  blindly  deified  him,  had  planted  there;  but 
so  white — so  ghastly  white  and  cold  that  the 
Poet  involuntarily  shuddered.  The  wild  prayer 
of  his  ambitious  boyhood  had  been  fulfilled,  but 
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it  had  proved  a  cane  to  him !  And  as  he  stood 
thus,  cowering  before  the  spirit  he  had  raised — 
the  pale  record  of  the  fame  that  was  to  survive 
him,  with  his  lips  quivering  and  his  eyes  flashing, 
w]iile  the  outline  of  his  tall  figure  was  lost  in 
the  indibtinct  shadowing  of  the  spot;  one 
niiglit  have  fanded  him  to  be  a  fallen  angel 
come  back  to  visit  the  scene  of  his  former 
greatness,  so  perfect  was  still  his  almost  divine 
beauty,  and  so  afflicting  the  expression  of  more 
than  mortal  sorrow  upon  his  wan  and  colourless 
features. 

At  this  moment  a  low,  glail,  childlike  laugh 
broke  suddenly  on  his  ear,  like  a  voice  from  tlic 
jwist.  It  was  the  laugh  of  one  lightly  and 
easily  pleased,  but  so  sweet — so  musical  that  he 
Avas  sure  it  could  proceed  from  no  other  lips  but 
hers  whom  he  had  so  long  mourned  as  dead. 
His  presence  had  evidently  been  unnoticed,  and 
the  lady,  whose  sudden  mirth  had  aroused  him 
from  his  sad  reverie,  passed  on,  leaning  on  the 
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arm  of  her  companion.  Ferrante  was  by  her 
side  in  an  instant,  but  ahe  neither  laughed  nor 
spoke  again :  a  strange  silence  seemed  to  have 
fallen  over  her,  and  more  than  once  she  turned 
back  to  look  at  the  marble  bust  of  the  Poet^  as 
it  stood  white  and  glittering  in  the  moonlight. 
Both  the  lady  and  her  companion  were  enveloped 
in  Lirge  mantles,  which  left  Ferrante  only  able 
to  discover  that  the  figure  of  the  first  was  slight 
and  graceful,  and  that  of  the  latter  tall  and 
proud,  with  his  features  concealed  by  a  black 
silk  mask. 

"  It  is  a  splendid  night,"  said  the  lady,  in  a 
lute-like  voice,  "  do  not  let  us  return  yet" 

But  Ferrante  did  not  hear  any  reply;  he 
stood  rooted  to  the  spot,  fearing  even  to  breathe 
lest  the  whole  scene  should  vanish.  And  then 
the  wind,  as  if  in  pity  to  him,  drew  away  for 
a  brief  moment  the  rich  veil  from  l>efore  the 
face  of  the  unknown,  and  revealed  to  him  in 
that  sudden  glance  the  pale  blue  eyes,   with 
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their  snowy  Uda  and  silkeu  frmge;  the  £ur* 
soft  cheeks  aad  meek  smile  of  hh  lon^  lo^  Ip- 
politn,  changed  omlj  as  much  aa  the  dw@et  auJ 
timid  girl  alt€r3  In  boing  transformed  into  the 
glorious  and  beautiful  woEoan. 

Ferrante'a  brain  reeled  with  a  sudden  joy,  he 
clung  to  the  marble  pillars  for  support,  while 
his  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  hk  mouth  and 
e&aaycd  in  vain  to  prououuce  that  muue  which 
hwl  30  long  been  as  a  forgotten  sound.  And 
when  he  recovered  he  was  again  alone,  with 
n^} thing  to  hs  eeea  but  a  poor  woman  prootmte 
at  some  distance  oS,  before  an  image  af  t]ie 
Virgin  and  Clilld,  with  her  arms  daspiog  its 
ieet,  and  her  brows  rc^ting^  against  the  marble 
[>edestaL 

*Cau  thia  liave  been  a  dream  only/  thought 
Ferrante,  after  a  vain  dearch,  in  which  h^ 
had  satisfied  himself  that  they  were  nowhere  to 
l>e  found ;  and  bo  would  have  ended^  perhaps, 
in  imagining  it  to  be  only  a  vivid  couception  of 
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hU  own  excite  J  fancy,  had  he  not,  in  retracing 
his  steps,  picked  up  a  massive  gdid  bracelc! 
wliich  he  had  clasped  himself  upon  the  white 
arms  of  his  first  lore  a  thousand  times,  whil<e 
&he  would  chide  him  playfully  for  his  awkward- 
ness, and  coquettishly  withhold  the  kiss  or 
flower  which  was  to  be  the  reward  of  sudi 
pleasing  tasks.  Ferrante  pressed  it  repeatedly 
to  his  lips,  and  then,  having  in  vain  interrogated 
the  woman,  whose  mind  wavered  between  her 
fears  and  her  prayers,  as  to  whether  she  had 
seen  any  one  pass  that  way,  returned  to  consult 
with  his  sister  on  what  was  best  to  be  done. 
A  prospect  of  brighter  days  seemed  to  have 
suddenly  opened  itself  before  him ;  bat  then  he 
remembered  how  he  had  mourned  for  her  with 
a  ceaseless  sorrow ;  and  the  low  imrthfbl  langh 
which  she  had  that  ni^t  uttered,  as  if  the  past 
were  quite  forgotten  by  her.  And  jf^  noBed 
Ferrante,  as  be  dung  with  all  the  teMcitj  o." 
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affectioii  to  hi*  first  lo^  alittle  thing  was  wont 
to  make  her  hiugh.  But  we  ahall  meet  agab, 
and  all  thu  will  be  explained.  They  did  meet 
again !  Oh.  God !  how  temUe  was  that  meet- 
ing! 

Marianna  listened  attentiTely  while  her 
brother  spoke,  and  her  heart  bounded  with  joy 
at  the  pioe})ectofoiioe  more  beholding  the  gentle 
companion  of  her  youth,  and  witnessing  the 
happiness  of  her  Itcloved  brother.  So  pure  and 
unselfish  wer^  her  feelings^  that,  in  looking 
forward  into  the  futurv,  she  totally  forgot  the 
inevitable  wreck  of  her  own  peace,  and  thought 
only  of  those  who  were  dear  to  her. 

''  Do  you  think  that  Ippoliu  recognized  you?" 
asked  his  sister,  as  he  concluded. 

'^  Xo :  I  am  sure  that  she  «Ud  not.*' 

"Well,  at  any  rate  one  point  is  gained,  we 
know  that  she  is  near  us;  and,  although  her 
maiden  delicacy  may  pnrveni  her  from  seeking 
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you,   she  ifl  no  woman  if  ^she  cannot  contrive 

some  little  plan  to  draw  yon  to  her  feef 

''That  is  supposing  she  continues  to  love 
me." 

'^  Nay,"  sud  Marianna,  playfully, ''  I  will  not 
have  you  doubt,  nor  will  I  add  to  your  Tinity 
by  telling  you  how  impossible  it  seems  to  me 
even  to  fancy  any  one  who  has  once  been  blessed 
with  your  lore  ever  forgetting  you.  What  do 
you  say,  my  loli?" 

The  young  girl  started  at  hearing  herself  thus 
addressed,  and  a  deep  crimson  Audi  lighted  up 
her  white  cheek ;  she  smiled  faintly  in  reply,  and 
Ferrante  involuntarily  shrank  from  meeting  the 
mournful  tenderness  of  the  lai^  lustrous  eyes 
which  were  timidly  lifted  up  to  his. 

''  I  have  just  thought  of  a  plan,**  said  Mpriaona 
at  length, ''  by  which  we  can  hasten  the  time 
when  all  your  doubts  and  fears  will  be  set  at  rest 
This  bracelet,  beades  its  real  value,  amst  he 
doubly  precious  to  its  owner  from  aesociatioiL 

vou  in.  D 
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You  ehall  advertise  it  and  thus  afford  your 
beautiful  uEknowB  a  foir  oi>i>oi*tunitj  of  discover- 
ing lierael£" 

Ferraiitc  drew  her  fondly  towanb  him,  and 
there  was  a  briglit  hopeful  smile  upon  hia  pole  . 
cheek;  hut  hia  reply  was  interrupted  hy  a  faint 
and  Irrepressible  scream  from  loli,  OBt  unable 
any  longer  to  control  the  wild  agony  of  her 
foelingSj  she  sank  senseless  at  tlieir  feet. 
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CHAPTER  ni 


"  Mj  b^Aii  Is  filled  with  bitter  Ihoughtft 
My  tyu  trotild  ffLifi  stied  teare  i 

I  have  been  tbrnking  upon  past 
And  upoD  future  jtam.'^ 

U  E,  L, 


TfME  passed  on,  and  the  bracelet  waa  still 
unclaimed^  nor  could  Fcrrante  gain  a  single 
clue  which  might  asaist  him  in  diflcovering  the 
present  residence  of  IppoUta.  The  most  natoral 
[supposition  appeared  to  be  that  her  father  etill 
I  f  etxiined  all  his  former  prejudices  against  him> 
and  purposely  guarded  Ms  child  front  the  possi- 
bility of  holding  any  ftirthcr  intercourse  with 
D  3 
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her  former  lover;  and  the  only  thing  that  puz- 
zled him  to  account  for  was,  why  they  should 
have  returned  to  Italy  at  all ;  and  if  they  had 
done  80,  how  it  was  posdble  for  them  to  elude 
the  vigilance  of  his  unremitting  search.  In 
recalling  back  the  memory  of  that  eventful 
night,  there  were  times  when  Ferrante  made 
himself  wretched  by  believing  that  the  person 
she  was  with  could  not  possibly  have  been  her 
father,  and  fancying  all  that  might  have  taken 
place  since  their  separation.  Now  almost 
hoping  in  his  deep  love  for  her,  that  he  was 
indeed  forgotten;  and  then,  judging  of  her 
faith  by  his  own,  he  would  tremble  for  the 
consequences  of  her  blind  and  trustful  adoration. 
Ilis  attention,  however,  was  somewhat 
diverted  from  these  thoughts  by  the  increasing 
feebleness  of  his  young  charge. 

Afarianna  had  become  greatly  attached  to  her 
new  sister,  as  she  called  her ;  and  the  certainty 
of  her  ultimate  doom,  which  she  had  learnt 
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from  Ferrante,  gave  a  mingled  feeliBg  of 
reverence  to  her  affection*  It  might  be  that 
with  a  woman's  quickness  she  had  penetrated 
tlie  secret  of  poor  loli's  guileless  heart,  and 
felt  inclined  to  sympathize  with  her  in  a  misery 
which  she  so  keenly  shared:  certain  it  is 
that  they  were  seldom  apart,  and  loli,  knowing 
that  if  she  preferred  remaining  at  home  her 
kind  friend  would  not  be  persuaded  to  leave 
her,  exerted  herself  to  accompany  Marianna 
and  her  brother  to  scenes,  the  heat  and  excite- 
ment of  which  gradually  undermined  the  little 
strength  that  remained.  And  yet  poor  loli 
was  very  happy ;  for  ill  or  well  Ferrante  was 
always  with  her — the  bright  star  of  the  mid* 
night  festival ;  or  hanging  over  her  couch  with 
his  low  voice  and  his  soothing  caresses,  as  ha. 
parted  the  hair  from  her  damp  brow,  and  called 
her  his  beloved  loli  I  At  such  times  she  would 
pray  to  die  before  the  return  of  Ippolita* 
There  were  many  in  Italy  who  thought  the 
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yousg  Poet  an  object  of  envy,  bai  Uiose  who 
knew  him  best  pitied  him — and  truly  wm  he 
deserving  of  pity.  He  had  lost,  by  his  own 
erimeB,  the  only  being  who  could  make  him 
happy;  he  had  sacrifieed  the  peace  of  that 
yoong  and  fond  sister  whom  a  dying  moth^ 
bequeathed  ao  sacredly  to  his  eare  and  protco 
lion;  he  had  forfeited  the  friendship  and] 
respect  of  aU  those  whoee  esteem  was  be«l^ 
worth  having;  he  had  brought  doubt  and 
impiety — profligaey  and  sin  into  the  hom^  and  i 
hauute  of  mdlionfi  of  his  fellow  beings^  now 
and  for  ages  yet  to  come ;  he  had  alike  forfeited  i 
peace  on  earth  and  all  future  hope  in  heaven  t 
And  for  what? — What  waa  his  high  guerdon — 
hid  glorious  recompeoae  for  all  thia  ain  and 
suffering?  A  name,  cu.r5td  through  all  genera- 
tions, and  an  etemily  of  shame  and  infamy. 
Oh,  God  I  how  careful  should  those  be  on  whom 
the  mantle  of  inspiration  may  falL  It  is  awful 
to  remember  that  no  thought  of  our  inmost 
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souls,  when  it  has  once  gone  forth  into  the 
world,  can  ever  be  recalled  again.  We  may 
repent, — we  may  bewail  over  it;  but  it  is  irre- 
coverable, and  will  remun,  for  good  or  evil,  for 
ever!  The  gradually  declining  health  of  the 
only  being  in  whose  eyes  he  was  pure  and 
blameless  seemed  to  the  miserable  Ferrante  but 
a  part  of  Uiat  fearful  punishment  which  had 
been  the  consequence  of  his  errors.  And  as 
he  looked  from  her  dying  couch  to  the  wan, 
colourless  face  and  wasted  form  of  her  gentle 
and  affectionate  nurse,  the  time  did  not  seem  to 
be  far  distant  when  he  should  be  left  alone  upoQ 
the  earth. 

Some  time  after  Ferrante's  return  there  was 
a  grand  ^te  given  at  the  Palace,  which  he  was 
most  anxious  that  his  sister  should  attend,  as  he 
heard  that  the  Count  Leoni  intended  to  be 
present,  and  almost  unknowingly  he  yet 
retained  a  faint  lingering  hope  of  their  recon- 
ciliation.  Marianna  consented  rather  in  habitiial 
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obedience  with  his  commands  tirnn  finom  any 
pleafiure  ebe  expected  to  reoeive  Srom  soenes 
which  had  long  ago  loet  all  charm  for  ho*.     And 
iia  Ferrante  excused  himself  from  accamfjimymg 
her  on  the  plea  of  not  liking  to  leave  loli  alooe, 
but  in  reality  becaufle  he  feared  that  his  preeencc 
might  injure  the  cause  he  had  at  heart,  she  wifl 
reluctantly  compelled  to  accept  the  protection 
of  an  old  friend,  who  yet  tolerated  the  brother 
for  the  sake  of  the  aidter»  and  was  always  alike 
ready  with  her  reproaches  for  the  one^  and 
condolences  for  the  other.    Marianna  bad  often 
forfeited  her  friendship  for  a  time,  by  her  pas- 
sionate eloquence  on  her  beloyed  Niccol6|  and 
the  eagemcsB  with  which  she  took  his  port; 
but  the  naturally  kindhearted  old  lady,  always 
sought  her  again  when  her  anger  had  paaeed 
away,  and  poor  Marianna  had  so  few  real  friends 
that  Bhe  could  not  afiord  to  offend  one  of  her 
first,  and  warmest 

**How  beautiful  you  are,"  said  loU,  half 
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nnconsciouslj,  as  ever  anxious  to  be  employed  in 
<he  service  of  those  she  loyed,  she  stood  wreathing 
the  pale  Spanish  Jessamine  amid  the  dark  tresses 
of  her  friend.  "  Oh  I  what  would  I  not  giv^to 
resemble  you.*' 

Marianna  started,  and  a  faint  colour  stole  over 
her  face. 

•*  What  good  would  it  do  you,  my  loli?*^  said 
she  gently. 

**  Oh  I  much ;  for  does  not  every  one  love  the 
beautiful  r 

Marianna  smiled  and  shook  her  head';  but  it 
was  a  sad  smile,  and  tears  followed  it 

''  I  wonder,"  continued  loli,  without  observing 
her  emotion,' Vhat  makes  Niccolo  so  particularly 
anjjous  for  you  to  look  well  to-n^ht." 

**  I  don^t  know,  he  was  always  proud  of  me." 

**  And  well  he  may  be.  Oh!  how  I  wish  that 
I  was  strong  enough  to  go  with  you  to-nJght» 
and  see  how  much  you  will  be  admired." 

**  Would  that  you  were,  my  poor  IcdiT  said 
9  5 


ffi 


nm  FRicE  or  fame. 


Marian]ia>  kindly,  ''for  beUeTe  me  that  without 
either  you  or  my  brother  I  shall  have  little 
pleasure.^ 

**  Hush !"  said  her  companion, "  that  is  surely 
Niccolo'a  knoek.     May  he  come  in?" 

Marianna  brushed  away  the  tears  that  hung 
glittering  upon  her  dark  eyelashes,  and  looked 
emiHngly  up  to  greet  him.  The  conaciousaess 
of  her  own  loveliness,  the  taatdul  magnificence 
of  her  attire  (for  in  fipite  of  all  that  may  be 
i  iaid  to  the  contrary,  dress  is  a  great  heightener 
of  female  beauty),  lent  a  sparkling  freshneid  to 
her  Uflually  pen^^ive  countenance ;  and  Ferrante 
W&B  satisfied  that  no  one  could  look  better  than 
she  did- 

"Now,**  said  loli,  exultingly,  as  she  gaTe  the 
finishing  touch  to  the  exquiaite  cmffure  which 
ihe  had  anranged  with  such  pure  and  simple 
tastei  **  what  do  you  think  of  my  performance, 
Niccol^S?" 

*'  It  is  like  yourself,  moat  beautiM  T  replied 
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be,  without  thinking ;  but  at  that  moment  the 
glance  of  loli  rested  upon  her  own  pale  fiuse 
and  bent  figure,  as  it  was  reflected  in  the  minor 
befinre  her,  in  vivid  contrast  with  that  of  Mari- 
anna,  and  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

**  What  can  be  more  exquisitely  conceived,'' 
ocmtinued  Ferrante,  *'  than  these  white  flowers 
among  the  dark  curls,  intermingled  by  the  hand 
of  a  fairy.  But  I  must  confess  that  Alarianna 
does  justice  to  your  care,"  and  he  drew  them 
both  towards  him  and  kissed  them  afiectionatdy, 
while  a  bright  smile  chased  away  the  momentary 
forebodings  of  loli;  for  she  feltjbhat,  beautiful 
or  not,  she  was  dear  to  the  heart  of  her  pro- 
tector. 

When  the  carriage  which  contained  Marianna 
and  her  chaperon  had  driven  away,  Ferrante 
carried  the  feeble  girl  down  stairs  in  his  arms, 
as  if  she  had  been  an  infant,  and  laying  her  on 
a  oouch  by  the  open  window  sat  himself  down 
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on  a  low  Stool  at  her  feet  Tlie  powerful  mind 
of  that  great  Poet  was  never  so  much  at  ease  18 
when  it  unbent  itaelf  to  suit  the  comprehension 
of  hie  eimple-hearted  companion,  who  in  every 
word  she  uttered  testified  her  love  and  confi* 
denee  in  him,  and  her  deep  gratitude  for  the 
kindnees  which  had  rendered  all  the  latter  part 
of  her  life  one  scene  of  unclouded  happineae. 
He  felt,  too,  and  it  was  a  new  and  blise^ 
feeling,  that  he  deserved  her  gratitude,  evea 
more  than  she  herself  could  be  aware  of 

**How  happy  we  have  been  to-night,**  aaid 
loll,  as  tired  with  having  sat  up  so  much  longer 
than  usual,  and  yet  unwiUSng  to  retire  befora 
the  return  of  Marianna,  she  lay  ba^ 
languidly  on  the  couch,  *^I  could  almost  foacy 
that  we  were  at  Naples,'* 

**Can  you  not  imagine  happiness  to  exiJt 
anywhere  but  at  Naples  then  ?"  aaked  Ferrantc 

**  Oh  1  yee,  but  not  nearly  so  great  j  tiien  wb 
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were  all  in  all  to  each  other,  you  seldom  quitted 
me  throughout  the  long  blissful  d&j,  and  there 
were  times  when  you  were  even  gay.  But  now 
you  seem  to  have  so  much  to  do  and  thii^  of 
that  you  cannot  so  much  as  smile." 

The  heart  of  the  young  Poet  went  with  his 
companion  in  her  gentle  remembrances  of  that 
brief  interval  of  quiet  which  he  had  snatched 
from  amidst  a  Ufe  of  <»rime  and  suffering,  but 
he  did  not  trust  himself  to  reply,  and  she  con- 
tinued:— 

"  Do  you  remendber,  Niecolo^  how  we  used 
to  love  one  another  then  ?" 

''And  have  eiAer  of  us  ceased  to  do  so 
since  ?"  asked  Ferrante,.  half  reproachfully. 

''I  hope  not,  but  we  meet  seldomer  and  nevei! 
akme,  you  have  ceased  to  teach  me  any  more  of 
those  songs  which  used  to  delight  you ;  or  to 
suffer  me,  kneeling  at  your  feet  with  your  hands 
clasped  in  mine,  to  supplicate  heaven  to  shower 
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down  itfl  choicest  ble^smga  on  my  benc&ctor* 
And  jet,  Niccolo,  I  have  not  ceased  to  pmj 
for  you  in  secret,  and  however  weak  and  ill  I 
feel,  it  16  a  duty  which  I  never  allow  myself  lo 
omit." 

NjccoIo  bowed  down  his  head  withont  apeak- 
ingj  for  his  heart  was  f  ulh  It  was  sometlitng  to 
know  that  the  prayers  of  the  good  continued  to 
aeccnd  for  liim  morning  and  nighty  before  an 
offended  heaven* 

**  Formerly j"  continued  lolij  "  I  used  to  aee 
you  gaze  upon  me  as  if  you  loved  m^  but  of 
late  there  is  a  sadness — a  pity  in  your  ejeis 
which  pussies  me ;  for  am  I  not  most  happy 
with  you  and  your  dear  sister  ?  Will  you  not 
tdl  me,  Niccolo,  why  this  is?^ 

**  Yon  have  fancied  it,  my  loli  P*  replied 
Ferrante,  turning  away  his  head,  for  he  felt 
unequal  to  the  task  of  dulling  that  young  and 
jmssionate  heart  with  the  certiunty  of  its  doonu 
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^  Or  It  maybe  that'the  sadnees  of  my  own 
heart  discoyers  itself  on  my  countenance.'' 

**  But  what  can  make  you  sad  7"  asked'ibli, 
*^  when  your  sister  is  so  fond  of  you,  and  I,  and 
the  whole  world.'* 

^  Assuredly  I  ought  to  be  contented,''  said 
Ferrante,  lajring  his  forehead  in  her  lap^  '^and 
should  be  if  I  could  think  that  they  all  loved 
me  as  you  do." 

"As  much,  they  may,"  whispered  loli,  ^but 
not  more.  But  they  have  not  the  same  cause, 
they  do  not  know  you  so  well  as  L" 

"  They  have  known  me  better,  and  therein 
fiesihe  secret,"  said  Ferrante,  bitterlyi  "but 
let  us  talk  of  something  else  ;-or  I  will  read  to 
you." 

"  Oh!  yes,  if  it  will  not  weary  you  Niccol6, 
I  should  be  so  glad.  See,  I  have  the  book  which 
you  gave  me  to  keep  for  you.  I  always  carry 
it  about  with  me." 
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Fermnte  received  the  Tolume  with  a  trembling 
hand,  and  after  a  few  vaia  attempt^  laid  It 
down  again. 

**  I  cannot,"  eald  he/' I  dare  notl-— I  have 
never  read  that  book  since  my  j>oor  mother  died*** 

"  And  yet,"  whispered  lolij  "  it  would  haTc 
Bootlied  and  comforted  you  as  it  always  does  me 
when  I  am  tad,  wliich  ie  not  often*  thanks  to 
your  kindness  Niccolo  mio  Y*  and  as  she  bent  over 
him  with  he^  pale  yonng  face*  bq  full  of  tender- 
ness and  pity,  he  could  aknost  fancy  her  to  be 
one  of  those  good  spirt ta  which  are  said  to  ke^ 
watch  over  the  logt  and  erriug  and  win  them 
back  to  heaven. 

It  was  a  startling  and  unnatural  change  ta 
see  Marianna  enter  that  quiet  chamber,  witli 
her  flushed  cheek  and  her  jewelled  robea.  To 
mark  the  swelling  of  the  blue  veins  upon  bet 
white  brow,  and  the  trembling  of  her  littlo-^ 
hands  as  she  preseed  them  con vul^vely  together^ 
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and  then  to  contrast  it  with  the  pale  ficea  that 
greeted  her. 

"  How  early  you  are,  or  else  the  time  has  past 
very  quickly,"  said  her  brother  without  obeeiv 
ving  her  agitation.  But  loll  saw  deeper,  and 
passing  her  arms  gently  around  the  neck  of  her 
friend  as  she  made  room  for  her  on  the  oondi 
by  her  side,  she  pressed  her  lipe  to  her  bunimg 
cheek.  Poor  Marianna!  this  little  act  of  kindneaa 
and  sympathy  overset  aU  her  philoaophyy  and 
die  laid  her  head  upon  the  shoulder  of  her  com- 
panion, and  wept  like  a  child. 

**  Marianna  T  exclaimed  Ferrante.  **  My 
beloved  Sister !  what  has  happened  to  cause  this 
agitotionr 

"  Do  not  say  anything  to  her  yet,"  said  loli, 
who  well  knew  the  luxury  of  tears  to  the  unluq>- 
py.  ''Letherweep  on,  it  will  do  her  good— she 
will  be  calmer  in  a  few  moments."  Andshe  was 
right,   the  passionate  sobs  of  the  young  giri 
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gradiLally  subsided^  and  looking  timidly  up 
through  blinding  tears,  $he  said  in  a  broketi 
voicCj — "Foigive  me,  my  dear  brotber^ — ^it  u 
m^thmg — but  I  am  very   weak   and  foolisb«*' 

'*  No,  no/  replied  Niccolo^  **  you  are  neitlier 
Miiriannaj  and  I  iiisbtuixia  knowing  what  lias 
ImpiKjncd  to  diati'tjss  yoti,'* 

Marianna  trembled  violently,  and  clung 
closer  to  loli,  but  ihe  could  oot  summona  voica 
enough  to  reply, 

**  Come,  comei"  Bald  Fernmte  gently,  **  con- 
fide in  me,  my  beloved  slitter.  Or  ehall  I  gueaa 
tlio  cause  of  this  strange  i^tation  ?  You  have 
perhaps  met  some  old  friend,  whom  you  bad 
not  seen  for  months  ? — It  may  be  that  Paul 
Leoni  was  there? — Ah!  I  ain  right  by  that 
bhish,  so  confess,  jftta  cara  F 

"  Yes,  he  was  ther^**  replied  tlie  girl 
wildly* 

"  And  why  should  that  make  you  weep  T* 


THE   PRICE  OF  FAXB.  67 

'^  Because,"  replied  Mariimna  relapwng  into 
tears,  '^  I,  who  thought  myself  so  proud  in  my 
Ofrn  strength,  am  aflcr  all  but  a  weak,  fodish 
girL  From  the  first  I  felt  that  I  was  not 
worthy  of  his  love ; — but  I  have  not  deserred 
bis  scorn  T 

**  Ah !"  exclaimed  Ferrante,  ^  what  has  he 
dared  to  do?,' 

*^  Nothing  I  nothing  T  refdied  Marianna 
wildly,  *^  and  I  will  not  tell  you  another  word 
unless  you  will  promise  to  be  cahn." 

**  Go  on,"  said  Ferrante,  kissing  her  damp 
fordiead  as  she  lifted  it  towards  him,  and 
amiling  to  soothe  the  fearful  terror  depicted  oa 
her  colourless  face,  '^  and  I  will  promise  not  to 
be  angry  with  Leoni,  if  you  wish  it.  Come, 
my  sister,  I  have  a  sad  right  to  this  secret,  for 
it  was  I  who  separated  you." 

**  It  was  aU  for  the  best,"  replied  Marianna, 
**  for  to-night — ^to-night  when  I  would  haye 
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greeted  him,  oe  &  friend  and  brotlier,  he  tumod 
aw&y  witli  a  cold^  scornful  brow,  and  suffered 
the  hand  which  I  had  extended  towards  him  to 
£dl  untouched  hj  my  sitle.  Involuntarily  I 
lifted  up  my  cye&  to  that  face  which  I  oace 
flattered  my eclf  I  could  read  like  a  book,  and 
the  bitter  ecu  tempt  with  which  he  regarded 
me  chilled  my  very  heart,  Ouiltless  as  I  knc%v 
myself  to  be,  I  felt  humbled  by  that  look" 

*'  le  It  not  possible  that  you  may  have  been 
mistaken?"  nBked  Fcrrante,  drawing  in  Mi 
breathy  and  speaking  in  a  low,  hiseing  whisper* 

**  Would  that  I  could  tliink  io/*  replied 
Marianna;  and  the  brother  and  sister  relap^€<I 
into  silence* 

loll  had  long  ago  stolen  iiQiselcssly  away, 
and  a3  Fcrrante  sat  goring  on  tlie  altered  form 
and  faded  cheek  of  his  once  young  and  happy 
sieter,  a  feeling  of  self  i^ep  roach  camo  over  him^ 
and  subdued  tlio  violence  of  his  rage.     How 
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vainly  did  he  now  regret  the  sacrifice  which  he 
had  permitted  her  to  make,  the  selfish  gratifi- 
cation of  her  society,  which  he  had  purchased 
at  so  dear  a  price,  the  peace  and  health  of  that 
beloved  one.  Marianna  too  had  her  misgivings 
as  they  sat  thus ;  already  she  had  repented  of 
what  she  had  said,  and  looked  forward  with 
foreboding  dread  to  the  consequences  of  her 
thoughtlessness.  How  eagerly  she  watched 
every  changeful  expression  of  his  countenance, 
the  working  of  his  pale  lips,  and  the  kmtting 
of  his  gloomy  brows,  longing,  and  yet  fearing 
for  him  to  speak  again,  until  at  length,  unable 
any  longer  to  controul  her  feelings,  she  crept 
towards  him,  and  kneeling  down  at  his  feet 
pressed  her  lips  to  his  hand. 

**  Niccol6  mio  ! — You  are  not  angry  IT  whis- 
pered Marianna. 

**  Not  with  you,  dearest" 

"  Nor  with  him.  Oh,  say  you  arc  not  angry 
with  poor  Leoni  I    He  may  have  heard  some- 
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tliing  ftgaingt  me,     Niccolo,  remember,  I  have 
your  promiBc" 

"  My  feelings  and  conduct  witb  regard  to 
him,  Mariimnaj*'  eaid  her  brother,  ^^  will  be 
wholly  guided  by  the  answer  which  you  make 
to  the  question  I  am  about  to  put  to  you.  Do 
you  love  this  Paul  Lconi  ?" 

The  yonng  girl  hid  her  burning  face  upon 
his  bosom,  but  she  spoke  not 

"  If  you  continue  to  love  him  he  is  Bacred  to 
me — ^but  otherwiM — ** 

**  No  1  no  !"  interrupted  Marianna  wildly. 
**  Niccolo,  why  will  you  wring  this  humiliating 
confession  from  your  unhappy  sister  ?** 

"  And  why  humiUating  ?"  asked  Ferrantc 
soothingly*  *'  Paul  Xreoni  is  ^vorthy  of  jour 
love ;  nay  more,  I  am  certiuji  that  he  returns 
it" 

"  I  thought  BO  once,**  said  Marianna  aadlj. 
**  And  you  shall  thtjik  so  agahii  mia  cara/* 
replied  her  brother. 
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The  young  girl  looked  up  and  emQed,  bb  she 
caught  the  hopeful  expression  of  his  face,  and 
yet  she  knew  that  there  was  no  hope  fbr  her 
on  earth. 

'^  Go  now,''  said  Ferrante,  '^  and  dream  of  all 
you  most  wish,  and  which  it  shall  be  my  Uuk 
to  realize.     I  go  to-morrow  to  Leoni." 

"  My  brother !  would  you  betxay  me  ?^  in- 
terrupted Marianna  as  she  dung  to  him. 

^^  Not  for  worlds,  dearest ;  fear  not" 

^*  Nor  shall  you  humble  yourself  even  to 
Paul  Leoni,"  said  the  young  girl  proudly,  ^  the 
loss  is  his,  in  rejecting  your  friendship." 

^^Nevertheless  I  will  offer  it  to  him  once 
again." 

"  And  if  he  refuse  it — if  he  scorn  it,  yon 
will  bear  with  him,  Niccolo,  will  you  not?" 

'^  For  your  sake,  Marianna,  I  promise  that  I 
will ;  but  retire  now,  for  I  am  sure  yon  most 
need  rest." 
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"  One  word  more/'  said  tlie  young  girl,  while 
a  crini&on  flush  mounted  to  her  v<!fy  broir, 
*' whatever  happens,  remember,  NicoolOf  that 
wc  will  not  i>art.  We  Imve  weptj  and  sorrowed, 
and  been  happy  together,  and  I  will  not  learcj 
you  I" 

**  Not  even  for  him  ?" 

*'  If  he  ask  it  again  he  is  unworthy  of  your 
friendship  and  my  love^  and  I  wiU  endeavour  to 
forget  him." 

"  Well,  feai"  not,"  said  Ferronte,  **for  beliere 
me  1  would  not  lightly  yield  up  my  hcautifid 
little  Miirianna  to  any  one,  indeed  I  do  not 
well  know  what  I  should  do  without  her  ;*  and 
after  giving  way  for  a  moment  to  Iiia  feelings  of 
afFection  for  that  lo^  ed  and  loving  sieter,  he 
released  her  from  his  embrace,  and  retired  to 
liis  own  room. 

''  Oh !  if  I  might  at  last  be  the  lastnimeiit 
of  her  happiness*'*  tliought  the  Poet,  "methinka 
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I  could  bear  everything  else  without  a  murmur ; 
but  it  is  terrible  to  behold  her  meek  and 
uncomplaining  sorrow,  and  know  that  I  have 
been  the  cause  of  breaking  one  of  the  fondest 
and  gentlest  hearts  that  ever  existed  T 
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CHAPTER  IV, 


**  There  v^as  a  shadow  on  bis  face  tlit  ^poL^ 
Of  p^siout  lotjg  »mce  hardened  inlo  thought ; 
He  had  a  imtle,  a  cold  and  seomfiil  imile — 
Not  gaietjt  not  sweetnesis  ;  biit  ibe  ii^n 
Of  fttelingi  moutded  at  their  Master*!  will," 

L.  E,   L. 


The  following  morning,  at  an  early  tiour, 
If'ci'ninle  was  Bgmn  witliiii  that  Itouae  wlildi 
had  otice  been  aa  familiar  to  him  tis  hm  own 
home.  His  deep  love  for  Marianno,  and  tUe 
con^Iousncss  that  her  happiBeas  depended  upon 
the  sttcccsd  of  his  preeent  missioD,  conquered 
the  last  remaining  struggle  of  his  haughty 
spirit.    Every  thing  waa  juet  aa  he  remem* 
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beredit;  the  books— the  statues — ^the  vases — 
the  old  pictures  of  which  their  owner  was  so 
justly  proud.  It  was  only  Paul  Leoni  himself 
who  was  changed.  He  looked  older  by  many 
years,  and  pale,  and  careworn ;  grave  he  had 
always  been,  but  now  his  countenance  had  a 
cold,  stem  expression,  which  rarely  left  it,  and 
then  only  to  be  succeeded  by  a  smile  so  fuU  of 
melancholy  that  the  heart  ached  to  see  it. 
Ferrante  saw  in  a  moment  how  much  he  had 
suffered  in  the  acquirement  of  that  cold  and 
iron  philosophy,  and  argued  falsely  upon  that 
account  The  very  best  of  us,  when  we  have 
sorrowed  in  a  good  cause,  and  struggled  as  it 
were  against  ourselves,  arc  apt  to  triumph  in 
our  own  strength,  and  harden  our  hearts  agunst 
the  world.  Our  kindest  affections  have  perhaps 
been  crushed  and  blighted,  until  we  think  that 
they  are  dead;  and  an  impenetrable  insensibility 
succeeds. 

£  3 
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Lconi  HLt^i-tccl  up  at  the  entraiicd  of  Lk  uq^ 
expected  vigitor,  but  there  was  no  visible  ehaxige 
u[>oti  his  face — no  mo\  cment  to  gmsp  the  out- 
stretched  liand^  which  was  inYoluutorilj  ex* 
tended  to  hijn^  and  as  suddeDlj  drawn  hackf 
he  onlj  bowed,  and,  jjomting  to  a  seat,  entreated 
to  know  to  what  caU€C  to  attribute  the  lionour 
ol*  a  visit  from  the  Poet  Ferrante, 

**Do  you  consider  it  an  honour,"  Coumt 
Leoni?"'  aaked  Kiccol4 

*^  To  be  frank  w^itli  you,  I  do  not,  although 
most  people  would  look  upon  it  as  such,  Never- 
thclci^s,  Senor  Fermnte,  I  am  glad  to  sec  yoti  so 
miich  rcco\  ered  as  to  be  able  to  return  to  your 
native  place-** 

Niccolo  fancied  that  hifi  voice  was  eliirhtly 
tremulouB  as  he  aaid  thia ;  but  he  tnight  have 
been  mistaken. 

**  My  motive  in  seeking  you  this  morning," 
taid  Ferrante,  at  length,  **  was,  in  tlie  first  pkce* 
to  ^k  an  explanation  of  the  stiangOi  and  public 
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insult  wliicli  was  last  night  offered  by  you  to 
my  beloved  sister,  a  recital  of  which  I  drew 
reluctantly  from  her,  and  under  a  promise  that 
no  hostile  stei>9  should  be  taken  in  consequence." 

"  We  should  be  obliged  to  the  Senora  for  her 
care  of  us/'  said  Leoni  sarcastically,  "  but  the 
action  of  which  you  complain  was  unpremedi- 
tated and  involuntary,  and  was  repented  of  a 
moment  after ;  but  we  cannot  always  have  our 
feelings  entirely  under  our  own  control" 

"  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand  you,"  said 
Ferrante,  haughtily. 

^*  Indeed,  Senor ;  and  can  you  find  no  reason 
why  I  should  treat  your  sister  with  less  respect 
than  formerly  ?** 

"  No,  by  heaven  I — but  you  must  give  me 
one  before  we  part." 

"  Unfortunately  I  shall  find  too  little  difficulty 
in  doing  so,"  replied  Leoni,  coldly;  "  has  it  never 
struck  you  that  in  consenting  to  remain  in  the 
same  house,  and  become  the  daily  companion  of 
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her  brother's  mistress,  that  the  Senom  Ferrmatc 
has  for  ever  forfeited  her  place  in  society^  and 
in  the  hearts  of  those  who  once  esteemed  her." 

*'  Leoui  r  intemipted  the  Poet,  passionately^ 
'*  I  swear  that  you  are  deceived  in  this !  loE  is 
notliing  more  than  a  sister  to  me*" 

'*  The  term  la  a  convenient  one,**  replied  the 
Connt  **  Are  you  prepared  to  deny  that  she 
resided  with  you  at  Naples  for  months — the 
sole  inmate  of  your  house  ?*' 

**  I  do  not,  but  it  was  as  my  protegee — my 
pupiL  Leoni,  she  is  a  child^-a  mere  child  1^ 
do  you  think  that  I  shoidd  have  the  heart  to 
injure  her  ?  By  the  Saints  above  us !  if  I  see 
that  sneer  agmn  I  will  not  spare  you  even  for 
Rlarianua's  sake  I  MerciJul  God !  because  a  man 
has  once  erred,  muat  he  be  suspected  ever  after  ? 
Must  he  be  looked  upon  as  a  fiend — and  his 
noblest  actions  turned  into  weapons  with  which 
to  crush  all  that  are  most  d^u*  and  sacred  to 
him?    Must  the  punishment  fall  alike  on  the 
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guilty  and  the  guiltless — on  the  just  and  on  the 
unjust  ?" 

"i'errante,"  said  the  Count,  «if  I  have 
wronged  you  in  this  matter  I  r^ret  it  niudi, 
and  am  ready  to  give  any  satisfiiction  that  joa 
may  demand." 

*^  Then  listen^  and  interrupt  me  by  one  word^ 
or  by  one  devilish  smile,  at  your  peril  T 

The  cheek  of  Leoni  flushed,  but  he  mastered 
his  passion  sufficiently  to  appear  calm :  it  might 
be  that  a  thought  of  their  ancient  friendship,  or 
Marianna's  deep  love  for  this  wayward  brother^ 
led  to  his  forbearance. 

'^  My  boyhood  was  a  glad  and  happy  aotf 
full  of  wild  hopes  and  glorious  anticipations ; 
and  uncurbed,  unreproved  by  one  wanung 
voice.  I  had  a  fond  mother — a  beautiful 
sister — cousins — and  friends,  a  bnght  band  of 
proud  and  loving  hearts.  But  with  increasing 
years  came  the  consciouf-ness  of  my  own  {  uren, 
the  longing  after  fam^j.  careless  of  how   ob- 
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talned — the  desire  of  cUstingiiklilng  myself 
above  mj  fellow  beings,  no  matter  whether  for 
good  or  evil!  The  burning  and  unceasing 
struggles  of  a  spirit  that  de%htcd  In  ahroud- 
ing  itself  in  a  fearful  notoriety,  and  i^pearing 
in  men's  eyes  to  be  the  thing  from  which  it 
ehnink-  And  lastly,  the  realization  of  the 
dream.  The  pouring  forth  of  the  lava-dood  of 
Yoluptuouaneas  and  impiety.  The  defiance  of 
the  Poet  breathed  alike  to  earth  and  heaven, 
and  registered  against  him  for  evermore !  The 
£rdt  to  leave  me  to  the  dreary  and  isolateil 
triumph  I  had  obtained,  was  her  whom  I  had 
loved  above  all  earthly  things— my  beautiful, 
my  betrothed  Ippolita  I  Then  came  the  falling 
oif  of  friends— the  averted  eye — the  white  lip, 
that  curbed  me  as  I  passed !  While  like  the 
breath  of  the  simoon  went  forth  the  poison  of 
my  wild  doctrines,  and  tainted  aU  they  touched^ 
sparing  neither  kindred  or  friend,  and  singliii^ 
out  for  its  first  victim  the  companion  of  my 
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boybh  days — ^my  glorious  and  beautiful  Bea- 
trice !  But  there  was  one  who  clung  to  me 
still  through  shame  and  sorrow,  and  at  the 
sacrifice  of  her  own  peace,  and  whose  fond 
smile  and  gentle  caresses  contained  a  sadder 
reproach  for  me  than  the  coldness  of  others, 
until  I  went  forth  at  length  a  desolate  and 
lonely  being,  unlo^^ng  and  unloved.  Now  it 
was  that  I  fir:3t  met  that  poor  child  whose 
name  has  been  so  fearfully  coupled  with  mine. 
Leoni !  was  it  not  something  to  have  one  being 
who  loved  me  ? — who  looked  up  to  me  with  the 
faith  of  a  young  and  pure  heart  ? — to  whom  I 
dared  give  way  to  the  natural  impulses  of  my 
nature,  and  be  pure  and  holy  as  that  gentle 
girl,  whose  very  ignorance  would  preserve  her 
from  the  knowledge  of  that  one  crime  which 
had  stamped  its  burning  impress  on  my  future 
life  and  marked  it  out  for  evil,  because  it  had  been 
evil.  Was  it  not  something  for  the  shunned — the 
E  5 
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aoconed!  tofindhimsdfanobieGtofreTerence? 
And  for  a  time  the  past  seemed  blotted  out  in  the 
cafan  and  tranquil  hiq[q[uneBs  of  the  present.  To 
other  men  there  nugfat  have  been  temptation  in 
aD  thiS)  so  (xmstantly  together  as  we  were,  and 
loli  so  careless  of  concealing  the  guileless  lo^e 
of  her  Tom^  heart;  but  her  trust — her  sweet 
confidence  made  her  safe.  It  was  somethii^ 
new  to  be  trusted — something  soothing  in  the 
presence  and  blessings  of  this  fair  child,  and 
the  consciousness  of  meriting  them.  Leoni, 
when  the  reproaches  of  the  good,  and  the 
plaudits  of  the  unthinking  crowd  were  ringing 
in  my  ears — when  the  fearful  memory  of  the 
pa5t«  and  the  gloomy  retrospect  of  the  future 
alnK^  maddened  me,  I  looked  upon  the  pale, 
sinless  &ce  of  my  young  charge,  and  felt  com- 
forted in  yhinkifig  that  here  at  least  I  was 
guilUess— that  she  was  mine — I  might  have 
;k5troyed  her.  and  I  did  not  ? 
••  yic>xJv\"  ssdd  the  young  Count   in  a  sub- 
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dued  voice,  **  foi^ve  me  for  haying  even  for  a 
moment  believed  others  ise." 

"  Nay,"  replied  the  Poet  sadly,  *•  it  was  but 
natural  that  you  should.  Af\er  all,  the  world 
does  but  judge  me  by  the  character  I  have 
given  it  of  myself." 

**  But  I — I  who  have  been  the  companion  of 
your  earliest  years,  and  the  witness  of  every 
good  and  noble  feeling,  should  have  known  you 
better,  Niccolo ;  it  will  be  long  before  I  for- 
give myself  for  this ;  and  yet  you  will  own 
that  appearances  were  strangely  against  you  Y* 

"  They  were— but  no  matter,"  replied  Fer- 
rante,  '^  it  will  be  all  over  soon.  Let  us  talk 
of  something  else ;  it  is  sufficient  that  her  clia- 
racter  b  vindicated  in  yoiur  eyes :  the  opinion 
of  the  world  is  of  little  consequence." 

**  In  that,"  said  the  Count  "  we  have  always 
differed." 

**  And  you  were  right,  as  usual,  Paul ;  and 
a  bold  and  miserable  man  b  he  who  dares  to 
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Bet  it  at  defiance.  But  there  was  a  time  when 
I  could  Imve  argued  with  jou  on  tho  oppo«ite 
Bide  by  the  hour  together — it  m  past  now-'' 

Hours  flew  od^  and  the  Count  and  his  victor 
still  remained  closettcd  together.  They  had 
talked  of  books  and  authors— of  past  pleaaures 
and  old  friends ;  and  the  wild  eloquence  of  the 
young  Poet  Beemed  almost  to  have  succeeded 
IB  lullmg  to  rest  the  proud  spirit  of  hiB  com- 
pamon  ;  and  it  wm  not  until  he  rose  to  d&- 
part  that  Leoai  awoke  to  the  consciousness  that 
in  strict  adherence  to  the  rule  of  conduct  lie 
had  laid  down  for  himself,  they  must  never 
meet  again. 

*^  We  must  not  forget,"  said  Ferrantc,  witli 
a  smilcj  ^^that  I  came  hither  as  my  sister^s 
champion^  and  that  she  will  expect  some  sort  of 
an  apology  as  the  consequence  of  m.j  visit*" 

"True^"  replied  Leoni,  thoughtfully^  **aiid 
aa  it  would  not  certainly  do  to  explain  to  her 
the  real  state  of  the  case,  I  must  trust  to  yotir 
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ingenuity  to  frame  as  decent  a  one  as  you  can 
for  me," 

'^  Such  things  are  ill  done  through  a  third 
person,"  said  Ferrante. 

The  Count  started  and  coloured. 

^^  I  see  no  other  way  of  managing  it,  unless  I 
were  to  write." 

**  Yes,  a  cold  formal  epistle,  which  would  go 
near  to  break  her  heart  Can  you  not  speak  to 
her?" 

"  No,  no,"  replied  the  Count,  "  I  dare  not 
trust  myself.  Niccol6,  say  all  that  is  kind  and 
friendly  for  me,  and  tell  her  that  it  is  not  likely 
I  shall  offend  again,  as  I  leave  Italy  in  a  few 
days,  for  ever." 

"This  is  a  sudden  resolution,  is  it  not, 
Leoni?" 

"You  are  right,  it  is  the  result  of  this 
morning's  interview. 

"  Paul,"  said  Ferrante,  "  listen  to  me  for  one 
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momentj  and  then  go,  if  you  have  still  the 
wish*  Mananna  loves  yoii>  to  the  dc^tructioii 
of  her  own  lienltli  and  happiness;  hut  I  would 
not  liave  told  you  thus  much  did  I  not  feel 
assured  iJiat  it  is  nnutual,  and  that  it  is  the  vain 
stniggle  which  has  been  going  on  within  your 
bosom^  between  your  passion  for  her  and  your 
pride^your  prejudices*  which  I  reverence  evca 
while  I  call  them  such,  which  has  changed  you 
so  suddenly  and  so  completely.  Now,  Paul 
Leonii  answer  me,  lb  it  still  your  intention  to 
leave  Italy  ?** 

**  It  is  J*'  replied  the  young  Count  itt  a  hoarse 
and  broken  voice. 

"  And  you  cannot  yet  bring  yourself  to  look 
upon  me  ae  a  friend— aa  a  brother.  Well,  be 
it  SO}  T  nm  content  to  bear  the  ]junishmeDt  of 
my  own  crimea*  You  eh  all  go,  if  you  wi^h  it, 
but  not  alone ;  Marianna  1^  aU  that  is  lefl  to 
me  now,  and  I  give  her  to  you.     In  another 
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land  she  may  Icam  to  forget  the  brother  who 
adored  her,  but  who  will  not  permit  her  to 
sacrifice  herself  for  him.'* 

"  It  is  too  late  I"  said  Leoni,  gloomily,  "  and 
yon  wrong  Marianna's  affection  for  you  by 
the  thought.  She  would  hate  me  as  she  cUd 
before,  for  wishing  to  separate  you." 

«  And  is  this  all  ?"  asked  Ferrante 

"  It  is  not ; — the  sister — ^the  companion  of 
the  Poet  Ferrante  can  never  be  the  wife  of 
Leoni  1  I  told  you  so  years  ago,  and  I  repeat 
it  now,  never !  never !" 

"  And  yet  you  love  her?" 

*^  Niceolo  this  is  a  vain  question ;  she  called 
me  cold  and  passionless,  it  may  be  she  thinks 
sostilL" 

There  was  a  long  pause,  during  which  the 
young  Count  struggled  vainly  with  himself  to 
regain  that  stem  composure  with  which'  he  had 
so  long  and  successfully  hidden  every  inward 
feeling  of  his  nature ;  it  was  broken  at  length 
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by  the  changed  and  hoaree  voice  of  tbe  young 
Poet. 

"  As  a  rights  Count  Leonl^  I  deniand  to 
know  your  reasons  for  thia  strange  and  uuna- 
tural  self-sacrifice  ?" 

'*  How  know  you  that  it  is  a  sacrificed 
asked  his  companion  bitteriy, 

*^  Because,  all  perfect  as  you  ai^  or  think 
your^lf,  you  are  but  a  man  like  tbe  rest  of  us, 
with  human  tliougbts  and  passions  which  defy 
philosophy." 

'^  You  are  a  subtle  reaM)ner,  but  I  will 
answer  you.  There  was  a  time  when  I  vrould 
have  so  far  yielded  to  these  pereuftMons  ms  to 
hare  linked  my  high  and  unsullied  name  with 
one  which  must  be  infamous  throughout  all 
ages.  When  I  would  pmudly  and  gladly  bare 
married  her  ^ 


pure 


good 


her  to  be  from  my  V6ry  soul,  the  eyes  of 
picion  would  ever  rest  on  as  the  sister  and 
pupil  of  the  Poet  Ferrante.    But  now, 
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time  has  deepened  all  this,  I  have  not  moral 
courage,  or  daring,  call  it  which  you  will,  to 
battle  against  the  voice  and  opinionB  of  the 
world.  To  repeat  in  her  justification,  a  thou- 
sand times  a  day,  that  romantic  episode  in  real 
life — that  strange  platonic  affection,  which 
rendered  her  association  with  this  girl  of 
Tcrracina  no  crime,  and  to  mark  the  sneering 
lip — or  perchance  the  pity  with  which  they 
would  regard  both  her  and  me — " 

"  Have  you  done  ?"  asked  Ferrante,  bitterly. 

*^  I  have,  and  would  that  the  confession  had 
not  been  wrung  from  me,  although  it  will  serve 
to  show  you  how  necessary  it  is  for  us  to  part. 
It  was  her  own  act  that  separated  us,  and  yet  I 
lovcy  admire,  and  am  even  grateful  to  her  for  it: 
we  could  never  have  been  happy  together." 

Ferrante  rose  up  without  reply,  and  thei^, 
was  a  dark  and  settled  anguish  on  his  brow 
which  never  lefl  it  from  that  hour.  His  last 
hope  was  gone,  and  he  felt  that  it  only  remained 
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for  liim  to  abide  the  working  out  of  tli©  en 
wbicb  he  bad  brought  upon  nil  who  IovcmI  lilxa. 
Eyen  the  iron  heart  oi  Leoni  was  touclied  by 
the  misery  he  had  wrought^  and  which  he 
shared  In  part 

**  Niccolo,"  said  the  young  Count,  **  let  us 
part  in  peace ;  in  our  love  for  her  we  may  be 
brothers  still  in  heart." 

**  No,  no  r  exclaimed  the  young  Poeti  vehc- 
niently,  "  This  is  a  cruel  philosophy  which 
would  make  Uie  victim  of  th^  prejudices  of  the 
onej  and  the  errors  of  the  other,  a  link  of  i&ii^ 
tual  friendship  between  them,  although  it  mofi 
ever  be  one  of  forbearance^  But  bow  cjin  I 
be  sure  that  when  I  watch  this  beloved  sister, 
as  I  liave  already  done,  fatting  gi-adually  ^way» 
and  yet  uttering  no  complain  t»— no  murmur^ — 
no  deeper  reproach  than  a  fond  emilc,  or  a  pas- 
sionate caress,  that  I  shall  be  able  to  avoid 
cursing,  in  bitterness  of  spirit^  her  eold^heartetl 
and  unnatural  destroyer  T 
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The  Count  shuddered,  but  his  purpose 
remained  unchanged ;  and  they  parted  thus  for 
ever. 

Marianna  looked  up  as  Ferrante  entered  the 
room,  but  she  asked  no  question ;  she  saw  at 
once  that  all  was  lost,  and,  flinging  herself 
into  his  arms,  the  brother  and  sister  wept  for 
some  moments  in  silence  together. 

**  Forgive  me,  Niccolo !"  said  the  young  girl 
lifting  up  her  pale  face  from  his  bosom,  **  these 
are  the  last  tears  that  you  will  ever  see  me 
shed  for  such  a  cause.  But  now  we  are  upon 
this  subject,  and  in  order  that  we  may  never 
be  obliged  to  enter  upon  it  again,  tell  me, 
Niooolo,  what  made  Paul  Leoni  so  angry  with 

mer 

^  He  was  not  angry,  with  you,  dearest;  it 
arose  from  a  mistake  which  it  is  not  necessary 
now  to  explain,  and  for  which  he  prays  you  to 
pardon  him,  the  more  especially  as  in  a  few 
days  he  leaves  Italy  for  ever." 
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**  For  everT*  repeated  Mariamiit  clcspnirmglji 
**  and  yet,  perhaps,  it  is  beat  so,  God  gntnt 
ihni  he  may  be  happy !  come  what  will  to  me. 
When  Paul  Lcom  la  gone^  quite  gone,  and  all 
hnpe  with  Iihn,  I  may  perhaps  be  myself  agn in, 
Rud  even  forget  liim  after  a  tlmCj  who  knows,'' 
eaid  the  young  girl  with  a  sad  ^niile,  **  wouian'a 
fickleness  js  proverbiid,  and  I  do  not  prefi?fjd 
to  be  more  constant  than  the  rest  of  my  ^x. 
At  any  rate  I  have  too  much  pride  to  wear  llie 
wUIow,  so  do  not  weep  for  me^  Nieeold,  it  will 
be  all  over  soon — one  brother,  euch  as  you 
have  been  to  me,  h  worth  a  thoii£^nd  loverSi'* 

"  Ah  t  if  I  cuuld  believe  tliat  you  would 
ever  be  happy  again — and  with  me^ — wbal 
w  ouM  I  not  do/' 

*^  Nay,  Niccolo,  smile  on  me,  and  love  um 
only^  and  I  aak  no  more.  But  let  us  go  now 
to  poor  loli,  for  1  have  been  so  abK>rbed  in  my 
own  ficlfiah  meditations^  as  not  to  hnv  e  eought 
her  since  morning;  and  remembi^r,  this  \b  the 
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last  time  we  shall  admit  70a  among  us  with 
that  sad  and  clouded  brow.  We  will  hereafter 
be  a  family  of  love,  despising  the  world,  and 
living  only  for  each  other — shall  we  not,  my 
brother?" 

Ferrante  bent  over  her  in  silence,  and  then 
Viiy<ing  the  white  brow  and  the  fond,  tearful 
eyes  which  were  lifted  up  to  him  so  pleadingly, 
he  yielded  to  her  gentle  entreaties,  and  the 
subject  dropped.  But  the  heart!  who  &hall 
silence  that?  Its  accusings — its  wild  thiob- 
bings — its  vain  repinings  ?  --Death  (ndy! 
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CHAPTER  V. 


*'  Oyr  pathi  are  deaalale  attd  ht  apart^— 
Our  carl  J  dr^Ams  hsre  vATiishcd^ueter  roor* 
%i^y  vre  togt'ther  id  ingle  ta  beforet 
Our  fiud  cmpaisiofted  ipmt».** 

0.    L.    RlC»i^K&BO|#« 


FEnitAKTEj  nfter  all  that  had  passed,  could 
not  bring  himself  to  believe  the  CouBt  Leoot 
e^erioua  iti  his  intention  of  leaving  I  tidy,  nl- 
though  he  Imd  thought  it  as  weU  to  prepare 
hig  sifter's  mind  for  the  worst.  But  Leooi^  in 
hiB  stern  and  iincomproHiisiiig  sense  of  right, 
would  not  have  shrunk  Irom  a  far  greater 
sacrifice  than  this.     He  had  felt  hie  own  w(^- 
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nesd,  and  dared  not  trust  himself  to  remain 
within  the  dangerous  influence  of  Mariamia'is 
beauty ;  but  he  had  sufficient  command  orer 
himself  to  fly  while  he  was  yet  safe.  Femmte 
was  right  in  saying  that  Leoni,  with  all  his 
stoicism,  was  after  all  but  human,  with  paasicNU 
and  feelings  like  other  men,  although  kept 
under  the  controul  of  a  proud  and  master 
spirit  But  more  than  this,  he  was  selfish  m 
his  very  philosophy,  and  eren,  while  he  rolnn- 
tarily  abandoned  her  for  ever,  the  idea  that 
Marianna  still  loved  him  was  remembered  and 
cherished.  He  could  not  have  prayed  for  her 
as  she  had  done  for  him,  that  she  might  forget 
him  and  be  happy,  or  willingly  forego  the 
triumph,  if  it  were  one,  of  knowing  that  in 
leaving  her  he  bore  away  all  hapfnneas  with 
hiaL  As  a  boy,  Leoni  had  flattered  himself 
with  having  something  of  the  old  Bcman  in 
his  nature,  and  in  the  pursuance  of  what  he 
considered  to  be  right,  had  not  hesitated  to 
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sacri£ce  both  Ids  wishes  and  amuiemonts  ;  as  a 
maEj  be  encrifieed  her  be  loved^  for  L>eyoiid 
question  she  was  m  dear  to  bim  as  it  is  possibly- 
for  one  buiiKin  being  to  be  to  iinotlien  Etcji 
03  a  child  be  bad  loved  her  and  taught  her  ta 
be  worthy  of  that  love;  and  now,  in  yielding 
her  up^  be  bad  become  a  changed  being,  sea 
in  heart,  broken  in  bealtli,  and  an  exile  fn.*m 
his  native  land. 

There  is  sometbing  melancholy  m  watcbing 
the  gradnul  dismantling  of  an  old  bouse  which 
we  have  known,  just  as  it  was,  ever  einoe  we 
were  cbildrcn ;  to  see  strange  faces  and  fo 
hurrying  to  and  fro  in  tlie  once  quiet  balls,  imi 
trending  down  the  eherisbed  flowers.  Then  th« 
room^  gradually  begin  to  get  the  desolate  lool 
which  cbaracterizei  an  empty  bouse,  when  jc 
can  stand  outside  and  »ee  the  long  deserted 
apartments^  with  the  light  streaniing  in  tbrotigli 
the  windows  on  the  oppoiite  side  of  the  house^ 
and  flickering  about  on  the  floor  beneath, 


THE   PRICE   OP  FAME.  97 

though  it  were  listening  for  the  unforgotten 
echo  of  footsteps  which  once  passed  over  it  bo 
joyously.  Ferrante  watched  all  this  with 
a  strange  and  mournful  interest ;  for  he  knew 
that  it  was  his  work — and,  but  for  him,  the 
Halls  of  Leoni,  instead  of  passing  into  the 
hands  of  strangers,  or  mouldering  into  swifl 
decay,  might  have  rung  with  bridal  mirth  and 
festivity;  and  when  all  was  gone  but  the 
flowers,  wliich  had  been  left,  almost  with  a 
feeling  of  envy,  to  die  in  their  native  land ; 
when  silence — the  silence  of  decay,  had  fallen 
once  more  upon  that  desolate  abode,  Ferrante 
stole  noiselessly  within  its  walls  and  wept,  for 
his  heart  was  full  There  was  the  little  study, 
where  Leoni  always  sat,  and  where,  in  his 
boyish  trials  or  difficidties,  he  had  been  wont  to 
resort  for  advice  or  assistance.  He  could  almost 
bare  told  the  name  and  order  of  every  book 
which  had  filled  the  dusty  shelves;  and  he 
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remembered  tliat  the  mark  upon  the  w^l  abore 
hb  bead  was  then  filled  up  by  a  stero  face, 
whichi  even  in  his  childhood,  he  had  lookc?d 
upon  with  terror,  but  which  xvas  a  cheridied 
favourite  with  his  friend — the  picture  of 
Brutus ;  and  he  marvelled  to  what  extent  the 
daily  eontomplation  of  it  might  or  might  not^ 
have  influenced  the  character  of  its  possessor. 

Then  he  wandered  into  the  vast  and  bfty 
picture  galleryj  deaert^d  like  the  other  aparf- 
monta,  but  uot  to  him,  for  he  saw  everything 
just  a&  if  it  had  been  there,  as  it  used  to 
be.  There  were  the  grim  anoedtora  of  the 
house  of  Leoai  frowning  down  upon  him,  as  it 
in  anger  for  the  ruin  he  had  wrought — master- 
[/leoes,  by  Giordano  and  Spngnoletto, — Ma- 
donnas, such  as  Carlo  Dolce  could  alone  depict^ 
— liindiseapes,  never  to  be  equalled  until  Heaven 
grants  us  aBother  Claude  Lorriune, — and  gem^ 
which  the  bright  names  of  Domemchino,  Soli* 
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mene,  and  Vasari  rendered  priceless;  but  above 
all  was  one  fair  Italian  face,  chsTactmied  by 
the  primitiye  simplidtj  and  holy  esjuresooo  ol 
countenance  in  which  Pietro  Pem^no  so  modi 
excelled,  and  which  Leoni  had  been  wont  to 
compare  to  Marianna,   and  say  that  oo  that 
account  he  valued  it  above  all  the  zest      So 
vividly  did  all  this  appear  to  Femmt^  that  he 
could  have  pointed  out  each  identical  paintiDg, 
with  its  characteristic  beauties  or  peculiaritieey 
where  another  person  would  have  been  aUe  to 
distinguish  nothing  but  the  bare  waQs  from 
which  they  had  been  torn  in  haste  and  for 
ever.     Poor  Niccolo  I  he  found  a  better  like- 
ness for  his  sister  than  even    that  glorious 
picture;    for  he  compared  her  to  the  whitm 
jessamine,  which  yet  clung  to  the  cold  marbk 
balcony,  and  wUch  had  been  lef^  behindto  die ! 
It  was  evening  before  Ferrante  letomed; 
for  he  dreaded  to  encounter  the  silent  repmdiet 
of  Marianna's  tears,  who  would,  doabtknb  tt€ 
F  3 
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this,  liave  hmvd  of  tli€  departure  of  her  loTerj 
and  wa&  agreealjly  eui-ririsetl  to  hear,  iostcad, 
burets  of  light  and  nieny  laughter  proceeding 
from  their  usual  eitting-rooiu,  loll  had  biilf 
ri&en  from  Iier  couclx^  and  was  bending  forward 
with  a  Buxih  of  mingled  delight  and  wondcr- 
inent,  with  her  glietcning  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
joyous  countenance  of  Luigi  Riecardij  who, 
with  a  cheerfulness  of  spirit  which  nothing 
tHmld  depress  for  long,  and  whose  fascinations 
it  was  inipossible  to  resist,  sat  on  a  low  stool,  ^ 
at  Marianna's  feetj  telling  her  some  tale,  which 
had  made  hoi*  laugh  in  spite  of  herself.  Fcr- 
ninte  felt  grutefid  to  him  for  his  pi'^eence,  at 
such  a  time ;  and,  raor€  than  all,  ior  t]»c  trunii-- 
tory  pleasure  wliich  he  diffused  around  libn, 
and  encouraged  by  the  kindness  of  his  welcome, 
Bit  unlike  his  usually  haughty  bearing, 
Luigi  w  illiiigly  promised  to  make  tliclr  houfiej 
his  home,  during  hii  brief  stay. 
'*  Do  not  let  me  inten'upt  you,"  said  Pernint€| 
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placing  himself  on  the  couch,  between  his  aister 
and  loli,  and  endeavouring  to  shake  off  the 
grief  which  weighed  so  heavily  upon  his  nundy 
*'  what  was  it  that  you  were  saying,  Luigi, 
M  hen  I  entered  ?" 

"  ^lerely  relating  one  of  the  wild  adventures 
of  which  a  soldiers  life  is  so  full ;  and  yet,  for 
all  that^  I  have  been  disappointed  in  not  being 
promoted  as  soon  as  I  had  hoped.  They  tell 
me  in  the  regiment,  that  the  young  must  not 
expect  honours,  which  others  have  grown  grey 
in  the  service  without  receiving ;  but  I  always 
make  answer  that  now  is  the  time  both  to  win 
and  wear  them ;  and  unless  I  see  some  hope.^ 
of  distingiiisliing  myself  I  must  choose  a 
nearer  path  to  fame. ' 

**  Still  the  same  aspiring  spirit,  Luigl,'^  ssud 
Fcrrante,  with  a  faint  smile;  "but  you  will  not 
be  wiser  imtil  it  is  too  late." 

"  Perhaps  not,  but  I  seek  rather  to  be  happy 
than  wise." 
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^^And  daes  fame  bring    happiaes^,    think 
you  ?"  a^kcd  the  Poet,  moumfuUj. 

"  If  nobly  and  honourably  won,  it  does," 

''You  are  right,  Lulgt,  I  am  no  judge 
this  matter,  and  can  but  wish  you  well  in  tbi| 
bright  career  you  have  marked  out  for  youraclf 

Luigi  had  repented  of  what  he  had  said, 
dmoet  as  soon  as  it  was  spoken;  but  by  eu* 
deavouring  to  change  the  conYersation  he  only 
Blade  matters  worse. 

"  Of  coursei*'  said  he,  turning  to  Mariomut^ 
**  you  know  that  your  old  iHend  Count  Leoni 
has  left  Italy?" 

''I  had  heard  that  he  was  about  to  do  so,  but 
not  that  he  was  gone/'  replied  the  young  girl, 
so  calmly  that  none  but  Niocolu  could  have 
guessed  how  deeply  she  was  interested  in  the 
occurrence* 

"His  departure  was  very  sudden,  was  il 
not?" 

"  Dbubdess,"  said  Ferrante  haughtily,  « tbe 
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Count  Leoni  had  his  own  reasons  for  departing 
as  he  did." 

"  Yes,  the  Physicians  had  ordered  change  of 
climate  some  time  ago,  at  least  so  he  told  me 
Jast  night,  but  he  was  unwilling  to  leave  Italy 
until  absolutely  compelled  to  do  sa" 

'*  Is  he  so  ill  then  ?"  said  Marianna  gently. 

**  I  think  not,  my  sweet  cousin,  but  he  was 
strangely  excited,  and  muttered  something  about 
a  regard  for  the  honour  of  his  name,  and 
family,  being  the  cause  of  his  departure.  In» 
deed,  had  it  been  any  one  else  but  the  grave 
and  immaculate  Paul  Leoni,  I  should  have  sua- 
I)ected  him  of  having  got  into  some  confounded 
scrape.  I  have  always  regretted,  Marianna, 
that  you  and  he  quarrelled,  for  I  think  you  were 
just  suited  to  ea<^  other." 

"  But  we  never  did  quarrel,  Luigi." 

**  More's  the  pity  then,  for  in  that  case  there 
might    Iiave    been    mutual    explanation    and 
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forgiveness  I  instead  of  which,  poor  Leooi  h 
bauished  without  having  had  the  opportumly 
of  saying  a  word  in  his  justification.*' 

"Poor  Leonir  repeated  Marlanoa  with  a 
faint  laugh,  and  there  waa  such  a  pleasure  tti 
uttering  that  name  again^  and  in  hearing  Luigi 
pity  him  for  having  loved  her>  although  abd 
knew  too  well  that  it  was  Ms  own  act  that  had 
separated  them,  that  she  felt  a  strange  gi^ti£- 
(^tion  in  the  theme^  repleto  as  it  was  with 
mournful  anticipation  for  the  future. 

**  You  woidd  not  laugh,  Marianna,  if  you 
Ixad  heard  what  Paul  Leoni  said  of  you, 
night.*' 

"Oh!  what  was  it*  dear  Luigi  ?" 

**Nay,  I  have  half  a  mind  not  to  add  to 
your  vanity  by  telling  you ;  only,  that  I  ho{>G 
to  make  you  regret  having  jUted  him**' 

"  Well,  only  tell  me,  and  I  will  promise  to 
be  very  penitent." 
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Luigi  bent  Hs  lips  towards  h^r  ear  and 
whispered  a  few  wordsj  whieh  brought  the 
crimson  blood  into  her  pale  checks. 

'*  May  I  not  know  this  grand  secret  ?"  a^ked 
Ferrante. 

''Certainly  not,'"  replied  Luigl  laughingly, 
**  unlesBi*  indeed,  Marianna  chooses  to  tell  you 
herself-** 

"No!  no!"  said  the  young  girl,  "indeed 
ITiccold,  it  is  iiothing»  only  Luigi'a  nonsense  f 
but  whatever  it  wa?,  Marrianoa  reflected  ujion 
it  afterward^  with  tears  tliat  had  more  of  joy 
than  sorrow  in  thetn*  It  was  something  to 
ha%^e  lieen  loved  by  such  a  man  a^  Leoni,  even 
if  they  were  destined  never  to  meet  again. 

"  By  the  bye,  Ferrant43,"  said  Luigi,  after  a 
patiae,  *^  hare  you  seen  La  Zucearelli  yet  ?" 

**  No,  nor  has  any  one  else  whom  I  have  ever 
met  with-** 

'*  Well,  I  tniet  that  I  shall  be  aide  to  des^ 
r  5 
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cribe  her  to  you  before  long,  for  in  the  absence  , 
of  any  other  adventure  just  at  pre^nt,  I  in* 
tend  making  it  my  bumnese  to  find  out  whether  , 
flhe  is  really  half  as  beautiful  as  report  says*"* 

"The  attempt  may  be  a  dangerottd  one," 
iaid  Ferrante,  "and  likely  to  interfere  with 
your  hopes  of  promotion,  for  our  Prince  likei 
not  to  be  meddled  with  in  matters  of  Uub  son,** 

"Well,  love  or  war  is  all  tlie  same  to  me, 
and  most  certainly  I  shall  never  rest  imtQ 
Lft  ZuccareUi  and  I  have  met,^ 

Ferrante  sighed,  as  he  r^nembered  Uie  dnie 
when  he  would  have  en^iged  heart  and  soul ' 
in  such  an  alfsdr  as  this ;  and  it  was  not  so  v^iyJ 
long  ago  either.     It  is  a  sad  thing  to  beooone 
prematurely  old,  and  to  have  the  fine  gtad  spirit  ^ 
of  adventurous  youth  quenched^  and   broken 
within  ua>  just  when  it  should  be  in  its  utmost 
force  and  vigour, 

«*Ioli,  is  it  not  time  you  should  retire?* 
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asked  her  watchfiil  fiiend,  vhoee  gue  li^a  iv 
•ome  momenta  been  fixed  iipom  ha  fiMiii'm^ 
countenance. 

^I  beliere  it  b,"  ref^i  iLe  jtoar  sr-A. 
faintly,  as  she  dowly  atiempted  v.  rise. 

'^  You  do  indeed  Lxik  wearr,'^  bs^  Tvmar^ 
bending  anxiously  orer  her. 

''  I  shall  be  better  ^xjsl  HTw^Al* 

'^  I  hope  so,  deareet,"  nftM  tiie  F^x,  sui 
then  he  paosed  soddenlr,  m  he  fxupsi  'zui 
keen  glance  of  Lnigi  Baoe9r£  £x«c  a>uL  Tiii^nL, 
and,  pressing  his  lips  to  her  iaa^  \jers 
in  wild  defiance  of  hie  g^ju'lri,  ^  2;r  : 
rtfiYx  mia,  von  mnst  be  mcxe  eaae&i  iif  jg 

''Yon  could  not  hare  foB&d  sie  a   j 
powerful  motire,'' xepBed  tbtjomt^  ^pd' 
a  faint  Uash,  and  a  look  cf  lii^iai 
«' So  I  will  go  at  osoe^iaoaicr  toUA^v. 
meet  you  to^momrw  mmalag  wiak 
health.*"    She  arose  with  £Axkr  m  m 
and  curtesying  di^idy  to  Laip.  ni  «Qiyiev;: 
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fipom  the  room  by  Marlanna  and  her  bn^tber. 
The  hitter,  however,  returned  in  a  few  mo- 
ments^ and  as  if  he  suspected  what  was  paaaing 
in  the  mind  of  his  friend,  led  the  conversation 
at  once  to  the  subject  on  which  hiB  thoughts 
were  even  then  wandering* 

"WellLuigi;'  said  Ferrante,  "what  think 
you  of  my  new  eister?" 

"Your  sister,  Niccold?" 

*'  Yes,  by  adoption,  otherwise  mj  protegfe'* 

"  By  the  8aints  then  I**  replied  Lujgi  vehe- 
mently, "  I  believe  her  to  be  as  good  and  paro 
as  she  looks." 

**  She  is,"  said  Ferrante,  grasping  the  liand 
that  was  extended  to  him,  "  I  swear  it  by 
everything  holy  and  sacred ;  and  I  have  eunk 
ao  low  in  my  own  esteem  as  to  feel  grateful  to 
any  one  who  will  believe  well  of  me*  Luigi, 
my  heart  thanks  you  for  this  proof  of  your 
confidence^'' 

*'  No  more,'*  interrupted  the  young  soldier. 
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^^  he  must  be  less  than  man,  who  could  look 
upon  that  meek  and  sinless  face,  and  retain  one 
ev-il  thought  What  a  pity  that  she  is  de- 
formed." 

*'  And  why  ?  after  all  it  matters  little  about 
the  fashion  of  that  outer  temple  in  which 
dweUeth  the  immortal  soiiL" 

'^  And  yet,''  said  Lui^,  ^' it  is  so  natural  to 
look  for  beauty  in  woman,  that  she  who  is  un- 
fortunate enough  not  to  possess  it,  must  make 
up  her  mind  to  be  pitied — admired  perhaps  for 
other  qualities  which  she  may  have — but  never 

ifeved : ' 

"I  do  not  sec  why  not.  You  have  i?aid 
Luigi,  that  all  love  the  beautiful ;  to  them  then 
the  homage  of  the  heart  is  no  more  than  their 
due,  than  they  have  a  right  to  exjiect^  and 
which  all  arc  ever  ready  to  give ;  but  for  her 
who  has  grown  up  in  loneliness  of  spirit,  with 
a  host  of  rich  and  undying  affections  left  to 
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wither  unsought,  and  undreamt  of;  bow  ireeh 
— how  etartling  nuist  the  wluziper  of  jmssion 
sgiiud  in  her  ears — how  new  will  be  the  feel- 
ings thus  awakened — how  full  of  gratitutle— 
of  devotion— of  a  wild  timidity  which  mnkei 
her  fear  that  she  can  never  do  enough  fiur 
him  who  haa  thus  singled  her  out  from  among 
li  thousand  othera^  bo  much  more  deaerving  of 
his  affection*  Luigi*  would  the  deep  love  of 
liuch  a  heart  as  tliig  be  as  nothing  ?*^ 

"  It  id  beautiful,  I  confess,  in  theory ;  but 
after  all  a  man  owes  it  to  liimMdf,  and  to  the 
worldj  to  marry  one  whose  appearance  will 
retiect  credit  on  hie  ta^te.  For  my  part  I 
woiUd  have  my  bride  ejtcite  the  envy  of  all 
Italy;' 

**  And  I,"  said  Femmte,  ''would  be  conteni 
to  defy  the  world  for  the  sake  of  the  worship 
of  one  heart,  whidi  ehoidd  feel  that  it  owed 
ita  all  of  happiness  to  me«" 
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''  And  yet  Ippolita  Venanzio  was  beautiful, 
was  she  not  ?"  asked  LuigL 

**  She  was ;  but  guileless  and  simple-heartad 
as  a  cliild,  and  lowlj  in  her  deep  love  for  me. 
Luigi,  I  tremble  even  now  to'  remember  how 
she  believed  and  trusted  in  every  word  I  said : 
it  was  thisy  more  than  her  beauly  that  won 
upon  my  heart  ;  and  yet  I  had  my  boyish 
notions  then — ^but  no  matter^it  is  pant ;  and, 
after  all,  believe  me  there  is  no  love  like  that 
one  feels  for  the  being  he  has  been  kind  to — 
whose  very  helplessness  forms  her  deepest  claim 
upon  his  affections,  and  the  dearest  tribute  to 
his  pride ;  for  at  the  best,  man  is  proud,  and 
will  bear  equality  only  with  his  fellow  men," 

"  I  certainly  can  imagine  no  greater  felicity 
than  to  appear  a  god  in  the  eyes  of  a  young 
and  beautiful  woman,"  said  Luigi,  Uughingly. 

"  And  yet  it  implies  a  fearful  responsibility, 
if  he  prove  unworthy  of  suoh  reverence— woe 
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to  the  worshippGcl  and  the  worsJiipper  f*  Fei^ 
rante  bent  dowa  his  face  as  lie  spokei  but  there 
was  something  terrible  in  ite  deep  on^i^i; 
and  Liiigi  ventured  not  to  mtcmipt  the  silence 
thnt  had  fallen  over  theoi  by  another  word. 

From  thut  hour  the  name  of  Leoni  waa  never 
mentioned  by  cither  the  brother  or  sister;  »nd 
a  casual  observer  might  have  thought  timt  he 
waB  forgotten — that  i^,  if  such  a  one  had  never 
lovedj  or  been  Moved;  otherwise  tliejr  mu^t 
have  known  how  impoa&ible  it  is-ever  to  bnnt^h 
the  recollection  of 


**  Those  first  affectit*|i% 
Wtik'ht  be  ihcy  vihat  they  maji 
Are  >et  the  fbuntnin  ligKl  of  all  our  day/' 


It  wa^  only  when  kneeling  by  the  side  of  loli's 
couch,  she  would  lift  up  her  low  and  broki 
voice  amidst  thc'etonms  of  some  wild  night  luid] 
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fS?  those  who  migbt  be  at  that  tinie  upon 
trackless  wnveSj  that  Ferniiitc  could  guc^g 
how  unceasingly  she  retnembered  her  proud 
and  wayward  lover.  Poor  Marknna ! — it  is 
grief  such  m  thine,  wordless^  and  without  hope, 
that  kilbl 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


<*  One  of  those  fbnns  trhich  flit  by  us  when  we 
Are  young,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  every  fticc  ; 
And  oh  !  the  loveliness  at  times  we  sec, 

In  momentary  gliding — the  soft  grace. 
The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty,  which  aj^ree 

In  many  a  nameless  being,  we  retrace  ; 
Whose  course  and  home  we  know  not,  nor  shall  know, 
Like  the  lost  Pleiad,  seen  no  more  below.'* 

Byron. 


It  is  almost  worth  while  being  an  invalid 
if  it  were  only  for  the  sake  of  enjoying  the 
first  walk  wliich  they  arc  pemiittcd  to  take 
after  a  long  confinement  to  the  house.  How 
fresh  and  cool  the  breath  of  Heaven  comes  to 
our  fevered  brows;   how  bright  and  fragrant 
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are  the  flowers,  more  so  than  ever  we  remem- 
bered them  before ;  and  the  green  grass,  and 
the  blue  sky,  those  luxuries,  for  the  blessing  of 
which  we  are  never  sufficiently  grateful  imtil 
they  are  shut  out  from  us  for  ever ;  and  then 
there  is  the  sparkling  joy  in  loving  and  beloved 
eyes  at  seeing  us  so  much  recovered ;  and  the 
airxious  fondness  which  looks  tremblingly  to 
that  which  never  enters  the  head  of  the  long 
imprisoned  invalid — the  fatigue  and  weariness 
of  the  morrow.  Every  body  speaks  so  kindly 
too,  when  they  address  any  one  who  h&s  been 
on  the  confines  of  the  grave — even  those  who 
were  cold  and  indifferent  when  we  were  in 
health — as  if,  in  our  near  approach  to  death, 
we  had  brought  away  with  us  some  of  its 
sacredness,  and  lefl  behind  all  worldly  animosity ; 
and  the  foundation  of  a  lasting  affection  is 
oftenest  laid  during  the  dreamy  interval  of 
suffering  and  affliction ;  when  the  hearts  of  the 
weary  ones,  both  the  watcher  and  the  watched, 
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yearn  towards  each  other  with  a  quick  sym- 
pathy and  a  deep  love  thaf,  under  mnj  other 
eirciimstance?,  would  be  the  growtli  of  jears?* 

Poor  loll !  how  happy  ehe  was  to  be  nble  to 
walk  abroad  once  more  supported  by  ifAriannn 
and  her  brother.  How  jojouely ehc  rcTclled  in 
the  gkd  simdune,  and  among  the  bright,  6ow* 
era  which  seemed  to  malcc  lioHday  together  in 
honour  of  ber  appearancCp  But  she  was  isoon 
weary,  and  flinging  herself  upon  the  long  grass 
she  wept  to  think  how  weak  die  had  lieeome. 

'^Nay  dearest,"  whis]>ered  Mnrianna  sooth- 
inglyj  it  is  hut  the  first  time  of  your  ventur- 
ing out ;  you  can  hardly  hoi>e  to  bo  well  at 
oneCj  but  every  day  you  will  I  tru8t  get 
istronger  and  atronger," 

*'  You  are  very  kind  to  say  all  this,"  said 
loll  shaking  her  head  sadly.  And  then  endea- 
vouring to  rally  her  spirits  fiB  she  caught  the  eye* 
of  Ferrante  fixed  intently,  and  mournfully  npon 
her  I  she  began  gathering  tlie  wild  flowers  thai 
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grew  around  her  and  weaving  them  into  giit4andB| 
one  of  which  she  playfully  bauad  around  the 
forehead  of  Niccolo  as  he  bent  towards  hen 

Altogether  it  waa  a  scene  worthy  the  pencil 
of  un  Artist ;  the  sun  shedding  a  rich  golden 
light^a  glory,  if  we  may  so  express  itj  upon 
then*  pale  ilices  and  shining  hair,  and  tinting 
the  far  off  Palaces,  and  spires  of  the  neighbour- 
ing City  with  its  lustre.  And  yet  it  would 
have  seemed  unnatural  in  a  picture  to  see  tlirec 
beingg  so  young  and  beautiful  with  the  sciJ  of 
death  upon  the  brow  of  one,  and  sadness  over 
alL  JIarianna  was  the  first  to  speak  and  break 
through  the  sileuee  tUat  had  fallen  upon 
them. 

'*  I  cannot  fancy  a  fitter  wreath  for  the  brow 
of  a  poet  than  these  way-side  flowers,**  said 
Klie,  "  or  one  so  emblematic  of  the  fame  wliicli 
he  h^  won  from  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  his 
countrj-men/" 

**  I  would  that  I  could  think  it  a  type  also 


118 


THE   FHICB   Of   FAjfE. 


of  its  duration,"  replied  her  broUier  in  a  low 
voice,  "  and  tliat  Iiia  memory  wouM  pass  mvmj 
fi-om  their  hearts  as  quickly  as  the  floweTs  fad 
upon  his  brow<  Otherwise  these  roses  would 
iiuike  a  fitter  coronal,  the  thoms  of  uhicli 
could  be  felt  by  all  when  pre&sed,  but  mostly 
by  him  who  wears  them," 
*^  What  is  a  poet?"  asked  luli  simijly* 
'^Kow  you  have  a^ked  me  a  difiieult  que 
tion,  mia  curaj'  replied  Niccolo,  *'  in  appear* 
ancc  like  other  men,  but  in  mindj  hearty  aad] 
life,  a  diitmct  and  bolated  being.  Watdi  a 
group  of  merry  and  light-hearted  boya  come 
out  for  a  summer  hol^day^ — liBten  to  their 
wild  gladsome  slioutSj  and  their  joyous  laugb* 
tcr — mark  their  active  frames,  and  healtlxy  and 
glowiug  couuteoanees,  and  Uien  glance  aside 
to  a  pale  sickly  looking  boy^  lying  ^wci  upon 
the  ground  under  the  j^mde  of  a  friendly  troa» 
with  Ids  face  concealed  by  a  book,  or  dae^ 
holding  the  volume  idly  in  hb  hand  with  bla 
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eyes  upraised,  and  a  faint  struggling  smile, 
which  is  not  of  this  world,  playing  about  his 
mouth.  High  and  holy  imaginings  are  within 
him.  Thoughts  which  should  make  us  tread 
lightly,  and  deem  it  holy  ground  where  the 
first  germ  of  a  glorious  intellect  made  them- 
aelres  felt  by  their  possessor.  He  is  perhaps 
a  gentle  boy,  loving  to  wander  in  the  wild 
wood,  and  on  the  sea  shore,  better  than  the 
noisy  eporta  and  pastimes  of  his  companions, 
and  lacking  therefore  the  robust  health  which  is 
generally  the  result  of  exercise.  But  his  quiet 
reserve  passes  among  them  for  pride.  He  has 
a  spirit  almost  too  powerful  for  his  weak  frame, 
and  an  intense  and  burning  desire  of  benefiting 
his  species  if  they  will  only  let  him.  He 
lores  them  all,  and  yet  he  himself  is 
unloved.  A  few  may  however  respect  him, 
or  wonder  at  the  workings  of  a  spirit  which 
19    past    their    comprehension    to    fathom ; 
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while  many  will  be  fotrnd  who  will  tkre 
even  to  throw  scorn  upon  its  awful  depths: 
until  the  milk  of  human  kindness  in  his  boeuiti 
be  tnrnod  into  hatred  and  contempt,  for  tlic 
wholo  human  race.  Sucli  is  the  boyhood  of  a 
Poet — hdd  ai>art  even  then  from  his  f^Hifw 
bcltiga  by  a  mysterious  and  insurmountable 
bai  rier,  and  condenuied  to  he  the  fnitncr  of  hb 
own  ideal  happiness  and  real  misery.  And  yet 
With  a  fine  invisible  and  beautiful  link  of 
tliDUght  and  feelings  which  conneets  him  with 
the  passions  and  ;aym[)atfaie^  oC  otlier  men,  and 
gives  him  a  deep  iuj^ight  into  their  boirts. 
By  degrees  the  gentle  and  thouglitrul  boy 
becomes  a  man,  although  in  all  else  he  is  little 
changed:  it  i$  his  task  to  collBct  tho#e  wlkl 
and  bcautifid  imaginings  which  spring  up  at 
intervals  iu  the  minds  of  all  of  us,  if  we  had 
but  woixld  in  wdiich  to  express  them  figatn^-to 
gather  them  together  as  it  were  into  one  brighl 
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wbole^  and  pour  them  forth  again  in  language 
which  finds  a  ready  echo  in  every  hearty  and 
which  constitutes  the  poetry  of  nature.  If  he 
succeed  in  his  arduous  undertaking  they  exult 
with  him— 4>ut  not  until  it  is  too  late,  and  their 
radi  and  unjust  eriticisms  have  robbed  even 
praise  itself  of  all  charm.  If  he  fail,  aye 
oyer  so  little,  they  rise  up  in  a  body  and  crush 
him  I  The  Poet  has  little  in  conunon  with  his 
fellow  men;  his  slightest  actions  are  the 
themes  of  public  observation,  and  tortured 
into  meanings  which  it  never  entered  into  his 
head  to  conceive.  The  holy  privacy  of  his 
domestic  circle,  whether  it  be  a  happy  or  a 
miserable  one,  and  God  knows  why,  but  it  is 
oftenest  the  latter,  is  laid  bare;  and  those 
&ults  or  follies  which  pass  unnoticed  in  other 
men,  visited  and  hunted  down  with  an  un- 
sparing severity.  At  last  he  diesi— and  then 
comes  forward  some  one  who  calls  himself  a 

VOL,   IIL  o 
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fiivtid,  H  ith  a  6t43re  of  anecdotes,  half  of  tliem 
false,  and  the  reet  bo  ovcr<lrawn  as  to  bo  on* 
recognizable,  and  iittempts  to  describe  that 
being  whose  life  was  a  wild  and  beuutiful 
mystery,  and  whose  thoughts  and  inotiTca  were 
known  only  to  his  Creator, 

*' And  are  all    Poets    alike?''    atked    the 
wondering  loli, 

*'  For  the  mo&t  part  they  arc^"  continucii] 
Ferrante,  "  but  there  are  doubtless  execption^ 
Some,  tor  instaace,  by  jrrovcUing  their  high 
intellect,  to  suit  the  prevailing  fadiion  of  the 
times,  win  a  ipeedy  and  transitory  popularity, 
whieli  gradually  deoreaaei  when  the  infltte 
under  whicli  they  wrote  lias  pnised  awny  i  or 
oa  the  rieing  of  some  fresli  istar  in  the  poetical 
hemisphere.  While  others,  io  defiance  of  all 
laws,  human  and  divinOj  extort  flrom  the  world' 
a  homage  which  proves  a  curse  both  to  it,  and 
to  tketnaelveal — but  woe,  deep  woe  to  the  hist 
both  now  and  evermore  I" 
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^^  But  why  are  men  ever  Poets  7*  Baked 
loll. 

^  They  are  bom  so !  The  doom  is  on  them 
firom  the  very  first ;  and  yet,  fatal  and  nner- 
lii^  as  It  18^  it  is  long — ^very  long  before  they 
can  be  brought  to  think  so;  and  they  go 
on  hoping,  and  revelling  in  bright  visions^ 
never  to  be  realised  on  earth,  even  to  the  end 
of  their  weary  pilgrimage ;  when  a  name  only 
is  left  to  whisper  of  what  was,  and  what  might 
have  been !" 

"  What  a  happy  thing  it  must  be,"  said  loU 
in  a  low  voice,  as  if  she  were  unconsciously 
thinking  aloud ;  "  what  a  happy  thing  it  must 
be  to  be  the  bride  of  a  Poet ;  and  of  all  the 
world  alone  able  to  understand,  appreciate, 
and  soothe,  such  a  mind  as  you  liave  been  de- 
scribing. To  be  the  only  one  who  loved  him, 
and  wliom  he  loved." 

*^  Do  you  think  so,  mia  cara  f^  said  Ferrante 
o  3 
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with  a  faint  enaile  as  lie  bent  down  iii;d  pkjcd 
witli  the  bright  curia  of  her  loog  hair* 

**  Yes  indeed  !"  replied  the  young  girl  with 
etithusifism.  *'  What  do  you  Bay,  lyiarianug  ?** 
*'  I  can  imagine  oothijig  more  glorious  and 
delightful  V  was  the  quick  and  affectionate  re- 
ply, "  It  wae  my  dream  oncCj  until  I  learnt 
to  be  tionteuted  with  having  a  Poet  for  a 
brother,  instead  of  a  Ioyct,'' 

"  A  brother  1"  repeated  her  companion  while 
a  faint  colour  etole  into  her  |>ale  check s^  and 
her  dark  eyes  iuYoluntarily  fell  before  the 
earnest  glance  of  Fernmte, 

**  And  why  not,  my  loli?**  whispered  Nie- 
colo  gently,  **  Or  have  I  firightened  you  liy 
rhe  dark  picture  I  have  drawn  >" 

The  young  girl  placed  her  ?mull  thin  hand^  in 
his  witlioiit  speaking}  but  there  was  gometfaing 
in  the  simplicity  of  the  action,  and  the  deep 
confidence  which  it  implied  that  toucbed  the 
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way  war  J  aad  lonely  heart  of  the  Poet,  and  he 
presicd  them  to  hb  lips  with  a  fervour  which 
hid  more  of  reverence  than  love  in  it,  but 
eaou^h  of  both  to  make  loli  tlie  Imppiest  girl 
in  existence.  But  then  she  wai  m  easily 
jjlciised,  a  kind  word  or  a  loving  aiivile  from 
him,  being  sufficient  at  all  times,  let  her  suffer* 
ing8  b€  ever  so  severe.  Gradually  however  her 
face  grew  aaddcr,  and  sadder,  and  whiter,  and 
whiter,  in  the  fading  twilight,  as  she  felt  how 
slight  a  hold  she  had  on  that  life,  which  pro- 
mised to  be  80  pleasant ;  and  for  the  first  time  she 
wept  and  trembled  at  the  thoui^ht  of  death*  It 
is  a  terrible  thing  to  die  when  we  are  happy  ! 
at  least  it  is  at  such  times  wc  are  most  apt  to 
repine.  But  He  in  whose  hands  are  the  issues 
of  life,  and  death,  knoweth  always  what  is 
liest  for  ue. 

It  was  dark  before  loli  could  be  prevalletl 
upiin  to  return  to  where  the  carriage  waited  to 
convey  them  home.     There  was  aometliing  m 
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Bcw,  and  she  feared  so  transitory  in  her  present 
freedom.     As  they  paesed  fdong  she  pointed 
out  to  Niccolo  with  a  sad  carnestncs&j  the, 
htdofi^  or  fireflies  glittering  aroujid  them,  like  ^ 
so  many  fairy  lumps. 

"  We  haYe  a  strange  superstition  coiinectcJ 
with  theie  little  creatures  in  Tcrracinn,*'  said 
she  raoumfully. 

'*  Indeed,  and  what  may  that  be  ?" 

*'  They  are  suppoeed  to  be  the  suuls  of  the 
departed,   released   for  a  few  brief  hoiUB  to 
hover  around  the  aoene  of  their  earthly  eidsi*  i 
encCi     Do  you  think    that  such  th^gs    aroj 
permitted  ?" 

**  I  should  be  sorry  to  he  presumptcioua 
enough  to  set  bounds  to  the  power  of  the 
Almighty  by  denying  the  possibility  of  this* 
or  any  other  of  those  mysterious  agend6«| 
which  link  us  darkly  to  the  beings  of  anothcf 
world,"  repUcd  Niccolo,  solemuly.  **  But  why 
do  you  ask,  mj  loli?** 
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'^  Because  I  was  thinklag  just  then  that  the 
next  time  you  bend  your  stejis  this  way,  one  of 
those  glimmeriug  lights  may  be  all  that  is  left 
to  remind  you  of  her  to  whom  you  have  beea 
so  kind." 

Ferrante  started,  it  was  the  first  time  she 
had  ever  alluded,  directly  or  indii*ectly,  to  her 
inevitable  doom;  lie  scarcely  knew  indeed 
whether  she  was  herself  conscious  of  it»  and 
was  at  a  loss  how  to  reply. 

*^  It  would  be  something,"  contiHued  loli, 
^^  to  be  still  permitted  to  see  you  at  intervals 
even  thus  T 

**  My  poor  child !"  began  Ferrante,  and  then 
he  paused  suddenly,  for  he  was  afraid  to  trust 
his  voice.  But  !Marianna  playfully  interposed, 
and  succeeded  at  length,  by  dint  of  smiles  and 
caresses,  in  soothing  away  the  newly  awakened 
fears  of  the  dying  girL  lie  was  not  sorry, 
however,  to  find  Luigi   Riccardi   waiting  fur 
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thein^  on  their  return,  with  a  fucc  even  [ii0r€ 
than  usually  joyoua 

«  Congratulate  me,  Nicoolo,"  ssud  he  witi  m, 
merry  laugh,  "  I  have  both  Been  and  spoken  to 
her,  m  I  told  you  I  would," 

**ToLaZuocaremr 

'*  The  very  same-^Piince  Alberti's  invisi- 
ble enchantress  !** 

"  And  is  she  really  so  beautiM  ?''  aakcd 
Mariaomu 

'^  She  13  indeed  mdeecribably  so,  Aa  least  I 
never  saw  one  whom  I  thought  half  as  beauti- 
ful— half  OS  exquisitely  lovely!  My  aweei 
cousin  alone  excepted^"  added  the  soldier 
gallantly. 

"  Well^  another  time  you  must  tell  me  all 
about  it^  for  I  am  dying  with  curioeity ;  but 
my  poor  loli  ia  so  tired  to-night^  we  have 
walked  too  far  for  her  I  am  a£raid.'^ 

**  No,  no,"  said  loli,"  I  feel  quite  rested  now." 

Fernmte  tenderly  arranged  the  piUows^  that 
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supported  her  head ;  and  added  hi*  entreatic:^  to 
those  of  his  eister  that  Luigi  woald  te!l  them 
by  what  unaccountable  method  he  had  ^sccec-l- 
ed  in  a  scheme,  which  appeared  at  fir=r.  to  \^  to 
utterly  wild  and  impracticable.  He  was  in 
ho{>es  too  that  the  recital  mi^ht  zire  a  new 
turn  to  the  sad  thoughts  of  his  youns  cbarre. 
"  Last  night,"' l>egan  Luigi,  "  I  wa*  l-jcagiri:: 
abont  as  usual  just  within  the  entrjinoe  i^issoq^ 
which  lead  to  the  private  aj»art::iect5  rf  rh-i 
Palace,  waiting  for  whatever  chance  ciiizhr 
throw  in  my  way,  and  thinking  of  all  -K-r:*  ot 
things,  when  I  was  suddenly  aroos^  1  from  my 
meditations  by  the  sound  of  sweet  and  girlL-h 
voices  evidently  approaching  the  spot  where  I 
t^tood,  and  a  few  momenta  afterwards  I  caught 
dight  of  three  females,  enveloped  in  mantle? 
and  wearing  small  silk  masks,  apparently  in 
earnest  coovenation ;  and  from  the  few  worii 
which  I  caught,  I  took  them  to  be  the  attend- 
ants of  her  whom  I  sought  They  started  oo 
Q  5 
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eeeing  me,  and  two  of  them  drew  back  a  few 
paces^  while  the  thirds  who  was  both  oM  and 
wxinkled,  came  haughtilj  towards  me,  and  de- 
manded whut  I  did  at  that  hour  witbiii  the 
private  paasfiges  leading  to  the  royal  apart*] 
ment&** 

** '  To  answer  you  frankly,*  replied  I  gailvt 
*  I  come  here  night  after  night  in  the  vain  bop 
of  catching  a   ghmpse  of  the    peerless  La 
ZuccareUi,  and  ascertaining  with  my  own  ey< 
whether  elie  is  really  as  beau ti  fid  as  report  pro-^ 
claims  her  to  be/  " 

*^  On  hearing  me  speak  thus^  one  of  the 
young  girb,  who  stood  somewhat  apartp  brokt] 
into  a  low,  glad  laygh,  so  sweet  and  joyc 
that  the  music  of  it  is  hannting  me  eren  jeL'^ 

"  And  have  yon  calculated  on  the  penaltjj 
which   you   would   pay  for  your   curiosity 
discovered?'  '*  asked  ©be  in  a  merry  voice. 

"  *  I  have  not  even  thought  of  it,  but  had  I 
been  sure  of  detection^  I  doubt  whether  it  would 
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have  prevented  me  fix)m  making  the  at- 
tempt' "" 

"  *  May  I  enquire  your  name  Scnor  5^  '  asked 
my  fair  interrogator. 

"  *  Lnigi  Riccardi,"  '  replied  I,  **  a  soldier 
in  his  Highnesses  service.** ' 

"  Lnigi  Riccardi,"  repeated  she  thought- 
fully. *^  Surely  I  have  heard  that  name 
before." 

**  You  may  have  done  so  Senora,  I  assure 
you  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  that  it  is  not  better 
known." 

"  Ambitious  too,"  replied  my  merry  incogni- 
ta. "  But  seriously,  Sir  Soldier,  what  is  it  you 
expect  us  do  for  you  ?  " 

•*  Candidly  then,  fair  Senora,  I  ask  only  to 
pee  your  mistress,  with  or  without  her  know- 
ledge as  you  think  best ;  but  I  shall  never  rest 
without  a  momentary  glimpse  of  this  tantalizing 
and  invisible  beauty,  the  mere  report  of  whose 
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lovelinesa  has  bewitched  all  Italy,  and  modt 
especial!  J  myflclf.*' 

"  *  What  say  you,  Seiigrc ;  shall  we  indulge 
him?'  "  said  the  youngeat  of  the  three,  tuniiiig 
playfully  to  her  compamonsi  among  whom  a 
whispered  and  earnest  oouversatioii  took  place. 
It  was  erident  from  their  waraing  ge^turee 
that  they  thought  it  beat  not*  but  my  meny 
little  adyocate  was  wilfully  determined  to  have 
her  own  way>  and  they  were  at  lengfh  reluc* 
taatly  comi>elled  to  desist,  and  motianisg  me 
to  follow  them,  they  turned  ofl'  into  a  long 
gallery,  where  the  eeho  of  their  light  footsteps^ 
and  the  eautious  whispers  of  two»  Ibllowed  by 
the  earelees  laughter  of  the  thml^  wer«  the 
only  sounds  that  awoke  the  slumbeiing  eehoi 
of  the  pkce. 

"  After  numerous  turnings  and  windings  we 
reached  at  length  a  large  and  e[^oud  aparU 
menif  fitted  up  with  gorgeous  magnifioence. 
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and  which  I  rightly  imagined  belonged  to  the 
Soltana  of  the  place,  although  there  was  no 
one  there  then.  Here  my  fair  guide  stopped, 
and  turning  to  me  with  a  smile,  said, 

*'' Remember  that  I  warn  you,  Sir  Knight, 
not  to  be  disappointed  if  the  beauty  of  the 
lady  does  not  quite  answer  the  expectations  you 
have  formed  of  it.' " 

'^^  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  that  already,' 
replied  I,  carelessly." 

^Afler  whispering  a  moment  with  her 
companions  they  retired  into  the  recess  of  a 
distant  window,  and  began  to  be  busy  on  some 
species  of  ornamental  needlework ;  while  my 
incognita,  slipping  off  her  mantle,  stood  before 
me  in  a  dress  so  magnificent  as  to  leave  me 
little  doubt  as  to  the  rank  of  the  wearer." 

^  '  La  Zuccarelli  V  exclaimed  I,  in  astonbh- 
ment." 

**  And  bursting  into  one  of  her  musical 
laughs  she  untied  the  black  silk  mask  from  her 
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face?  and  stood  enjoying  my  perplexity  imd  tlii 
truttnph  of  her  own  loveliuese*  I  Imve  eaid 
that  it  was  imi>ossible  to  describe  her,  but 
nt^vertheless  I  will  attempt  to  gi%^e  you  soin^e 
klen  of  her-  Her  form  is  petite  and  exquisitely 
gmceful,  hut  enveloped  as  it  wna  in  rich  bn>- 
cudee,  studded  ami  glittering  with  gems,  §he 
rcmiuded  you  of  some  fiiir  and  playful  child, 
who  had  dreseed  henself  up  fur  ejiort.  8he  i* 
brilliantly  fab^,  with  a  profueiun  oi*  bright 
waving  curls;  and  eyes  bcamiug  with  that 
tiinid  and  beautiful  expression  which  mem  to 
defy  you  to  be  angry  with  their  po&aasior^  or 
not  to  admire  hen  She  appears  to  he  utterly 
iineonsciouB  of  the  splendour  or  uifanoy  of  her 
situalion^  and  alludes  to  it  with  a  eitnplicity 
which  ii^  as  natuiml  as  it  is  strange  |  and  yet 
there  were  timeB  when  a  sadnesa  would  steal 
over  her  face,  and  a  subdued  expresiiion,  which 
linked  the  fair  and  playful  girl  with  the 
thoughtful  and  loving  woman*    Altogether  here 
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was  one  of  those  countenances  which  strikes  us 
at  first  sight  like  something  familiar ;  and  sure 
I  am  that  I  have  seen  it  before ;  it  might  have 
been  in  my  dreams." 

**  Come,  enough  of  this,**  interrupted  Mari- 
anna  playfully,  ^'  I  am  anxious  to  hear  what 
you  said  to  each  other, ** 

"  You  did  well  to  interrupt « me  then,"  said 
Luigi  smiling,  ^^  or  I  should  have  gone  on  upon 
such  a  theme  all  night  Well,  in  the  first 
place,  I  went  down  upon  my  knees  before 
her,  at  which  she  laughed,  and  bid  me  ipse ; 
but,  instead  of  obeying  her,  I  ventured  to  take 
one  of  her  little  hands  and  kiss  it  passionately. 
She  drew  it  away  somewhat  haughtily,  but  for 
the  life  of  her  she  could  not  look  dignified :  so 
she  laughed  again,  and  I  kissed  it  again,  and 
then  sat  down  on  the  couch  by  her  side.** 

**  *  You  have  not^  asked  me  whether  or  not  I 
have  been  (fisappointed  in  my  expectations  of 
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seeing  one  of  the  most  beautiful  women  in  the 
world;  said  I" 

*'*No,  bccatise^  ill  duty  bound,  ycm  Would 
overwhelm  me  with  compliments,  which  I  h«te, 
Lf€t  ua  talk  of  something  else — let  us  talk 
rationally  f  and  she  began  asking  me  n  thousand 
quGstionfi  as  to  my  relattonsliip  to  the  Poet 
Ferrantei  who,  like  most  others  of  her  sex, 
anpearg  to  be  her  idol./' 

"  Poor  child !''  said  Niccolo. 

Luigi  went  on  without  noticing  Mm, 

'*  She  questioned  me  relative  to  your  fcifc 
illness ;  whether  you  were  better^  imd  whether 
you  were  much  altered !  and  then  asked  if  you 
had  not  an  only  eiater :  to  \vMch.  I  replied  in 
the  affirmative,  adding  something  which  I  will 
not  make  my  beautiful  cousin  blush  by  repeftt- 
mg;  and  then^  as  it  ia  bad  policy  to  praise  one 
lady  before  another^  finished  with  a  compliment 
which^  much  aa  ZaccfireUi  pretends  she  hatea 
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them,  made  her  colour  and  smile  most  bewitch- 
ingly." 

**  *  You  should  see  Ferrabte,'  said  I,  anxious 
to  gain  you  an  interview  such  as  I  was*  then 
enjoying." 

"  '  I  intend  it,'  replied  she,  *  but  not  at 
present;— not  for — let  me  see — not  for  two 
months  and  three  days  from  this  time.'  " 

''I  laughed  at  the  seriousness  with  which 
she  spoke ;  and  afler  a  great  deal  mare  conver- 
sation on  the  same  subject  we  began  to  talk  of 
my  expectatbns,  and  I  believe  I  grumbled  at 
the  small  chance  there  was  of  their  being 
realised  as  speedily  as  I  had  once  anticipated ; 
imtil  we  were  interrupted  at  length  by  the 
sudden  approach  of  one  of  her  attendants,  who 
whispered  a  few  words  in  the  ear  of  her  mistress 
that  made  her  look  somewhat  puzzled;  and 
rising  up,  she  dismissed  me  hastily.** 

^' And  must  we  never  meet  again,'  said  I, 
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still  rclaiiiing  tbc  hand  which  she  Imd  €J£tetidctl 
ta  me," 

"  '  Never  T  reified  La  Zuccarelli,  earnestly, 
^and  I  tru@t  to  your  honour  uot  to  uietitittn 
the  events  of  iim  ui*;ht,  except  it  be  to  yi>ur 
cousin,  I  he  Poet;  for  I  suppose  jou  have  aa 
secretis  irom  Ferruotc,  How  I  eiivy  you  thd, 
prhilfge  of  seeiug  iiiin  ^o  uJuii-  But  go,  i]oir«' 
— you  sliall  hear  from  me  again  ihortly/  " 

'* '  Only  prom  Lie  lue  that,'  said  I»" 

**  *  I  do,  now  obey  nie  at  ooce,  and  do  not  kt 
jiie  have  to  repent  the  confidetiec  I  have  phteetl 
in  you. 

**  There  was  something  so  pleading  ill  lier 
eyed  and  voice  ob  she  spuke^  that  I  felt  it  would 
have  been  cruel  in  uie  to  have  hesitntetl ;  imA  j 
ijtice  more  pi^essing  my  lips  to  her  hanii,  I  (iA'*\ 
lowed  the  attendant  from  the  apartjuont." 

*•  *  One  woi^d,  Seaor,'  aaid  the  womaui  as  i 
parted — it  was  the  same  who  had  &*(t  ipokeu 
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on  my  entrance,  *  you  must  never  come  within 
these  walls  again,  or  dcdtruction  both  to  hci' 
and  you  will  be  the  inevitable  consequence.  La 
Zuccarelli  is  young  and  thoughtless,  but  if  you 
have  any  rcgaitl,  any  pity  for  her,  you  will 
show  it  in  avoiding  her,'  " 

**  She  turned  abruptly  away  as  she  finished 
speaking,  and  lefl  me  standing  alone  in  the 
street." 

"  The  woman  was  right,"  said  Ferrante,  *•  but 
have  you  heard  from  La  Zuccarelli  since  ?" 

"  I  have :  this  morning  I  received  a  commis- 
uon,  which  more  than  realises  my  most  am- 
bitious dreams ;  and,  as  it  was  neither  expected 
or  solicited  by  me  from  his  Highness,  I  cannot 
help  believing  that  I  am  indebted  for  it  to  the 
kind  offices  of  my  beautiful  young  patroness. 
It  willy  however^  oblige  me  to  join  my  regiment 
almost  immediately,  and  lose  all  cliance  of  as* 
oertuning  whether  my  suspicions  are  correct, 
and  thanking  her  for  her  kindness." 
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Manannaand  her  brother  sincerely  con|^tti- 
lated  him  oo  hia  good  fortune,  and  soma 
hours  were  spent  in  wonderingj  and  talki 
over  the  strange  adventure,  ivhich  there 
no  doubt  had  led  to  it,  Uptil  the  forme 
insisted  on  retiring  and  taking  poor  loli,  wl 
looked  half  asleep,  with  her. 

**  Niccoltij"  said  Luigi  earnestly^  when  the 
door  had  closed  upon  Marianne  and  her  young 
charge,  *'  you  will  laugh  at  roe  for  what  I  am 
going  to  say ;  but  I  do  believe  that  Ln  Zue» 
carelU  is  as  pure  and  innocent,  in  thought  nt 
Icaat,  as  that  poor  child*  But  you  will  see  her 
soon,  and  then  you  can  judge  for  yourself/ 

**  Ye^  in  two  months  and  three  days,  I  think 
you  said,"  replied  Nicoolu  laughingly^  m  they 
separated  to  their  different  apartments :  tliej 
one  to  fall  back  into  melancholy  and  gloom : 
and  the  other  to  dream  of  glory,  renown,  and 
La  Zuccurelli, 
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'*  k  U  not  DOW  at  it  bat  been  of  yore : 

Turn  wheresoever  I  may. 

By  night  or  day, 
The  things  which  I  have  aoeo,  I  now  can  see  no  more  *' 

WoRDSWORni. 


It  is  our  firm  belief,  gentle  reader,  that 
we  are  nil  better  and  happier,  for  a  walk  in  the 
moonlight,  whether  it  be  in  town  or  country — 
alone,  or  with  those  we  love.  And  we  speak 
not  in  the  spirit  of  romance,  but  in  sober 
earnestness.  If  we  are  sad  it  tranquillizes  us, 
breathing  over  our  soub  its  own  sweet  peace ; 
if  we  ore  merry  it  subdues  us>  and  yet  we  feci 
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nut  t!ie  Ws  glitJ,  The  latigli  of  the  li»ht- 
licarte  J  and  frh  olous  is  huslied  all  at  ooee,  and 
they  grow  ctilai  and  thouglitful,  with  n  feeling 
uf  luclanchtjly  which  is  sweeter  tlian  joy,  suid 
yet  far  removed  from  sadiie^  It  is  at  2«iich 
times  thnt  we  are  apt  to  cliDg  closer  to  the  ftrmy 
oa  whieh  we  leaHj  and  look  more  fondly  into  the 
eyes  that  are  be  a  ling  over  us;  to  speak  alni^idt 
ia  a  whii^pcri  or  grow  stmngcly  ami  suddenly 
silent,  aUhongh  not  the  less  happy;  to  feel  a 
deeper  antl  iKilier  Jove  for  the  living,  or  a  sweet 
cominunlon  with  the  dead;  for  it  requires  oai 
i:;reat  stretch  of  fntxoy,  whea  the  whjld  earth 
locfks  80  bright  atid  piire>  to  faiicy  diem  near  us 
and  about  us,  as  uf  old^  Then*  be^idoA  the 
actual  enjoyment  of  the  mooitlighti  it  brings 
witli  it  a  host  of  elieri^Iied  remembmnccsi.^ 
forniing  a  sweet  link  between  the  present  nuil 
the  post,  and  reminding  ud  of  the  loYed  and 
last.  The  UkeiiK»ry  of  our  noonday  pleasures  ami ' 
fcHtivitii^a  may  pxsa  awiiy  and  be  fo£gotteo»  but 
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tha  i-Ci^.olloction  of  our  moonlight  rambles  is 
undying !  And,  in  sickness  or  old  ngc,  it  ports 
the  curtiihis  of  our  sleepless  couch  with  its  pale 
soft  rays,  and  whispers  to  us  through  the  long 
night,  tales  that  make  us  smile  and  weep  by 
turns.  Blessing  and  blessed  for  ever  l>e  that 
Ixsautiful  moon ! 

It  was  a  8i)len did  night !  —the  hist  that  Luigi 
Riccardi  might  pass  for  years,  or  for  ever,  with 
those  he  loved ;  ^larianna  and  he  walked  Imck- 
wards  and  forwards  upon  the  balcony,  talking  as 
the  young  only  talk  of  the  past,  from  which  time 
has  effaced  the  recollection  of  aught  but  happi- 
ness, and  of  the  bright  and  unclouded  future 
so  joyously  anticipated.  The  countenance  of 
the  boy  was  bright  and  radiant  with  hope, 
which  faintly  reflected  upon  the  pale  face 
which  was  lifted  up  to  his^  relieved  its  otlier- 
wise  hopeless  sadness  of  expression.  Poor 
Mflrianna  I  she  felt  that  her  grief  in  parting 
with  her  merry-hearted  cousin  was  selfish,  and 
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tried  lainly  to  etniggle  agab^t  it;  but  ber 
thouglits  would  revert  to  tlte  time  when  sbe 
should  b€  left  to  bear  up  sloue  and  uoambled 
iigainst  her  own  goirowe^  that  ehe  might  not 
add  to  those  of  the  aelf-accusing  Ferrantc ; 
when  for  loli'a  sake  ghe  luudl  eDdeavour  to  be 
cheerful,  while  her  heart  was  breaking.  And 
yet  Luigi  waa  so  happy  and  m  hopeful  lh«t 
^he  nevcT  &aid  a  word  of  all  this  to  him,  and 
he  went  on  weaving  those  bright  and  beautiful 
dream B^  which  even  in  fancy  it  is  eo  delight ful 
to  revel  tn^  and  from  which  we  are  often  so 
iuddenly  and  fearfully  awakened* 

On  one  side  of  them  lay  a  broad  exp&n&e  of 
open  country  bathed  in  the  tranquil  moonlight, 
while  on  the  other,  through  the  lofty  wimlows 
whieh  were  flung  wide  open,  they  couM  aee 
the  pale^  beautiful  face  of  the  Poett  m  be  sai 
reading  by  the  light  of  a  small  aHver  lamp,  ibe 
feeble  rays  of  which  just  iUuniiinAted  bis  oouo*  , 
tenance,  and  gleaming  on  the  white  fobea  qC\ 
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his  companion  were  lost  in  the  brighter  radi- 
ance beyond.  Acacia  trees  loaded  with  their 
flOvery  blossoms  waved  gently  to  and  fro  in  the 
soft  night  air,  which  was  heavy  with  the  breath 
of  flowers^  and  so  still,  that  the  fluttering  of 
insects'  wings  ootdd  be  distinctly  heard.  The 
tale  of  the  Poet  harmonized  well  with  the 
honr  and  the  scene ; — 

DAVID'S  ARM. 

The  Palazzo  Vecchio,  or  del  Publico,  at 
Florence,  is  conceived  in  the  same  dark  and 
gloomy  spirit  which  characterizes,  more  or  less, 
the  numerous  works  of  that  great  architect 
Amolfo  Lapo;  before  the  gates  stand  two 
statues,  Hercules,  by  Donotello,  and  David,  by 
Michael  Angelo,  which  being  of  white  marble 
reodve  additional  splendour  from  the  dark 
walls  of  the  Palace.  The  latter,  though  some- 
what harsh  and^ragged  in  outline,  bears  evident 
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trojcm  of  that  mastev  hfind,  which  ti|nc  and 
practice  had  not  then  matured  into  imtnorlalitj. 
It  is  iaid  to  haro  heca  the  work  of  early  youth 
und  exciter  adtniratioD  even  to  this  day, 

In  the  year,  1527,  ijiheti  the  Medici  were 
Imntcd  out  of  Florence  for  the  tliird  time,  th^ 
PaJfizzo  Veccluo  became  the  principal  aoene  cif 
rcvtilutionary  tumult,  and  it  unfortunately  hap- 
[wned  that  a  stone>  or  heavy  hench,  flung  firom 
the  battlements  upon  the  bestcgere,  instead  of 
breaking  some  of  their  hi^nds  as  was  intendetl, 
itruek  against  the  arm  of  Michael  *\ngeIos 
David,  and  shivered  it  into  three  pieces.  Iti 
the  heat  of  tlie  moment  the  circumstance  p38«^Hl 
nnauticcd  by  the  crowds  all  but  one,  a  boy  t*f 
alight  form  and  noblo  hearing,  who  had  hitherto 
remained  gazing  at  tlie  affray  with  fcarK.-# 
f^urioFity,  regardless  of  the  numerous  ii  arnings 
he  hjid  received  of  hia  danger,  and  who  now 
uttered  a  wild  exclamation  of  rage,  and,  after 
endeavouring  in  vmn  to  penetrate  through  the 
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dense  masd  of  people  that  Bunounded  the  Pa- 
lazzo,  turned  impatiently  away  and  fled  with 
rapid  steps  from  the  scene  of  action. 

As  the  hnm  of  the  populace  and  the  mingled 
ahrieks  and  curses  of  the  combatants  fell  more 
and  more  faintly  on  his  ear,  a  strange  and  sud- 
den silence  succeeded,  and  he  passed  unobserved 
through  the  desolate  and  deserted  streets, 
except  when  the  tread  of  his  footsteps  upon  the 
pavement,  brought  to  their  casements  some 
pale  and  anxious  face,  that  retreated  again  with 
a  disappointed  look,  or  lingered  to  regard  with 
pity  the  slight  form  of  the  boy,  abroad,  alone, 
and  unprotected  at  such  an  hour.  The  shops 
were  closely  shut  up,  and  the  melancholy  ap- 
pearance of  the  Fonte  Vecchio,  as  the  youth 
approached  it,  contrasted  strangely  with  its 
iiaiial  glitterix^  aspect  This  place  is  occupied 
aoMy  by  goldsmiths  and  jewellers,  and  on 
oidinary  occasionB  presents  a  sight  well  worth 
u  3 
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aeebig  by  those  who  ly  ve  to  regale  their  uym 
with  the  view  of  such  luxuries. 

He  stopped  before  one  of  the  housed  wnA 
knocked  loudly  for  adruiitauce  i  but  it  waa  not 
until  the  old  i*'oman  had  first  reconnoitred  him 
from  the  window^  that  she  veatured  to  open 
the  door. 

"  The  Sainta  preserve  us,  Senor  Geoigio  1 
What  can  have  happened  to  bring  you  from 
home  at  such  a  tuiio  a3  thU  ?"  asked  the  oi J 
woman  with  the  familiar Ity  of  one  whu  had 
known  him  long  and  well. 

But  the  boy  only  emiled  at  her  took  of' 
anxiety,  and  springing  past  her,  entered  Uic 
iiiinal  Bitting  room  of  the  family.  At  one  em!, 
was  a  youth  about  hia  own  age,  benditig  oveCj 
a  small  but  masterly  Bketch,  to  whieh  he  ws 
putting  tlie  finishing  strokes,  while  the  «iin 
Btreaming  in  through  tlio  painted  glaaa  of  1 
deep  oriel  window^  abed  a  rich  oolouring  over 
his  fiae   features,  which  made  him  resemt 
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some  old  painting ;  and  at  a  little  distance  off 
But  a  young  girl,  apparently  about  thirteen, 
with  the  prematurely  developed  form,  the  glow- 
ing cheeks,  and  dazzling  eyes  of  her  country. 
She  held  a  book  in  her  hand,  from  which  she 
occasionally  read  aloud,  such  passages  as  particu- 
larly pleased  her ;  but  at  the  sudden  entrance 
of  Oeorgio  she  let  fall  the  volume  and  uttered 
an  exclamation  of  surprise. 

"  Put  by  your  picture,  Francesco,"  said  the 
youth  advancing  towards  his  friend  with  an 
animated  countenance ;  *'  you  must  come  with 
me,  I  have  nobler  work  for  you !" 

"  Whither  would  you  go?"  inquired  Fran- 
cesco ;  while  the  girl  rose  up  with  a  pale  face, 
and  flung  her  arms  fearfully  around  him. 

"To  the  Palazzo  Vecchio  T  said  Gcorgio. 

^He  shall  not  go !"  exclaimed  the  girl  imis- 
aionately,  "Francesco,  you  will  not?  You 
have  promised  me  that  you  will  not !" 

"  I  have,  80  be  calm  my  poor  Jacquctta !  f  l>r 
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I  assure  you  that  I  have  no  intenUon  of  breaik- 
ing  it,  Gcoi^o,  you  know  weU  that  I  am  00 
coward,  but  I  have  of  Lite  entertained  hopes  of 
one  day  being  of  real  servioe  to  my  cotmtry, 
and  have  no  mind  to  lose  my  life  in  a  political 
brawl.  There  are  wiser  men  than  either  you 
or  I  to  act  at  such  a  juncture  as  this.'' 

"  Granted,"  iaid  Georgio^  '*  and  I  don't  caie 
how  tiiey  settle  it,  or  whether  the  Medici  go 
or  Btay,  though  just  at  present  the  former  pei^ 
hap3  will  be  best  for  Florence.  The  Has&g 
for  which  I  have  sought  you  id  of  more  im- 
postanee  in  my  %je^  than  the  whole  ftnuly  of 
them  put  together,  and  will  justify  you  even  in 
breaking  your  won!  to  Jacquetta." 

"  It  must  indeed  be  something  of  importanc 
in  that  case/*  said  Franoesco^  incredulouslyJ 
while  he  looked  fondly  upon  the  pale,  aiucioui^ 
face  upraised  to  his. 

Jaequetta  disengaged  herself  from  him  with 
a  truiting  fimile^  and  walking  to    a   distant 
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proudly   to  Gcorgio — **  I  leave 
►  :  tell  him  what  you  pleasej   I 
',  and  he   will  not  go  P 
of  earnest  and  whbi'MBretl 
betweea  the  frkntls,  and  a 
on  the  cheek  of  Fraocesca 
thanks  for  thinking  of  meP 
pressing   the  hand  of  hta  com- 
^will  accompany  you  immediately, 
wc  speuk  It  may  be  too  late  T* 
said  Gcot^io,   with  animation^ 
gain  the  gratitude  of  Florence 
rorfcr 
stily   pat  aside   his  drnfyingt, 
en  velvet  cap  upon  hiii  flowing 
reporing  to  depart^,  when  Jacfjnetta, 
iiibcrto   reg^rdeil  him  with  a  white 
p^xmd  bnntiDg  haart^   sprang  for* 
lit*!  ^'  "  ^  w  voice; 

.en  after  all  ?" 
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**  I  dare  not  refosej  but  I  swear  to  you, 
Jacquetta^  that  tltis  alone  should  have  induced 
me  to  forfeit  my  plighted  word,*^ 

For  a  moment  rage  and  tenderness  struggled 
with  each  other  in  the  breast  of  the  young 
Italian,  but  the  latter  triumphed,  and  she 
pressed  her  full  lips  to  the  brow  of  Francesco, 
as  she  murmured; — 

"The  Holy  Mother  protect  you  until  we 
meet  again  1" 

"  And  have  you  no  blesgiug  for  me  V  asked 
Georgio,  as  he  followed  his  companion. 

*'  YeSj"  replied  the  girl,  solemnly :  "  may  the 
Saints  watch  over  you  as  you  watch  over 
him  r 

The  tumult  was  just  at  its  height  as  they  reached 
the  Palazzo,  but  neither  dirank  from  their  self- 
imposed  task,  and  wringing  each  others  hands 
in  silence,  they  pointed  to  a  place  of  meeting 
and  dashed  into  the  thickest  of  the  crowd. 
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.  ^  A  friend  or  an  enemy  ?"  asked  one  man, 
lidlding  his  dripping  sword  over  the  uncovereil 
liead  of  Georgio, 

-  •*A  friend,'*  replied  the  boy,  dauntlessly ;  and 
the  ruiBan  passed  on,  leaving  him  struggling, 
miih  the  multitude,  towards  the  spot  in  which 
Iiii0  quick  eye  had  already  descried  a  part  of 
what  he  sought" 

••Back,  lad — back"  said  a  soldier,  compas- 
flionately  shielding  his  slight  form  from  the 
attacks  of  one  of  his  companions ;  '^  shame  on 
yoii»  Pietro,  he  is  but  a  mere  child,  and  im- 
armedr 

•*  He  is  a  rebel  T  replied  the  other,  fiercely, 
*«  or  what  does  he  here  ?"* 

**  I  am  no  rebel  T  exclaimed  Georgio,  *•  nor 
Sad  I  come  here  to  fight" 

•*  Diavolo  1  what  other  motive  could  you 
have  had?" 

**  I  am  seeking  for  David's  arm !"  said  the 

boyt  fearlessly, 
H  5 
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*^  Thea  you  bad  much  better  be  lookii^  afto 
your  own  bead,  my  lad  T  replied  the  soIi£ar 
who  bad  first  spoken ;  '<  besadesi  of  whm 
will  the  arm  be  to  yonr  friend,  supposing  you 
ehould  even  be  fortunate  enough  to  find  itF* 

*<My  friend,"  repeated  Geotgio,  haoghtilyi 
**  18  it  poeaible  that  you  can  have  mistaken  raa? 
There  is  but  one  David — Michael  Angelo's !  *" 

"The  boy  is  nmdP'  said  the  man,  with  a 
laugh;  and  Geor^o  laughed  too»  as  ft  few 
momentB  afterwards  he  pasted  the  soldier?,  who 
purposely  facilitated  his  passage  through  thdr 
ranka,  bearing  in  his  arms  a  fragment  of  the 
mutilated  statue,  with  a  foce  glowing  with 
triumph. 

Francesco  was  already  at  the  place  of  meet* 
ingj  his  countenance  white  and  ghastly  rnxd  the 
blood  flowing  profusely  fi'om  a  deep  cut  on 
forehead :  but  he  smiled  faijitly  on  seeing 
friend,  and  pointed  to  the  marble  by  his  aide. 
"My   poor    Francesco  I    you    are    sadly 
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woitodedy"  said  Qedrglo,  as  he  parted  a\Vay  the 
&ir  curls  fxbm  the  brow  of  his  friend  with  the 
tendienQest  of  a  woman,  and  bound  a  handker- 
chief lightly  ait>und  his  head  to  staunch  the 
blood 

"  No  matter,''  said  Francisco,  gaily>  "  1  would 
not  have  missed  being  your  companion  in  this 
day's  work  for  a  dozen  such  scratches  as  these. 
Think  what  triumph  will  be  ours  to  restore  that 
statue  to  its  original  beauty,  and  to  hare  a  hand 
in  the  divine  performance  of  a  Michael 
Angelo!" 

"  It  is  worth  a  life !"  replied  Georgio,  with 
enthusiasm.  ^*  But  here  are  only  two  pieces  : 
we  have  yet  to  find  another,  without  which 
our  work  will  be  incomplete.  I  think  I  know 
die  exact  spot  where  it  fell,  and  if  you  will 
remain  here  until  my  return  I  will  endeavour  to 
findii" 

"  We  will  go  together,"  said  Francesco. 
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AcPiUfil  ftr  the  ngkli  €■  the  pcofMc! 
and  there  m  feeble  cry  was  laiaed  for  the 
Mefici :  bm  (jecigio*8  watchwocd  waa^  Afichael 
Ai^elo :  azid  as  be  was  now  anned  with  a 
ffwoid,  which  he  had  snatched  firom  the  hand  of 
a  djing  soldier,  he  poshed  his  way  on  with  an 
impetnodty  that  soon  cleared  him  an  open 
passage  towards  the  phce  of  his  destination. 
Many  an  uplifted  arm  fell  harmlessly  as 
they  marked  the  boyish  form  of  the  yonng 
berxs  and  many  a  fierce  blow  was  withheld, 
irom  admiration  of  his  unshrinking  hardihood. 
And  the  daring  boy  passed  among  them  like  a 
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Bfint,  neither  fearing  or  receiving  injury^  al- 
thongli  the  dead  and  wounded  fell  on  every 
aide  of  him* 

''  Boy,"  said  a  mild  voice,  as  he  paused  at 
length  to  push  back  the  hair  from  his  burning 
brow ;  **  you  are  too  young  to  bear  a  part  in 
Boeh  scenes  as  these.  Have  you  no  mother  to 
weep  for  you  if  you  fall  ?" 

'*  Aye,  or  to  triumph  with  me  if  I  conquer !" 
replied  Georgio^  turning  round  and  fearlessly 
confronting  his  interrogator. 

"Who  are  you?"  asked  the  man  who  wore 
the  mask  and  habit  of  the  Frati  delta  Miseri- 
eardia  (a  society  whose  office  it  is  to  go  about 
doing  all  the  good  in  their  power,  and  among 
the  names  of  which  are  enrolled  some  of 
the  noblest  in  Florence);  and  who  now 
mingled  immolested  in  the  crowd  to  bear  away 
the  wounded  and  the  dying,  and  speak  comfort 
to  the  departing  souL 

"  I  am  a  Florentine,  and  an  artist,''  rcpUed 
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Cieorgio,  '^  and  happening  by  nceident  to  wiln^is 
the    i&ficrilege    committeil    on    the    stalue  of 
^lichael  Angelo*3  David^  determinad^  ^  tlifi^ 
risk  of  my  o%vn  life,  to  restCH^  it  to  tta  original 
perfection/* 

"  And  if  jou  die^"   said    hi»    coftipaniaii, 
gravely. 

"  There  are  two  of  us — Franceecu  SaJviali 
will  then  complete  thf  glorious  work :  you  will 
find  him  good,  father^  without  the  gat€3,  and 
badly  wounded  \  tell  hinit  if  he  tkears  no  niori 
of  me,  that  I  beqiieath  to  him  a  task  wortJiy  of  | 
immortality  I" 

The  old  man  was  not,  however^  so  easily  ehakeu 
off,  and  be  followed  at^  a  di^tanco  the  now 
imi^teady  footsteps  vf  the  exliausted  boy,  wbo^ 
fodiag  eyes  glittered  with  triumph  as  the  object 
of  bis  anxiety  appeared  in  sight,  iminjured  by 
the  trampling  of  the  multitude;  but  at  that 
moment  a  blow  from  behind  felled  him  to  Iha 
earth. 


THE  PUCB  OF  FAME.  159 

«  One  moment  r  exclaimed  the  gallant  boy, 
AieMing  his  bead  with  bis  slight  and  feeble 
ann— ''spare  me  but  for  one  moment — it  is 
hard  to  perish  thus  T 

The  man  tamed  away,  ashamed,  perhaps,  of 
having  struck  one  so  weak  and  unprotected; 
and  Georgio,  creeping  with  difficulty  to  the 
spot,  fh»n  which  his  eyes  had  never  wandered, 
uttered  a  faint  **  Huzzaj"  and  sank  senseless 
on  the  marble. 

**  Bear  up  a  moment  longer,  my  brave  boy  I" 
said  the  kind  voice  of  the  old  man,  '^  all  will  yet 
be  well  I" 

**  No,  no ;  let  me  die,"  murmured  Georgio, 
feebly;  but  take  this  with  my  blessing  to 
Francesco :  it  is  of  more  consequence." 

When  he  again  unclosed  his  eyes  he  was 
lying  on  a  low  couch,  with  the  sweet  Madonna 
countenance  of  Jacquetta  bending  anxiously 
over  him,  while  Francesco  gently  arranged  the 
pillow  beneath  his  aching  head. 
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**  He  knows  us "    esclaimed   eb€«  joyftilly, 
*'  Georgio  knows  xm — The  Sdnte  be  pmided  T 

**  Does  your  wQund  pain  you    much,  my 
friend  ?"  enquired  Francesco,  tenderly, 

"  No,  I  scarcely  feel  it — ^but  Dai-dd'a  ami — 
have  you  all  the  pieces  ?" 

*'  Yes,  they  are  quite  safe,  and  I  only  lAraltetl 
your  recovery  to  reunite  thera  to  the  originaL'* 

**  Ahi  then  in  that  caae  I  shall  soon  be 
well  I"  aaid  Georgio,  smilingly,  **  especially  with 
scj  kind  and  beautifiil  a  nurse ;"  and  pressing  tfie 
hand  of  Jacquetta,  he  sank  into  a  sweet  and 
tranquil  slumber^  from  which  he  awoke  a  few 
hours  afterwards  better  than  the  most 
sanguine  wigbes  of  lus  friends  could  haw 
thought  possible,  after  so  long  and  dangeroui 
an  lUnesa 

"  You  have  oover  asked  how  you  came  bane, 
Oeorgio,^  said  Jacquetta,  with  a  smile. 

"  No,  aU  seems  to  me  like  a  dream,  hut  I 
have  an  idea  that  I  owe  my  life  to  a  kind  and 
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good  member  of  the  Frati  delta  misericardiaf 
whoee  black  mask,  as  he  bent  over  me,  is  the 
last  object  that  I  can  remember  seeing.** 

^  You  are  right,^  said  Francesco,  <<  he 
broaght  yon  out  of  the  crowd  in  his  arms,  pale 
and  bleeding,  followed  by  another  of  the  fra- 
ternity, bearing  the  precious  marble,  without 
which,  he  told  me,  you  would  consider  life  to 
be  worthless ;  and  assisted  me  in  bringing  you 
here,  which  was  the  first  place  that  occurred  to 
me." 

"And  his  nameT  said  Geoi-gio,  eagerly; 
''Oh I  tell  it  to  me,  tliat  I  may  bless  him." 

"  You  forget,"  replied  Francesco,  "  that  the 
Frati  delta  Misericordia  have  made  a  vow  never 
to  discover  themselves,  but  go  about  like 
guardian  angels.  I  have  reason,  however,  to 
believe,  from  his  language  and  de|)ortment,  that 
your  deliverer  was  of  high  rank." 

A  few  days  after  this  Georgio  was  sufficiently 
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recovered  to  be  able  to  leave  Iris  bed,  altJjoi 
much  weakened  from  loss  of  blood  ;    but  hia 
high  entkugiostic  spirit  renmined   unsubduet!) 
and  it  required  all  the  persuasions  of  Jacquetta 
to  induce  him  to  put  ofl"  the  finishing  of 
great  work    until   he  had  ftcquired   stn 
enough  for  the  purpose*     At  length,  bowevef, 
Francesco  yielded  to  an   impatience  wbidi  be 
shared}  and  the  young  artiste  set  joyfully  out 
upon  their  noble  enterprise. 

It  was  a  fine  spring  monung,  and  the  baliii|^| 
and  re&esbing  air  fanned  the  white  cboek  of 
the  undaunted  Gcorgio^  and  gave  elastkit  j  to 
his  feeble  steps.  At  the  early  hour  they  reached 
it,  the  Palaizo  was  almost  entirely  deserted, 
before  the  citizens  of  Florence  had  quitted 
their  beds,  he  had,  with  that  singular  expedtlion 
for  which  he  was  afterwards  eo  distinguiihed, 
and  assisted  by  FranceaoOi  restored  tlie  stuttie 
to  the  atate  in  which  it  now  standi ;   a  state  so 
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nearly  approaching  its  original  perfection,  that 
many  connoiseeurs  of  the  art  have  failed  alto- 
gether in  detecting  the  blemish. 

On  the  completion  of  their  task,  Georgio 
staggered  a  few  paces  fh>m  the  statue,  and 
sweeping  back  the  hair  from  his  pale  brow, 
r^arded  it  with  kindling  eyes  and  a  flushed 
cheek.  Henceforth  his  fate  was  sealed  I  The 
enthusiastic  feelings  of  the  boy  deepened  into 
the  wild  ambition  of  tbe  man,  and  he  felt  as 
though  great  tilings  must  be  in  store  for  him 
who  was  permitted  thus  early  to  blend  his  name 
with  that  of  the  noblest  in  the  land  I  To  be 
mentioned  by  his  countrymen  in  the  same 
breath  wifli  a  Michael  Angelo  I 

The  two  friends  returned  home  in  silence, 
but  there  were  new  and  strange  tiioughts  at 
woik  in  the  hearts  of  each, — the  seed  had  been 
sown  which  was  to  bring  forth,  in  after  years, 
a  rich  harvest  of  fame. 

Some  months  after  this  occurrence  had  taken 
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place,  a  stranger  came  to  the  hotise  were  Geor- 
gio  then  reeidedj  and  asked  to  epeak  with  him 
on  hustnese  of  importance,  Tlie  boy  threw  hy 
the  in&tniraente  of  bb  craft  lome^  hat  impati- 
ently, as  he  arose  to  obey  the  smnisons ;  but 
the  noble  deportment  of  his  Tisitor  struck  even 
hia  dauntless  mind^  and  he  involuntarily  bowed 
down  hia  lofty  head  before  him, 

"  If  I  am  not  misinformed,*'  began  the 
strangeri  "  you  are  the  youth  who,  at  that  tu- 
mult whieh  ended  in  the  final  defeat  of  the 
Medicij  preserved  the  fragments  accidentally 
broken  from  the  statue  of  David,  whidi  standi 
before  the  gates  of  the  Palazzo  Vecchio,  at  the 
imminent  risk  of  your  own  life  ?** 

"  I  am,**  replied  Geoi^o,  impetuously,  ^*  and 
had  you  witnessed  as  I  did  the  sacrilege  eooi* 
mi t ted  before  your  very  eyes,  and  exciting  ito 
more  attention  than  if  it  had  been  one  of  the 
brawny  arms  of  the  Jlechanies  which  they  had 
broken^  instead  of  the  work  of  the  greatest  man 
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in  Italy,  70a  would    have    done    the    same 
yourself." 

**  Possibly  I  might  at  your  age^**  replied  the 
Btnmger  smiling  at  his  enthusiasm^  '^and  yet 
I  may  have  wanted  the  courage.*^ 

^'Not  when  the  moment  actually  came,*" 
continued  Georgio,  ''  but  I  should  have  men- 
tioned that  there  were  two  of  us^  Francesco 
Salviati  and  myself.'' 

"  Your  name  then  b  Georgio  ?" 

"  It  is,"  replied  the  boy  proudly, 

*^  Well  then  it  is  in  search  of  you  that  I  am 
come.  I  am  acquainted  with  that  member  of 
the  Frati  deUa  MUericordla^  to  whom  you  owe 
your  life,  but  whose  name  I  am  vowed  to  coii- 
ceaL  And  his  account  of  your  bravery  and 
enthusiasm  in  our  noble  art,  raised  my  curiosity, 
and  made  me  adsdous  to  become  better  known  « 
to  you.  To  be  brief,  my  present  object  in 
seeking  you,  was  to  ask  you  to  become  my 
pupiL" 


166 


T1I£   PRICS   OW  FAME* 


^^I  am  grateful  for  your  kindnes^'^  @aid 
Georgio,  "  but  before  I  answer  you,  I  wooid 
know  wbom  I  bav€  the  honour  of  addrewng  P 

"  One  who  owes  many  a  proud  and  happy 
hour  to  your  courage  and  entlimasm.  Gee 
fame  is  indeed  a  glorious  prixe,  when  it  make 
us  live  in  the  hearts  of  the  young,  and  becamiy^' 
although  pcDKinally  unknown  to  them,  the  in- 
centive to  noble  dced& — the  preriding 
of  their  destinies — and  their  guiding  star  to  a 
future,  and  it  may  be  a  brighter  immortality  I 
I  am  Michml  Ang^hP 

The  boy  uttered  an  exclamation  of  wonder, 
and  fell  prostrate  at  the  feet  of  the  idol  of  bis 
youthful  worship, 

"My  master  I''  said  he,  '*  my  honoured 
niaaterl — do  with  ma  as  you  wiU,  I  am  youn 
for  ever!" 

*^  Ni)«  rather  call  me  thy  friendi  Geoxgio,*" 
Michael   Angelo,   luiaing  him  from 
ground^     almost    as     much    agitated    as    his 
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young  disciple;  and  from  that  moment  until 
tlie  death  of  this  great  man,  nothing  happened 
to  sever  an  acquaintance  thus  strangely  com- 
menced. 

This  young  boy,  of  whose  early  enthusiasm 
we  hare  attempted  to  give  a  faint  sketch,  was 
the  celebrated  Georgio  Vasari,  aflerwards  the 
pnpl,  finend,  and  bi(^p»pher  of  Michael 
Angelo ;  nor  is  the  name  of  his  companion^ 
Francesco  Salviati,  who  studied  under  Andrea 
del  Sarto,  entirely  imknown  to  fame. 

Years  afterwards,  when  time  had  somewhat 
chilled  the  passionate  imjiulses  of  boyhood,  and 
intercourse  with  the  world,  while  it  enlarged 
their  energies,  had  cramped  the  wild,  visionary 
spirit  of  youth ;  when  the  cold  realities  of 
actual  existence  had  robbed  the  ideal  of  half 
its  brightness,  these  great  men  would  look 
back  into  the  past  with  a  smile.  They  had 
become  that  wluch  they  had  longed  to  be — that 
which  they  had  worshipped    and    envied  in 
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Others; — but  were  they  happier? — Was  fame 
half  do  dear  now  they  had  at  leugtb  gmqied  it« 
ad  when,  with  fairy  hopes  and  magie  di^eain% 
it  had  lured  them  oq  to  the  pursuit?  Tha 
answer  to  these  questiouH  was  given  in  the  wild 
eagerness  with  which  they  recalled  to  mind  th^^ 
days  of  young  ronrnncc— the  bred  and 
who  bfwl  gone  down  into  the  tomb,  just  whm.' 
the  day-star  of  their  future  glory  was  about  to 
riee ;  and  tears  for  the  gentle  Jacquetta  tuing^ 
led  with  smiles,  as  they  called  to  mind  tbi 
memorable  tumult  at  the  gates  of  ^e  Pi 
VecchiOj  and  the  danger  and  exdtement  that 
attended  the  restoration  of  Davi^M  Arm  f 


Marianna  pointed  out  to  her  compamon  th^ 
white  spires  of  the  dty  as  It  lay  afar  off  at 
their  feet;    and  traced  out  the  silver  wiDdisgnl 
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of  sparkling  streaing,  coursing  each  other 
tlirough  the  dark  foliagej  and  running  along  by 
the  side  of  green  banks,  so  bright  in  the  moon* 
ligtit,  that  one  might  almost  fancy  he  could 
discern  the  flowers  that  grew  there.  But  a 
cloutl  passed  over  the  joyous  face  of  the  boy  as 
he  gazed,  and  he  turned  gloomily  away;  the 
dark  and  frowning  walb  of  his  early  home 
destroyed  in  his  eyes  all  the  matchless  beauty 
of  that  fairy  scene,  and  gave  a  new  and  sadder 
turn  to  his  meditation3. — He  thought  no  longer 
of  himself 

"  You  are  not  well,  Luigi,"  said  IVIarianna, 
as  she  anxiously  watched  the  change  that  pass- 
ed over  his  face,  but  without  suspecting  the 
cause  of  it 

«  Not  very— I  feel  chilled.'' 

'*  Let  us  go  in  then," 

"  I  will  follow  yoUi  dearest,"  replied  Luigi ; 
but  be  stmd  so   long    that   Mariaona  grew 

VOL.  inr  1 
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tilarmcd  and  sent   her  brother   to  seek    him* 

The  boy  wiis  standing  erecl  and  motianlese, 
witli  his  arms  crossed,  and  his  lips  firmly  and 
Jmughtilj  pressed  together  as  Ihoagh  ui  deep 
and  stern  thought, 

"  Luigi,"  said  Fcrraate,  lajmg  his  hand 
gentlj  upon  his  shoulder^ "  will  you  not  lell 
mc  the  subject  of  your  present  meditations?" 

"It  were  better  left  alone/  replioi  the  hoy 
gloomilyj  while  he  shook  off  the  touch  of  his 
comjmnion  with  a  quick  movement    of 
and  hatred 

But  the  time  waa  past  when  Ferrante  w* 
have  resented  either  the  action  or  the  look ;  it 
was  no  new  thing  for  him  to  feel  tuinself 
regarded  with  fear  and  ubhorreuee ;  and  he  odIj 
drew  back  a  few  steps  and  fixed  his  eyes  won* 
deringly  upon  the  troubled  countenauoe  of  his 
youug  cousin. 

*^  Vi>u  are  ill^  Luigi,^  add  Ferraatc^  ntudoiit 
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to  aecoimt  in  some  measure  for  the  Btriking 
ebange  which  hud  taken  place  in  hia  hehayiour 
towards  himself. 

"I  have  been  linking T  replied  the  boy 
gloomily,"  and  there  are  few  of  laa  who  can  do 
00  and  not  feel  the  sadder  for  it" 

**  Fewt  indeed,"  said  Fcrrante  with  a  shudder. 

"Shall  I  tell  you  on  whom  my  thoughta 
have  been  wandering  ?"  asked  Luigi  impatiently. 

*'As  you  wiUj"  replied  his  eompanioo  in  a 
low  voic^ 

*'  And  can  you  form  no  guess  ? — You  who 
were  wont  to  make  one  among  the  merry  group, 
who  assembled  of  old  within  the  dark  and 
desolate  walls  of  yonder  dwelling.  You  whom 
the  brightest  and  the  purest  there  singled  out 
for  her  guide  and  monitor.  God  help  her  poor 
girl ! — but  what  could  she  do  ?  Her  brothers, 
who  would  have  protected  her,  were  mere 
children*  She  had  no  mother — no  female  com- 
panion—only   him    whose    deviUsh    sophistiy 
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dcitroyed  her !  Ataa  I  my  sidter ! — my  Beatrioo 
^my  ooco  pure-hearted  Beatrice! — and  tlie 
goad  old  man  who  loved  you, — ^The  fatherp 
\vht>sc  pride  you  were*^ — All  gone  I— All  goneP 
And  the  hoy  leant  his  head  upon  tltc  mairble 
l>alcouy  and  wept* 

Ferrante  neither  spoke  or  looved^  but  his 
breath  came  thick  and  heavy;  and  once  be 
swejit  back  the  hair  from  his  hummg  for^heod 
with  a  hurried  movemcntf  clasping  at  tbe 
marble  tor  support,  m  though  he  felt  sick  to 
the  very  heart  through  so  much  mbery.  And 
then,  quickly  recovering  himself^  he  stood  onoe 
more  er^t^  more  like  a  statue  than  a  liiing  and 
breathing  naan. 

Luigi  Uftcd  up  his  hend,  at  length  half- 
ashamed  of  the  weakness  he  had  bet  rayed,  and 
jnore  than  ever  ready  to  hate  him  who  had  Iieeti 
\ts  cause;  hnt^  gradually,  his  eyca  lost  ttunr 
fierce  expression  of  defianeej  as  they  became 
riyetted  on  a  face,  the  deep  agony  of  irhidi. 
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alone,  made  it  mortal :  and  he  repented  having 
added  one  additional  pang  to  a  heart  already 
erushed  almost  to  the  earth  by  the  fearful  con- 
sequences of  its  early  transgressions. 

•*Nicool6,''  said  he  gently. 

"  Go  on  !**  murmured  the  young  Poet  "  I 
have  deserved  your  curses.'* 

"No!  no!  forgive  me,  my  cousin.  I  was 
road  when  you  spoke  to  me — almost  as  mad  as 
her  whom  we  lament.  I  felt  a  difficulty  in 
pronouncing  the  name  of  my  Beatrice,  in  the 
presence  of  your  young  sister,  and  yet  she  was 
once  as  pure.  And  then  I  brooded  over  these 
things  until  my  whole  nature  was  clianged,  and  I 
thought  to  hate  you,  but  I  could  not  Niccolo 
am  I  forgiven  ?" 

The  young  Poet  leant  heavily  upon  the 
shoulder  of  his  companion,  and  his  answer  was 
low  and  inaudible  to  any  ears,  save  those  of  the 
penitent  and  affectionate  boy ;  and  after  a  few 
more  turns  they  re-entered  the  house  together. 
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Ferrante  had  ceased  to  kmetit  the  departure 
his  gueat ;  he  even  felt  a  strange  longing  for 
him  to  be  gone,  as  though  there  was  eomethjng 
unnatural  in  his  kindness:  while  the  sound  of 
hie  voice,  and  even  the  veiy  expreaaion  of  hia 
eyea,  so  like  his  sister  s,  woke  up  rccollectioii^ 
which  would  not  rest  again.     The  strong  Uke- 
tiess,  between  Luigi  and  Beatrice,  struck  him 
for  tlie  first  time  that  night,  and  he  felt  thank-^^ 
ful  for  being  about  to  be  delivered  from  tbd^fl 
eontinual  reproach^  which  his  presence  wotJd 
now  become  ;  prajing,  in  the  depths  of  bts 
self-accusing  spirit,  that  they  might  never  meet 
aguixL 

As  it  grew  later  and  later  poor  loll  el 
her  eyes  in  patient  wearinesd,  while  Ferrani 
became  almost  silent ;  and  even  Marianna^s 
assumed  composure  seemed  fast  forsaking  her. 
But  Luigi  still  lingered ;  he  felt  a  fearful  fore-' 
boding  that  they  were  together  for  the  last 
time,  and,  amidst  Ms  glorioiiB  anticijmtiQDs  for 


THE  PBICE  OF  FAME.  175 

the  future,  a  fear  which  he  could  not  repress, 
that  he  might  returj^-and  find  no  one  lefl  to 
welcome  him  to  his  ^tive  land. '  They  parted, 
at  length,  almost  in  silence,  as  is  generally  the 
case  when  we  fed|  deeply ;  for  it  is  not  until 
afterwards,  when  we  come  to  sum  up,  in  our 
own  minds,  all  that  passed  during  that  brief 
and  wordless  farewell,  that  we  remember  all 
that  we  could  have  wished  to  have  said.  ^  Vows, 
which  the  heart  registers,  not  the  less  faithfully 
for  being  unpronounced,  and  whispers  of  affec- 
tion which  needs  no  language  to  make  itself 
manifest. 

loli  did  not  love  Luigi  Riccardi,  but  he  had 
been  kind  to  her,  and  she  had  grown  accustomed 
to  his  society,  and  used  to  listen  to  his  merry 
tales.  She  wept  when  he  went,  longer  and 
more  passionately  than  might  have  been  ex- 
pected ;  but  we  cannot  part  even  from  a  com- 
parative stranger,  when  we  know  it  must  l>e 
for  ever,  without  feeling  saddened.     And  poor 
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ftnraid   to  a    still 

quit  should 

of  its  earthly 

,  aodfimnd  rest. 

The  tJkmwg  dsy  she  ww  so  much  weaker 

Aat  Fcnmc  quitted  her^  to  obej  the  samnioiis 

;  with  fisaTj  whik  Afariamw 

that  she  nugfat  the 

bccaer  cheer  and  amuse  the  last  object,  beside 

her  brother,  who  was  left  for  her  to  love. 

**  You  will  not  be  Terj  kmg  away,  Niocolo  ?** 
said  loh  as  he  came  into  the  room  to  see  her 
sgain  hefoce  he  departed  for  the  pakee. 

**I*hope  not,  wua  ram,  depend  upon  it  I 
shall  make  short  work  of  it  whatever  the  busi- 
ness may  be  on  which  he  wishes  to  consult  me." 
•*  But  il^— if,"  said  the  young  girl,  and  then 
she  hesitated. 
••  Well,  my  loli,  if  what  ?" 
^  If  I  should  be  worse,  Kiccolo,  may  I  send 
fcr  you? — and  will  you  oome  that  veiy  instant. 
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that  I  may  not  die  without  blessing  .you  again, 
for  all  your  lore  and  kindness." 

"  I  will  not  go  at  aU,"  said  Ferrante  imi)etu- 
ously,  while  he  flung  his  arms  around  the  slight 
form  that  clung  to  him  with  all  the  love  and 
feebleness  of  a  child.     *^  I  will  not  leave  you !" 

*•  Now  you  are  wrong,"  said  Marianna  sooth- 
ingly, **  I  do  not  think  loli  is  any  worse,  only 
tired  with  excitement,  and  late  hours.  And 
the  Prince  so  particularly  requested  you  to 
go  that  a  refusal  might  offend  him.'' 

**  Pardon  me,  Marianna,  for  being  so  selfish," 
said  the  invalid  feebly.  „  Niccolo,  your  sister 
is  right  you  ouglit  to  go — After  all  I  believe  I 
am  only  tired  and  not  ill — that  is,  not  so  very 
ill — and  when  you  are  gone  perhaps  I  shall  be 
able  to  get  a  little  sleep,  and  be  quite  refreshed 
by  the  time  you  return." 

Ferrante  kissed  her  damp  brow,  but  without 
trusting  himself  to  speak,  and  rclunctantly  de- 
parted. He  found  the  young  Prince  looking 
I  5 
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bj  state 
m^  mmit  itf  vtidi  feqwed  to  he  loolced 
,  m  mA  «UA  fil  aadi  oAener  npoo  tfae 

>r.    But 
tfast  be  oaoid  pat  faith  in 
\  id  F^nate,  whldi  seldam  Mied 
to   the   people. 
si  mem  wbst  wfti  expected  of  bim, 
i  Id  m  tvk  Thick  appeared  at  £m 
■dbi^  bniilUcii  only  required  a 
efm  iod  t^vw^iis  intellect :  while 
I  FnBoe  fiuig  Imiiiclf  bock  on  a  ooncb 
awmited  its  t^sodusioQ.  ^ 

Feffanle*!  attetilion  tmerer  had  wandered 
from  the  aodef  oolkelioti  of  paperi  before 
liiii^  ind  w«§  liinetted  oo  a  little  embroidered 
gloves  vUdi  kj  in  the  midsl  of  them ;  eo  ex* 
qn^teljr  sntal)  that  it  seemed  mtber  to  belong 
to  some  fiuiyi  thm  Ufcelf  to  fit  a  mortal  hand, 
aad  jet  it  had  erideiDtty  been  worn.  A  glove 
maj  i^pear  to  be  a  reiy  ample  things  and  jet 
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we  have  seen  how  it  almost  immediately  be- 
came associated  with  the  hand  that  had  worn 
it  And  who  shall  tell  how  far  the  idea  of  that 
little  hand  led  Ferrante  to  the  recollection  of 
those,  which  years  ago  he  had  so  often  play- 
fully contrasted  with  his,  or  held  clasped  for 
hoars,  which  seemed  to  be  only  minutes  then ; 
so  rapidly  does  the .  time  pass  when  we  are 
happy.  His  meditations  were  interrupted  by 
Alberti's  drawing  it  away  with  a  smile,  in 
which  some  little  vexation  mingled,  and  tossing 
it  aside,  he  said  carelessly — 

^^  It  is  well  that  no  one  found  this  little  tell- 
tale but  yourself,  Ferrante ;  but  La  Zuccarelli 
18  always  leaving  something  behind  her,  she  is 
as  thoughtless  as  a  child.  You  have  never  seen 
her  I  think?" 

"  Never,"  replied  the  young  Poet. 

"  Well,  well,  you  may  some  day ;  but  de- 
pend upon  it  I  shall  be  in  no  hurry  to  introduce 
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youj  for  she  ia  already  more  than  half  in  love 
with  you,  and  talks  and  thinks  of  no  pae  else*" 

"  An  introduction,  then^  would  be  the  best 
means  to  cure  her,**  said  Ferrdnte,  imiCng 
sadly, 

^'  I  am  not  m  sure  of  that :  women  are 
oftener  taken  with  a  pale  face  than  sk  ruddy 
one ;  and  that  wliich  api>eol6  to  their  ^ympathic« 
and  affcctiona  stands  a  far  better  chance  of 
dueeess  than  that  which  can  merely  be 
admired" 

"  At  any  rate/*  said  Ferrante,  **  I  maintain 
that,  in  general,  the  Bpell  of  the  poetry  is 
dissolved  at  once  in  our  first  interview  with  the 
poet." 

"  In  some  instances  it  possibly  may  be  to, 
but  not  in  this :  however,  I  will  not  argue  the 
point  with  you  now,  for  I  am  only  interrupting 
you  ;  but  one  of  these  days  La  Zuccarelh  shall 
decide  it  for  us,  and  I  will  make  her  confeii 
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whether  or  not  her  expectations  have  been 
disappointed/' 

rernmte  bent  once  more  over  hia  taskj  and 
though  the  pale  meek  face  of  loli  rose  more 
than  once  between  him  and  the  possibility  of 
its  accompliahmeat,  it  was  completed,  tit  last, 
much  to  the  satisfaction  oi  the  young  Princet 
who  was  only  required  to  sign  his  name  to  the 
papers  and  take  the  credit  of  t!iat  niorning'ei 
labour  to  hiniaelt  He  paused*  hgwevcfj  before 
the  laat^  and  a  dark  fro  wo  gathered  over  hi^ 
brow- 

**  You  are  wrong  here^  Ferrante/'  said  la*, 
*'this  tajt  is  thought  absolutely  necessary  to 
defray  the  increased  demands  of  the  State." 

"Granted,"  said  Niccolo,  "  the  money  must 
be  had,  but  not  by  eicactions  levied  on  tlie  poor. 
I  would  deduct  it  from  the  luxuries  of  the  rich 
rather  than  from  their  hard-earned  necessaricfi.'^ 

"  Wellj  as  you  will,"  said  the  young  Prince^ 
a3  he  carele^i^ly  put  hia  name  to  a  deed,  wliich 
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mmA  tfidiBuiiib  cif  his  subjects  from  a  harsh 
ttnJ  grinding  tax   tliat  must   have   destpojed 
tbeiD,  tod  ultimately,   perliaj^   cmlanger  his 
own  ttletf ;  for  woe  be  to  the  aoYereign  who 
\  to  gcmd  OD,  beyoml  a  certain  lmmer>  an 
I  and  miffering  people,     "  Ad  yon  will, 
odIj  tttQember  I  must  have  the  mouej  mine^ 
horn.     And  now^  Fermnte,  tliat  you  have  so , 
veD  mamged  my  coneem^  let  m  talk  of  your 
oim.    Yoa  cannot  he  uncomscioud  of  the  in- 
creased peraecotion  of  your  uufortiinate  poem 
— imlbrtiaiiate  only  in  finding  so  many  incapable 
of  apjirociating  it^      I  understand  that  it  haa 
aiiaeo  to  such  an  extent  in  England  thai  onlers 
lmf€  been  bailed  for  all  existbg  copies  to  be 
boi^t  vp  itid  pabUcly  destroyed^ 

"  Ah !  b  it  ^i,"  said  Ferrante  eagerly,  **and 
do  yoo  thmk  it  possible  by  these  means  to 
euppree^  it  ?^ 

**  >f osfc  cerbunly  not :  ita  populariQ^  wiU  only 
be  increased,  m  jou  need  not  fear.'' 
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"  Fear  P  repeated  Ferrante^  "  it  was  a  hope 
-*a  vain  hope ! "  and  then  he  paused  suddenly^ 
oonscious  that  Alberti  would  neither  understand, 
or  enter  into  his  feelings  on  the  subject ;  and 
the  young  Prince  continued^  without  observing 
his  agitation. 

**  I  sometimes  think  that  I  could  almost 
forgive  the  prejudices  of  an  Englishman,  who 
reads  the  poem  mutilated  by  the  hand  of  a 
translator,  with  all  its  beauties  inevitably  lost, 
and  its  faults  made  the  more  glaringly 
manifest ;  or  even,  if  he  possess  a  knowledge  of 
our  language,  sufficient  to  enable  him  to  read 
it  in  the  original,  it  will  ten  to  one  be  merely  a 
superficial  one,  and  every  way  the  result  will 
be  the  same.  There  is  no  work  which  does  not 
loose  something,  by  being  converted  into  a 
different  language  and  idiom,  but  poetry  loses 
everything ;  and  we  must  not  be  too  hard  upon 
those  who  have  had  no  opportunity  of  forming 
a  correct  judgment;i    Others^  there  are  who 
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suffer  thciiiBelves  to  be  guiJed  entirely  by  the 
oiimion  of  the  world,  and  too  ignoraut  or  im* 
uUe  to  enter  candidly  into  the  subject  an?  r^ady 
to  reply  like  that  de^pot^  the  Einy>eror  of  Ai 
tria,  who  i»  believed  to  have  said^  on  beii 
shewn  an  M.S.  of  Ariosto^B,  **  Acm  na  mia 
c  mm  vo^Im  vt^ere  quel  p&ema  com  oMCfntk"^ 
But  there  is  one  eluss  whom  I  cannot  hring 
myself  to  si^eak  of  even  with  patience^  I  main 
the  Italians — your  feUow  countrymen  a»d  yet 
your  bitterest  foes.  But  you  shall  triumph  over 
them  yet** 

"  I  ask  it  not,"  said  Ferrante  gloomily . 

'^  No  matter^  it  i&  our  pleaaure,  that  is  La 
ZuecarelU^s  and  mice,  and  it  is  bard^  if  between 
us,  we  cannot  be  a  match  for  all  the  prud^  and 
niondiit^  in  ItiJy,  especially  now  they  have 
lo&t  their  master  spirit,  the  Count  Leonf 
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•  ''  I  peier  read,  wd  I  donl  wish  to  me,'  tbii  indeceot  po&B.* 
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^Leoni,  was  my  friend,"  replied  Ferrante, 
**  or  would  have  been  if  I  had  let  him." 

**  YeSf  as  long  as  he  could  have  kept  down 
your  loily  genius  on  a  level  with  his  own  nar- 
row and  bigotted  notions ;  but  when  it  took 
wing  and  soared  above  them  he  shunned  and 
envied  you." 

**  Say  rather  hated  and  despised ! — but  it  is 
past,  and  he  is  gone  for  ever  I" 

**  He  was  your  friend,"  said  Alberti,  frankly 
extending  hb  hand,  'Met  your  Prince  supply 
his  place.  They  tell  me  he  was  to  have  married 
your  sister,  so  .would  I  once,  only  she  refused 
me,  but  we  will  look  out  for  a  husband  more 
worthy  of  her  than  a  truant  knight  or  a  profli- 
gate ^vereign.    What  say  you  Ferrante  ?" 

Niccolo  felt  that  all  this  was  kindly  meant, 
but  it  only  made  him  the  more  melancholy, 
and  involuntarily  he  contrasted  his  thoughtless 
but  good-natured  Prince  with  that  noble  being, 
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B«B  Imdoaeorike 
Pods  Udj  eicr  irodMd.* 

"-  And  vho  had  cumage  suflBcienty'  inter- 
ra(>cei  Fenaiite»  ''to  fet,  in  fab  defence,  morality 
AaJ  rirtne  at  defimce^  md  adTocaOe  the  deaeciA- 
tktfi  of  CTery  acred  md  idigioDS  oUigaticnL'' 

*^  WeB,  be  it  so^"^  rq4ied  AJberti  buighing 
and  odoarii^  digfatly. 

**Ycixr  Higfaneas  must  fixgive  my  petu- 
bnce,*  sud  Femnte,  tondied  by  his  impene- 
mble  gi>Ml  homoor,  **  bat  I  fanTe  been  mnch 
faanseed  and  excited  lately  by  the  dangeroofl 
iUnese  of  one  who  h  Tcry  dear  to  me."" 

-Xot  your  sister,  I  hc^T  said  the  Prince 
kindly. 
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'^  One  almost  as  dear  as  a  sister." 

**  Ah !  I  understand  you  now,  the  girl  you 
brought  with  you  from  Terracina ;  well,  I  hope 
for  your  sake  she  may  recover,  and  I  will  not  de- 
tain you  irom  her  for  another  instant.  As  such 
is  the  case,  I  am  sorry  that  I  should  have 
thought  of  sending  for  you.*" 

Ferrante  replied,  and  with  sincerity,  that  he 
was  happy  in  haying  had  it  in  his  power  to  be 
of  service  to  his  Highness,  and  then,  availing 
himself  of  his  permission,  hastily  took  his 
leave*  While  the  good-natured  young  Prince, 
as  he  leant  back  on  his  luxurious  couch, 
thought  what  a  terrible  thing  it  would  be  if 
La  Zuccarelli  shoidd  ever  fall  ill. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


•'  Tn  truth  she  v:^  w  ViaH  and  lovely  ihinf , 

Fair  at  the  floweret  of  the  Spring; 

Thi'  deep  roM^  crimsoned  on  her  taugludg  cbcek. 

Anil  htr  e>ef  seemed  without  th^  tongue  to  fpeali; 

Thoi^  dark  btue  fflonnuft  ofbt  I  — Oh  t     fummes'  fliei 

Were  ncvthing  to  the  b^ven  cf  Kcf  €j«i  * 


A  few  moments  onlj  had  ekpaed  siner  the 
deinirture  of  the  Poet,  when  the  clo(ir  o|i0ie(] 
gently,  and  a  young  girl  glided  noiselessly  iiito 
the  apartment,  and  seated  herself  without  cen^ 
mony  in  the  chair  he  had  left  vacant.  SN, 
wore  a  plain  white  dresij  very  long,  and  loop 
up  on  the  shoulder  as  If  ahe  had  been  awa 
which  doubtless  ehe  was,  that  her  hands  and 
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arms  were  exquisitely  beautifuL  A  profusion 
of  fair  shining  curls  fell  far  below  her  waist, 
and  she  had  a  pretty  manner  of  shaking  them 
back  when  they  ventured  to  intrude  too  far 
over  her  white  brow,  which  was  well  worth 
noticing.  At  the  first  glance  no  one  would 
have  taken  her  to  be  more  than  a  mere  child, 
but  when  your  eyes  dwelt  longer  upon  her 
face,  there  were  lines  on  it  which  spoke  of 
deeper  and  sadder  thoughts,  than  belong  to 
that  blissful  period  of  our  lives.  She  was  one 
of  those  beings,  whom  one  feels  more  inclined  to 
love  than  to  admire,  beautiful  as  she  was. 

**  You  are  just  too  late  mia  caray^  said  the 
Prince,tuming  laughingly  towards  her,"Niccolo 
Ferrante  has  only  this  moment  quitted  me.** 

"  I  know  it,"  replied  the  young  girl,  "  I  set 
one  of  my  pages  to  watch  and  give  me  notice 
when  he  went.     Is  he  well,  Alberti  T 

**  I  believe  so,  at  least  he  did  not  complain, 
or  look  worse  than  usual'* 


190 


THE   PRICE   OF   FAME. 


The  girl  sighed  and  relapaed  iato  siletice. 
Aod  the  Prince,  after  gazing  upon  her  for 
some  momenta  as  she  sat  heeding  over  the 
tahle  with  her  cheek  resting  on  her  hand ;  and 
both  alniost  conceded  by  her  long  hair,  witlij 
her  wliite  eyelids  half  closed,  ^id  her  glance 
fixed  intently  upon  the  jiapers  before  her,  said 
playfully, — 

^^  Well^  La  Zucearelli^  what  b  it  yoo  find 
to  interest  you  in  these  musty  old  parch- 
ments ?" 

"  Nothing,"  replied  the  girl,  looliing  up  and 
smiling  famtly,  I  waa  only  thinking  how 
ble  it  was  to  judge  of  people's  health  and  feeU 
inga  by  their  hand  writing.  See  tHs,  which  I 
suppose  is  Ferninte's,  it  is  not  the  firm,  bold  sig^ 
nature  of  one  unbroken  in  constitution  and 
ypirit ;  but  uneven  and  half  illegible,  as  though 
the  hand  had  trembled  aa  it  traced  it  I  had  a 
young  friend  once — many  yeaiB  ago— w] 
lover,  to  whom  she  was  passionately  attached^ 
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obliged  to  go  abroad  and  leetve  her  for  several 
months.  During  that  time,  however,  they  corres- 
ponded regolarlj,  and  she  was  wont  to  say  that  she 
knew  just  how  he  looked  and  felt  at  the  mo- 
ment of  his  writing  every  letter,  as  well  as  if 
'  she  had  been  sitting  by  his  side,  and  not  from 
the  contents,  for  they  were  often  unavoidably 
short  and  hurried,  sometimes  merely  consisting 
of  a  few  lines,  but  simply  from  the  hand- 
writing.    I  have  known  her  sit  and  weep  for 
hours,  over  what  would  have  appeared  to  others 
an  affectionate  and  cheering  epistle;  but,  she 
knew  that  he  must  have  been  iU  indeed  to  have 
written  thus,  and  that  all  was  only  meant  in 
kindness,  to  soothe  and  deceive  her.     The  next 
letter  that  came  was  even  less  checrly  traced, 
but  more  eloquent  of   love:    and  the   third 
almost  broke  her  heart     **  They  have  guided 
his  hand  I"  shrieked  the  poor  girl,  ^^  I  am  sure 
they  have. — He  would  let  no  one  write  to  me 
but  himself— and  he  was  too  weak  I" 
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She  was  rights-it  was  the  last  letter  At 
ever  received  from  him.  The  next  came  writ- 
ten in  strange  characters,  and  sealed  with  black, 
antiouncitig  Ms  death;  but  she  was  pt^pattd 
for  it— she  nev«r  doiiled  agaju. 

''  How  strange,**  inunoured  the  jouDgPriii 
interested  in  spite  of  himself, 

*'  It  does  not  ^em  eo  to  me,*^  oontiimed  L^  j 
Zuccarelli*    "  What  woman  that  loves  caonotj 
read,  or  fancy  that  ehe  read^  the  countenaiice" 
of  her  lover  like  a  book ;    notiBg^  and  trcm* 
bling  at  the  least  shade  of  paleness  on  hk  eheel 
or  the  gathering  of  a  single  frown  upon 
brow.     And  if  absenoe  should  deprire  her  of 
this  sweet  privilege,  ehe  must  satisfy  the  Ic 
ings  of  her  loving  and  anxious  spirit,  by  in  Tent- 
ing some  other  method  of  watchfulneds  and 
communication  with  hi©.    I  grant  you  this  may 
seem   wild   and   fanciful  to  a  man,   but   to   t1 
woman  nothing  would  appear  more  natural^ 
"  WcUj  I  grant  that  you  are  right  with  r&- 
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gard  to  FerrantCy**  said  the  Prince,  **  he  was 
evidently  far  from  well  this  morning,  and  ap- 
peared anxious  and  agitated  to  a  great  de- 
gree about  the  increasing  iU  health  of  this 
girl  he  brought  with  him  from  Terracina. 

^  He  does  not  love  her  T  said  La  Zuccarelli 
with  sudden  energy. 

"  How  know  you  that,  mia  cava  f^ 

"How — did  you  not  tell  me   she  was  de- 
•  formed?" 

"  Ah !  I  had  forgotten,  but  for  all  that  there 
is  nothing  to  hinder  her  from  loving  him,  which 
I  am  convinced  she  does  most  passionately.** 

''  Poor  girl  I**  said  La  Zuccarelli  sadly. 

"  I  shall  never  forget,"  continued  the  Prince, 
*^  the  expression  of  her  large,  black,  glittering 
eyes,  as  they  followed  him  about,  the  only  night 
I  ever  saw  her.  There  was  something  supers 
natural  in  their  brightness,  and  it  waa  only 
their  devotional  tenderness  which  made  them 
human." 

VOL.    IIL  K 
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**  I  hare  known  many  defcomed  people  with 
Tery  beautiful  faoes,"  aaid  La  Zuccarelli 
thoogfatfullr ;  '^  perhaps  she  is  one  of  them  ?" 

**  Femmte  may  thmk  her  so,  but  I  always 
fcely  when  I  look  npon  her,  as  though  I  should 
not  like  to  sit  m  die  same  room  with  her  alone 
after  dusk«  so  fearfully  white  and  sfnritual  is 
her  whole  appearance.  But,  she  is  dying,  they 
.siy." 

"  Poor  girl  T  said  La  Zuccarelli  again,  and 
the  tears  gathered  in  her  blue  eyes,  and  glit- 
tered like  dew  on  their  long  gilken  fringe. 

•*  It  always  appeared  a  marvel  to  me,  that 
Femmte  should  never  have  been  in  love,*^  said 
the  Prince. 

^'  And  how  do  you  know  that  he  never  was?'' 
a:<'ked  La  Zuccarelli. 

'*  I  am  sure  of  it ;  he  sees  no  females  but  his 
sister  anil  the  Senora  Bellini,  except  this  girl, 
of  i>  lioni  we  have  just  been  speaking.** 
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'^Xot  now,  perhaps/  said  his  companion^ 
significantly. 

"Ahl  you  are  right,  there  was  a  rumour 
many  years  ago  of  his  having  been  attached  to 
the  young  and  simple  daughter  of  the  Marquis 
Venanzio;  but  it  was,  most  likely,  a  mere 
boyish  passion.'' 

**  The  Marquis  thought  otherwise,  did  he 
not?" 

**  It  would  seem  so,  by  his  conveying  her 
away,  as  he  did,  immediately  on  the  publication 
of  Ferrante's  Poem ;  but  you  have  heard  this 
history  before  f " 

'*  Yes,  I  knew  Ippolita  Venanzio  intimately, 
at  one  time:  you  know  I  am  nobly  bora 
myself,"  replied  the  young  girl,  with  a  faint 
smile. 

'^  And  will  you  never  trust  me  with  the 
knowledge  of  your  early  history,  mia  caraf" 

*'  Some  day,  perhaps,  I  may,"  replied  the 
girl  thoughtfully;  ''and  at  the  same  time,  I 
K  3 
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nmy  ask  of  you  ft  boon  ivhich  would  be  easier 
gratitcd  if  you  loved  me  less/' 

"  My<tcrioti5  still,"  said  the  -  Prince,  **  but 
no  umtlcr,  whatever  it  i&»  I  promiee  it  eliall 
he  your;*/* 

**  I  shall  keep  thi&  ring  to  remitid  you  of  the 
pledge,''  said  La  Zuccarelli^  diBwing  one  from 
his  finger  m  she  spoke^  and  pressing  her  li[« 
gently  to  hie  hand;  "but,  femember,  I  wara 
you,  it  may  cost  more  thao  you  dream  of  to 
redeem  it- '' 

*'  You  have  my  promise,'^  said  Alberti  gi 
fondly  ujmn  her,  "  and  know  your  power,  oolr 
use  it  mercifully*  But  we  were  ticking  of 
Ippolita  Venanzio,  she  was  a  mere  child  wUc 
Ferrante  loved  her.'* 

"Wlien  he  loved  her,"   repeated    Lii   Zu^ 
carelli,  «  how  do  you  know  that  he  ilocs  nnl , 
love  her  now  ?'' 

**In  good  truth,  I  sometimes  believe  that 
she  is  not  altogether  forgotten;  certain  it  is^ 


THE   PRICE  OP   PAME.  197 

that  he  has  not  yet  given  up  all  hopes  of 
*  finding  her:  and  of  late,  in  consequence  of 
some  fresh  clue  which  he  has  obtained — a 
bracelet,  I  think,  the  search  has  been  renewed 
with  increased  vigilance." 

"A  bracelet  r  repeated  La  Ziiccarclli 
eagerly. 

"Yes,  he  found  one  somewhere,  which  he 
recognized  to  be  the  same  that  he  had  seen  her 
wear  many  years  ago.**  • 

"How  strange,**  said  the  young  girl  mu^ 
singly. 

"  What  is  strange,  my  Zuccarclli  ?" 

"  The  manner  in  which  our  separate  destinies 
are  all  darkly  but  distinctly  worked  out." 

"  You  are  not  surely  a  fatalist,  mia  vara  f^ 
said  the  Prince. 

**I  do  not  exactly  comprehend  what  the 
word  means,**  replied  the  young  girl  solenmly ; 
"but  truly,  I  believe  that  we  are  all  the  children 


IM  THX  TMKB  or  FAJfB. 


cresfcoTCB  of  impulae— and  of 
Does  not  Fenante  imply  as. 
MQck  B  Idb  book?  at  least,  I  underatood  it  sa"* 

'^  I  beBefv  jon  are  rigbt ;  but  do  joa  make 
tkax  Poem  jour  creed!^ 

~ Ihare  bo  otlvr,*  aud  La  Zuccarelli ;  and, 
Ebeniiie  as  be  vas,  Alberti  eoaU  not  smile  at 
tbe  sauflt  eameatiieBBof  bermamier.  And  the 
Tcac^  gill  was,  bersdf,  the  first  to  break  the 
skace  that  had  stcien  over  them. 

^  I  came  bere,^  said  she,  ^  to  ask  you  how 
ycG  get  OQ  with  what  we  were  speaking  of  last 
z=^hL- 

"^  Xo«  ao  well  as  I  could  have  wished,"  re- 
{Jied  the  Piiiice,  ^  there  seems  to  be  no  end  to 
the  obstacles  thrown  in  the  way  of  its  comple- 
tion.  But  fear  not,  my  Zuccarelli,  I  will  con- 
quer them  yet.'' 

••  To  be  sure  you  wilL — Are  you  not  a 
Prince,  and  able  to  do  as  you  like  ?*" 
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"  Not  exactly,''  replied  Alberti,  laugJiingly, 
'^but  in  this  case,  at  least,  depend  upon  it  I  will 
do  my  beef 

**  One  would  think,"  continued  La  Zuccarelli, 
"  that  they  would  cheerfully  unite  with  you, 
in  honouring  one  who  has  deserved  so  much  at 
their  hands.  Indeed  I  cannot  see  what  clear 
grounds  they  can  have  to  go  upon  in  withholding 
their  consent.'' 

"  Their  greatest  objections,"  said  the  Prince, 
**  are  rused  against  the  immoi*al  and  dangerous 
tendency  of  the  poem,  whose  author  we  would 
thus  ennoble." 

**  I  do  not  understand,"  said  La  ZuccaErelli, 
with  a  bewildered  air ;  while  an  expression  of 
deep  anguish  rested  for  a  moment  iipon  her 
face,  *^  this  is  one  of  my  earliest  mysteries ;  but 
it  wi  1  be  all  cleared  up  soon." 

The  Prince  did  not  answer  her,  because  he 
did  not  know  exactly  wliat  re{)Iy  to  make ;  iuid 


200 


THE    PRICS   OF   FAME. 


the  cloud  upon  her  brow  passed  mpidlj  awiiy 
beneath  the  deep  trust  of  her  woman's  heart. 

"  If  you  have  really  any  regard  for  FerrantCj 
and  know  the  present  abode  of  hk  lady-love,* 
said  Albert!,  aflber  a  pause,  "I  do  not  believe 
you  oould  do  Mm  a  greater  service  than  by  re* 
vealmg  it,  or  suffering  me  to  reycal  it  to  him.^ 

"  If  I  have  any  regard  for  Fcrninte,"  mur- 
mured the  girl,  with  a  smile  of  mingled  scorn 
and  sadness^  "  but  I  will  think  on  what  you 
have  said." 

"  It  seems  to  me,  my  ZuocareUi,  that  FeiTante 
will  owe  all  his  happiness  and  glory  to  yon.^ 

**  I  mean  that  he  should ^  "  replied  the  girl, 
calmly,  '^  but  I  wiU  detain  you  no  longer  from 
more  derious  business." 

**I  shall  fly  to  you  the  moment  I  can  get 
away,**  said  Alberti,  casting  a  rueful  look  upon 
the  littered  table, 

''Pray  do  not  hurry  youraelfi"  replied  La 
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Zuccarelli,  in  a  tone  of  coquettish  indifference, 
which  left  her  lover  at  a  Iobs  to  believe  whether 
she  was  in  jest  or  earnest,  and  playfully  eluding 
the  hand  that  wonid  have  detained  her,  ^he  re- 
tired to  the  suite  of  apartments  expressly  set 
apart  for  her  own  use;  and  flinging  herself  on 
a  couch,  buried  her  face  in  its  silken  cushions 
and  wept.  ^ 

Her  maidens  exchanged  glances  with  one 
another,  but  they  did  not  move  from  their 
embroidery,  as  these  fits  of  passionate  weeping 
were  but  too  frequent  witli  their  young  mis- 
tress. One,  however,  an  old  woman,  with  a 
pale,  care*wom,  face  and  bright  keen  eyes, 
ventured  to  approach  and  enquire,  in  a  low 
voice  what  ailed  her. 

^'  Nothing,  nothing,  dear  nurse,"  said  La 
Zuccarelli,  looking  up  and  smiling  through 
her  tears,  ^^  I  am  very  weak  and  foolish,  and 
if  you  were  to  give  me  the  whole  world  I 
could  not  tell  you  why  I  wept." 
K  5 


wan 


mii    the  old 

tluU    flow 
tlkPOglttMlT, 

weep  in  right 
if  I  dmti  wdBiB^  upon  it.*" 
Ife  aoi  tknk  ifcol  iM^  tliesi ;  sad  now  I 
i  ibr  ycMi  (it  leant  I  hope  you 
i£  m  sttdi):   Luigi  Biocanti  de- 


i  th^  dty  ksl  night,  «ttd  joa  may  ^H 

venture  witlKnil  the  wills  of  that       1 

his  tmpettiofiity  his  made  of  kte       J 

^  boy  r  mid  Ia  ZttODftieUj,  kughuigly^ 
«s  but  nstitfil  thii  be  should  wish  to 
wm  for  Us  ippointoieDt ;  md  to  confeag 
tfa  tmth  I  ahoaM  hATt  beea  well  plained  to 
have  seen  him  a^in;  but  I  was  afraid  of 
AfbotTa  finding  it  out.'' 

"  II J  child  I  ^  sdd  the  old  womaiit  repioicb- 
fully. 
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**  My  good  xrarset  you  must  not  be  angry 
with  me,  but  it  was  so  sweet  to  hear  him  talk 
of  all  those  things  which  were  once  familiar  as 
household  words.'' 

**  For^ve  me,  my  beloved  mistress,''  said  the 
old  woman  kissing  the  little  hand  which  she 
hdd  clasped  in  her  withered  ones. 

♦*  There,  go  away,"  said  La  Zuccarelli, 
pushing  her  playfully  from  her,  ^^  and  remem- 
ber, in  future,  I  shall  hold  converse  with  as 
many  young  gallants  as  I  please.  Now  make 
those  gilds  laugh  a  little  less  loudly,  for  I  feel 
tired,  and  a  few  hours'  sleep  would  refiresh  me 
against  the  dreaded  presence  of  Alberti,  who  is 
to  be  here  this  evening." 

"  Hush,  my  child,"  said  the  old  woman, 
laying  her  finger  on  her  lips,  and  looking 
cautiously  around, ''  we  may  be  overheard." 

"  True,"  said  La  ZuccarellL  '*  I  must  wear 
the  mask  a  little  longer."    She  lay  back  on  the 
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coucb,  as  she  spoke,  and  the  old  woman  having 
flung  a  flplendid  cashmere  ehawl  over  her, 
parted  the  fair  hair  upon  her  forehead,  with  all  a 
mother's  tenderness,  and  just  touched  it  with 
her  withered  lips  as  she  uttered  a  scarcely 
audible — **  God  bless  you,  my  child  I  *" 

"  Nun§e  I  **  amd  the  young  girl,  springing 
suddenly  up,  "  you  must  never  say  that  again  1*' 

The  old  woman  looked  as  if  she  were  about 
to  remonstrate  with  her  lady,  but  there  was  an 
expression  on  the  pnle  face  and  contracted 
hipw  of  the  young  girl  which  forbade  her ;  and 
she  moved  away,  without  answering,  to  silence 
the  noisy  mirth  of  the  attendants,  who  eat 
busily  embroidering  in  a  distant  window. 

**  Depend  upon  it,"  said  one  of  the  girls,  in 
a  whisper,  to  one  of  her  companions,  as  the  old 
woman  quietly  withdrew  from  the  apartment^ 
*^  depend  upon  it  Thereat  wUl  go  too  far  one  of 
these  days ;    so  she  had  better  take  care,  and 
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not  presume  too  much  on  the  high  favour  in 
which  she  stands  at  present  with  one,  prover- 
bially, as  capricious  as  she  is  beautiful.'' 

"  Let  her  go  on,"  replied  another,  "  La  Zuc- 
carelli  has  too  much  spirit  to  stand  it  a  great 
while  longer;  and  if  once  she  were  to  be  dis- 
missed we  should  have  rare  sport." 

"  For  my  part,"  s^d  a  third,  "  I  owe  her  a 
spite  for  having  persuaded  my  mistress  to 
banish  the  Senor  Biccardi  as  she  did,  although 
he  haunted  the  place  without  ceasing,  until  the 
very  day  of  his  departure  ;  and  if  Thercse  had 
not  watched  me  depend  upon  it  it  should  not 
have  been  for  nothing." 

"Why  what  would  you  have  done,  Nina?" 
enquired  her  companion,  laughingly. 

**  Conveyed  a  message  from  him  to  my  lady, 
which  should  have  upset  the  old  Duenna's  em- 
pire  in  no  time." 

"Depend  upon  it,"  said  the  eldest  of  the 
three,  dropping  her  voice  until  it  became  almost 


IM 


tie  wkicb 

mi    her    fiifiwMUc 

brthe 

die  aecset  of  ho- 
iTy  wnck  R|)oit 
mad  GBe  of  the 
a  d  Inly.* 

-  Ii   E:^?t   be   a   ftrMjg^:   tale,''   said    Nina, 

*"  Arid  a  sari  one,'  ic|ikd  her  oof:u]<knioii, 
-  i:r  iz.  fjire  of  all  La  Zoocarelli's  high  spirit?^ 
I  ars  «cre  =hc  i?  Dot  haj^y." 

-C^i«  thin^  whii  maj  accoimt  for  this,^ 
sLii  3:c  of  the  gxils,  "  is  that  she  never  prays. 
The  «:ier  day,  when  I  asked  pennission  to 
&nex>j  VesfiO^  she  anikd  soomfally,  and 
ez»|i:ired  what  good  it  would  do  me,  telling  me 
a:  the  fame  time  that  a  walk  in  the  Palace 
garden^  would  be  much  pleasanter.  In  spite 
of  her  words,  however,  I  did  go  to  church,  aud 
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pfBjed  fenrendj  for  both  niTself  and  her ;  for 
indeed  I  both  love  and  pity  her." 

'<  Few  would  think  La  Zuocarelli  an  object 
of  pity,"  said  Nina,  oontemptuously. 

'' Perhaps  not,**  said  her  companion  cahnly, 
''but  fewer  still  wonld  envy  her." 

**  I  do,  for  one.  Saint  AmilaT  said  Nina. 

The  young  girl  shook  her  head. 

"  You  may  wish,"  said  she,  gently,  "  that 
you  could  wear  such  costly  silks  and  priceless 
gems ;  but  you  would  be  sorry  for  these  earthly 
gauds  to  peril  your  inunortal  soul  I" 

La  Zuccarelli  clasped  her  hands  together  and 
uttered  a  low  shuddering  scream,  which 
instantly  brought  the  affrighted  girls  to  her 
side. 

*^  It  is  nothing,"  said  La  Zuccarelli,  in  answer 
to  their  enquiries,  "  only  a  dream — a  fearful 
dream!  —  but  I  will  not  sleep  any  more. 
Amila,  go  and  bring  me  the  book  that  lies  open 
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on  the  table  in  mjdrieMiOg^rooin,  unci  joft  Adil 
read  a  Httk  to  me/* 

The  giri  obejcfl  her  with  relaetmiit  «tepi  tad 
dowDcaat  eye& 

"  Well,'  add  La  Zuoearellt,  aomewh^t  itt}- 
patieDtlir,  "  wbj  do  you  not  begttt ;  you  see 
where  I  left  oC^ 

**  If  it  please  you,  Senora,"  miA  Amila,  in  «  ' 
fiilteruig  fotoe^  *^  I  would  mtber  i>e»d  anything 


^But  it  iloes  not  please  me,*  replied  berj 
iiiiili^»6»  tiDperioiidy,  ''imd  rememher^  I  exjieet 
itnplicii  obedience  from  those  who  ex^age  to 


Anik  doeed  the  book,  and  m  crimsom  fluAj 
iWMtftted  to  her  re^  brow;  bnt  then  AmM 
lunsnbered  tlie  motiTes  whida  bad  lod  to  herl 
neoeptin^  ber  preaent  Teij  lueniire  sittnoioii; 
uid  tbeflgedmotberniid  onproleoted  aster wb»f 
upended  im  bcr  for  support,  and  whom  the 
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generoud  bounty  of  her  wilful  but  kind-hearted 
mistress  had  so  oflen  relieved ;  and  opening  it 
again  she  read  aloud,  in  a  clear  and  distinct 
Toice,  portions  of  that  poem  wliich  it  formed 
La  Zuccarelli's  chief  pleasure  to  listen  to. 

It  was  a  mournful  sight  to  behold  how 
eagerly  these  young  girls,  with  but  one  ex- 
ception, drank  in,  with  thirsty  ears,  the  }>oison 

that  ultimately  destroyed  them  ;  and  one  could 
scarcely  help  exclaiming  as  they  gazed,  "  Woe 
to  him  who  has  done  this! — Woe  to  the 
Poetr 


^a 


•rr^^^  t:  HTiLTT^ntr  I  J-»i2cr  jSacT-  rsaz^i  iriii 

•"--jiiilj  zmi  "111*  niariiiMcir  Bitj    s  Xirie?, 
i.Zii    Lutmirei   c  rric   miec   >2t-ilf:i   -.-f    &2I 
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youthful  expression  of  his  countenance,  as 
though  he  had  nerved  himself  to  the  endurance 
of  some  great  and  fearful  triaL  And  few 
words  were  exchanged  between  the  little  troop, 
until  the  vessel  reached  the  place  of  its  desti- 
nation, where  an  elderly  man  plainly  attired 
and  remarkable  only  for  the  keenness  of  a  pair 
of  dark  glittering  eyes,  stood  waiting  to  re- 
ceive them* 

Luigi  Biccardi  advanced  eagerly  towards 
him,  and  in  reply  to  his  hurried  questions,  the 
man  informed  him,  that  the  person  for  whom 
he  enquired  was  well,  that  i^,  as  well  as  she 
could  be  expected  to  be. 

''Thank  God  I"  exclaimed  Luigi  fervently, 
and  then  turning  to  his  followers,  he  gave  them 
leave  to  amuse  themselves  in  the  City,  until 
night-fall,  when  he  should  again  embark. 

''You  will  not  be  warned  then?''  said  his 
e<«ipanion  as  soon  as  they  had  passed  out  of 
hearing  of  the  rest 
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*'  I  muat  see  her  again,"  was  Luigr^  f{mek 
reply,  **Consicltr>  Senor  Liondi*  my  pcmt  w 
as  dnngemus  as  it  is  honourable,  and  thb  mij 
be  the  last  time  I  shall  cTer  l>ehold  tliat  Ijcloved 
eigtor,  who  ia  dearer  to  me  than  life."' 

**  Well,  as  you  willj*^  replied  his  coinpftijioii, 
a  little  softened ;  **but,  you  must  remcmbeTtlic 
state  in  which  the  Countess  Motieini  \ms  l»t'fyfe 
I  could  persuade  you  lo  part  with  her,  and 
how  often  1  told  joa  bow  absolutely  nece^arr 
it  was,  that  she  should  be  remo%*ed  At  onee 
from  everything  tlmt  could  in  any  ^ay  remind 
her  of  the  past.  Since  slie  has  been  here,  I  nm 
hai>py  to  say,  her  health  m  wonderfully  im- 
proved, but  I  confess  that  I  tremble  for  the 
results  of  the  present  interview." 

"Only  let  ine  ece  her,"*  supplicated  Lulgi. 
**  and  I  promise  that  I  will  not  even  qieitk  if 
yau  command  tne  not^ — if  you  think  it  will 
hurt  hen" 

But  few   words  were  exchanged    Ijctween 
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them  during  their  hasty  drive ;  at  the  termi* 
nation  of  which,  Senor  Londi  left  him  to 
prepare  the  mind  of  his  patient  for  his  re- 
ception; but  who  shall  attempt  to  describe  the 
feelings  of  Luigi  Biccardi  during  that  brief 
interval  At  length  the  man  re- appeared  and 
motioned  him  to  follow  him. 

"  What  have  you  said  to  her  ?"  asked  the  boy 
in  a  whisper.     "  Does  she  expect  me  ?" 

"  No,  I  merely  told  the  Countess,  that  some 
one,  who  had  known  her  many  years  ago,  was 
anxious  to  see  her.'' 

**  And  what  answer  did  she  make  ?" 

"  She  bade  me  give  her  a  few  moments  to 
arrange  her  dress,  and  then  admit  you ;  but,  I 
tell  you  again,  you  must  be  cautious." 

"  I  will  I  I  will  1"  said  Luigi  eagerly. 

.  The  young  Countess  rose  up  as  he  entered, 

and  curtcsying  with  much   dignity  and   self* 

possession,  pointed  to  a  chair,  and  desired  her 

guest  to  be  seated,  who  obeyed  her  in  silence, 
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far  Us  tiH^ijM  doveteAe  imf  «f  lot  moutli, 
a^  to  »Te  Ut  Efe  he  ceaU  mU  kiTe  uttered 
Aad   wm   ihm   pak^    sttamited 

of  a 
the 

l»iiie  a  htr  hornet,  nd  Ae  dbuntiwofall 
Italy.  Time  m  a  ad  deeteojcr*  but  andnen 
fveepe  avar  in  a  fev  brief  aad  humhig  yean^ 
&I1  traces  c  f  tfce  ]«st  froui  tbe  oouDtenuice  as 
irell  &«  frcm  tbe  bearL  She  had  always  been 
talL  t^it  DOW  sLe  looked  uniiatuxaUy  fo,  and  eo 
thin  and  gSLcnt,  that  it  seemed  a  marvel  that 
life  sLooId  yet  exifrt>  in  a  finune  eo  wasted  and 
liiscased.  Her  face  had  a  sharp  expression  of 
undying  wietchednce^  and  was  pinched  and 
culeurless  with  tbe  laige  lamping  eyes  sunk 
deep  in  her  head,  and  their  loi:^  lashes  reeling, 
like  a  dark  shadow,  upon  her  hollow  cheeks. 
Tbe  skin  was  drawn  tightly  and  xigidly  around 
tbe  mouth,  that  feature  which  most  of  all  others 
telk  of  inward  misery,   so  tightly,  that  even 
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when  ehe  was  not  speaking,  the  whole  of  her 
brilliantly  white  teeth  were  plainly  disclosed, 
and  added  to  the  ghastliness  of  her  whole  face. 
Altogether  it  was  one,  which  once  seen,  would 
be  likely  to  haunt  you  waking  or  sleeping 
for  ever  more. 

^  You  may  leave  us,  Scnor  Lcndi,"  said  the 
young  Countess,  somewhat  haughtily,  ^^this 
gentleman's  intelligence  is  eyidcntly  meant .  for 
my  ears  only." 

The  man  bowed  and  retired,  caetbg,  as  he 
did  so,  a  warning  look  at  Luigi  Riccardi,  who 
still  sat  with  his  eyes  fixed  wonderingly  on  the 
wreck  of  all  he  loved.  Beatrice  waited  a  few 
moments  as  if  in  expectation  of  his  addressing 
her ;  and  then  sinking  back  in  her  chair,  seemed 
entirely  to  forget  that  there  was  any  other 
person  in  the  room  but  herself. 

**  Beatrice,"  said  the  young  man,  approachmg 
her  at  length.  **  My  Beatrice,  have  you  indeed 
forgotten  me?** 
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"I  fear  »o,'*  replied  tlie  young  CotiB 
puslyng  aside  the  hiur  from  hie  forehead^ 
gnzing  into  his  face  with  a  wild  and  bewildeird^ 
earnestness.  **  I  pmy  you  forgive  me,  Seoor, 
but  my  memory  hm  failed  me  aadly  of  Imte.  And  i 
jet,  now  I  think  of  it,  1  had  a  number  of  kind  i 
friends  once,  and,  jTcrhajie,  you  are  one  of  theni'^ 
— if  so  I  nm  gliui  to  see  you,  for  I  feared  that  I  j 
hml  lo#t  them  all." 

**  You  had  a  brother  too,  Beatrice,"  continuctl 
the  young  man  m  a  low  pasaionftte  ivhiq>er. 

"A  brother — had  I?"*  aaid  the  Countess,  (ws^  • 
ing  her  hand  hurriedly  across  her  brow* 

**Yeft,    one    whose  pride  and     glory    y<>tt 
were,** 

**Ah!  I  remember  something  of  that— bul 
hh  name  has  escaped  mc*'* 

"It  waa  Lnigi,**  said    the  boy,  bending  to»| 
wards  her* 

**  Luigi,^  repeated  the  unfortunate  girl,  clai>i>-^ 
ing  her  hands  wildly  tog^ther^  ''  Aye,  that  was 
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the  name ! — He  was  a  brave  boy,  and  a  beauti- 
ful one.  I  was  very  proud  of  him  onoe^but  he 
went  mad  I  think  T 

**  No  I  no  I"  interrupted  Biccardi^  seizing  her 
wasted  hands  and  pressing  them  to  his  lips. 

<*What  became  then  of  my  darling  little 
Luigir 

'*  He  grew  up  to  be  a  man,  continuing  brave 
in  all  things,  save  that  he  wanted  spirit  to 
avenge  his  sister  upon  her  destroyer.  He  is 
here — here  at  your  feet  1" 

**  You  are  deceiving  me/^  said  the  young 
Countess,  in  a  voice  that  sounded  almost  like  a 
scream.  ^^  You  think  I  am  mad,  and  know  no 
better — but  I  heard  it  all,  and  that  was  what 
drove  me  so.  Lbten — ^I  have  no  brother  I  tcU 
you — he  was  slain  by  the  man  I  loved  better 
even  than  my  merry  little  Luigi — or  else  the 
boy  slew  him,  for  he  was  very  passionate— I 
fovget  which  it  was  now,  but  it  matters  nof^ 
for  I  lost  them  both." 

▼OL.  m.  L 
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**  God  help  yoti>  my  poor  Beatrice  f  tdd 
Rlccardlj  resting  his  tlirobbing'  tempk  s  n]Km  bcr 
lap,  **  wUo  knows  but  it  may  yet  be  m  thm 
surest.* 

^  Kay>  do  not  we^p/'  said  the  young  Cottnteii 
m  elie  bent  over  bim,  **do  not  weep ;  ece,  I  wlm 
have  suftbred  so  much,  never  shed  a  tear,  yoti 
^hall  be  my  brothers  if  it  will  lanke  you  h«ppy-" 

"  And  will  you  call  me  Lnigi  T 

"  Yes,  yes,  Luigi^lenr  Lutgi ! — thete  do 
not  look  so  sad — does  not  llmt  eonlent 
you  ?•* 

*'  Not  quite,  my  Beatrioe,*'  eaid  the  Kiy, 
drawing  her  gently  towards  him,  **  you  mutt  kisi 
and  bless  me,  for  I  am  going  away  from  you  fot 
a  long  time,  it  may  be  for  ever*** 

The  young  Countess  obeyed  him  meeh&nieiBy; 
and  n^  tliciugh  there  was  something  in  tlie  acxkn 
which  crnne  home  to  her  wanderiog  imugtjtatioD, 
the  kiss  was  oftentimes  repeated ;  and  m  At 
tw^inedher  slender  armi  about  fa^  neck,  and  I^d 
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her  weary  head  upon  his  shoulder^  she  said  in  a 
whisper^ 

^*  I  do  think  now  that  you  are  in  reality  my 
brother  Luigi — but  then — what  have  you  done 
with  him  f^  and  her  very  lips  grew  white  as  she 
vpdke.  "  Answer  me  I**  screamed  the  maniac 
after  a  pause,  ^*  that  night  when  you  took  him 
from  me,  to  murder  him  for  a  fault  that  was 
not  his — that  night  when  pale  and  trembling  I 
drew  myself  along  the  floor  upon  my  hands  and 
knees,  and  heard  the  clashing  of  your  swords  in 
the  court-yard  below,  wanting  strength  to  call 
for  help — that  night  when  I  went  really  mad — I 
had  been  almost  so  for  many  months  before. — 
Did  he  die  then  r 

"  He  did  not,"  replied  Luigi,  "  curses  on  this 
weak  arm !" 

*'  No,  no,"  interrupted  Beatrice,  renewing  her 
caresses,  ^^  blessings  rather  on  the  kind  heart 
that  spared  hinu" 

At  this  moment  Senor  Londi  appeared  to 
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wura  hk  young  friend  tliat  tlie  mghi  was 
vaticiiig,  and  he  woulJ  have  barely  (iuie  ta  re- 
join hb  troo)id  before  it  mi  ku 

*'  And  were  it  not  80,*^  he  ^d  in  a  wlii 
while  hk  kocn  glance  rested  on  his  patieot,  who 
lowered  sUghtly  beneath  it^  **  there  are  ol 
niaduus  which  render  3'our  departure  unpeniF 
lively  Qece^aary.  I  must  insist  upon  it  that  the 
t'uutitus^  IB  subjected  to  no  more  excitement,"' 

**  Id  she  warsef  then  T  asked  Lujgty  soraewbai 
;damied    for    the    consequences  of   his    rsisif 

The  man  shook  hia  head. 

'*  I  had  lieen  thinking  her,"  continued  the  boy, 
*^  almost  well  enough  to  return  to  her  hotnet  sub- 
ject only  to  the  slight  restraint  which  you  or 
my  brother  Carl,  who  is  as  anxious  fcir  hrr 
vcjstfjrr*tion  fts  myself,  might  judge  neccssaiy," 

*^  It  would  destroy  hcr,"^  said  Londi^  **  thf& 
e^ett^nient  of  this  day  only  will  be  mifficient  lo 
drive  her  raving  mad  before  night-fiill.^ 
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*^  Merciful  God  !"  exclaimed  Luigi,  shud- 
dering. 

"  Nay,"  said  the  man  somewbit  moved  by 
his  fearful  agitation,  *^  after  all  it  may  not  be  so 
bad  as  I  have  anticipated  ;  at  any  rate  the 
danger  is  only  increased  by  your  presence 
here." 

"  Are  you  going  to  leave  me  so  soon, 
brother  ?"  asked  Beatrice,  approaching  him 
unobserved,  and  laying  her  hand  gently  on 
his  arm. 

Luigi  started,  and  vainly  endeavoured  to  reply 
to  her  with  firmness. 

"  And  will  you  come  again  to  see  me  ?" 

"  I  hope  that  I  shall  see  you  again,  my  be- 
loved sister,"  said  Luigi  evasively,  while  he 
folded  her  passionately  in  his  arms  and  kissed 
her  wan  and  wasted  cheek. 

"  Send  him  away  for  one  moment,"  said  the 
Countess  in  a  hurried  whisper,  while  she  pointed 
stealthily  to  Senor  Londi,  who  had  turned  from 
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but  in  my  eyei  ibej  were  as  fieah  as  when  he 
gsTS  them  to  me— diese  ean  nerer  be  replaced; 
hot  there  was  one  other  thing  which  was 
dearer  to  me  than  all  dse  beside — a  book— 
a  poem»  by  Nicedo  Fencante." 

"Cmse  him!"  intemqpted  Lmgi,  vdie- 
mentlj;  bnt  die  went  on  withont  observing 
his  agitation. 

**  Now  what  I  want  of  jou  is,  to  get  me 
another  copy  of  this  precious  work ;  and  there 
are  thousands  to  be  procured  in  Italy — in  the 
great  world  from  which  I  am  thus  unnaturally 
shut  out ;  and  as  I  am  sure  that  Senor  Londi  will 
not  admit  you  again  to-night,  or,  if  he  knows  it 
aUow  me  to  receive  it ;  I  shall  let  my  girdle 
out  of  the  window,  to  which  you  can  attach  the 
book ;  and  when  I  can  find  an  opportimity  I 
will  draw  it  up.  Ha!  Ha! — we  will  cheat 
him  yet !    Do  you  hear  me,  Luigi  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  hear,"*  said  the  boy,  gnashing  his 
teeth. 


THE   PRICE   OF   FA^fE.  225 

"And  will  70U  do  It?" 

"I  will,"  said  Luigi,  as  a  sudden  thought 
struck  him. 

.Beatrice  uttered  a  scream  of  joy,  and  falling 
upon  his  neck  pressed  a  long  burning  kiss  ui)un 
his  forehead. 

"  Now  go/*  said  she,  in  a  low  voice,  "  or  he 
will  suspect  something." 

"  Farewell,  then,  my  Beatrice,  and  may 
heaven  watch  over  you  T 

The  young  Countess  bent  her  head  meekly 
to  receive  her  brother's  blessing ;  and  then,  as 
the  door  closed  after  him,  broke  into  a  wild 
triumphant  laugh,  and  withdrawing  the 
riband  from  her  slender  waist,  fastened  it  to 
the  window-sash,  and  sat  calmly  down  to  await 
the  issue  of  her  plot. 

Many  hoiirs  after  this,  Luigi  Biccardi,  totally 

forgetful  of  his  promise  to  join  his  comrades, 

stooJ  breathlessly  beneath  the  little  window  of 

his  sister's  apartment.     She  was  singing,  in  a 
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That  night  the  piereing  shriekE  of  the  i 
pursued  her  wi^t4!hcd  brother  on  his  path,  and 
thrilled  to  hh  very  heart.     At  one  time  he  1 

determined  to  throw  u[i  his  eonijiiisdon  imA 
return  to  avenge  ber ;  but  the  itnuge  of  the 
Foet»  pale  and  stricken^  as  he  had  ln^  seen  him, 
with  the  benntiftiK  but  saddened  eotictcnanec  of 
that  sisfer  who  loved  hiui  so  much,  smd  whti 
had  no  one  eke  now  to  love,  rose  up  lielweeA| 
him  and  tlic  thought, 

We  have  heaixl  and  read  occasiomilljf  of 
who  have  grown  old  in  a  day,  or  even  in  a  few 
hours,  and  smiled,  perhaps,  as  at  a  fabfc,  Iml  ^ 
verily  there  m  much  of  tnilh  in  such  tltii 
Sorrow  and  misery  are  swifter  far  than 
and  blanch  the  hair  and  check  of  youth  with  a 
strange  and  prematufc  decay.  Luigi  pet  forth 
from  his  native  Jand  a  liright  and  hopeful  bciy> 
full  of  high  and  joyous  anticiimtions,  and  «igecj 
to  enter  at  once  upon  the  reolizatiau  of  all  tho^" 
faiiy  dreams  which  had  haunted  him  from  hU 
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youth  upwards.  But  the  charmed  sleep  of  a 
hapi^  boyhood  had  been  rudely  broken,  and 
those  who  had  parted  with  him  at  the  Bay  of 
Naples,  with  a  smile  for  their  youthful  com- 
mander, received  him  again^  after  his  brief 
absence,  with  a  deep  reverence,  which  marked 
the  change  that  had  passed  over  him. 

It  was  midnight  when  they  again  embarked, 
and  a  profound  silence  reigned  on  board  the 
little  vessel  as  she  glided  like  a  spirit  over  the 
moonlit  water.  The  sailors  lay  huddled  toge- 
ther in  wild  and  picturesque  groups  upon  the 
deck,  while  their  captain  leant  with  folded  amis 
against  the  side  of  the  vessel  and  dreamt  of  his 
mountain  home  in  Abruzzi,  and  the  beloved 
ones,  it  would  be  so  long  before  he  again  beheld. 
Luigi  stood  apart  with  his  hands  pressed  against 
his  ears,  and  the  perspiration  standing  like  beads 
upon  his  white  brow,  striving  to  shut  out  those 
fearful  and  heart-rending  shrieks,  the  sound  of 
which  existed  only  in  his  imagination,  until  at 
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IcDgth  the  cabin-boy  ha^iog  lighted  the  Uinp 
while  his  Captain,  aft^r  the  simple  fashion  of  hk 
oountry,  prononnced  m  a  oteur^  distinct  voice 
the  following  benediction  : — "  Santn  notit  m 
tuita  la  compapiia  f**  Sleep^  deservedly  called 
the  blessed,  fell  upon  that  tired  crew. 


*  A  ^Ij  good  night  to  &U  tli«  cooipatij  I 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Mourn  not  for  her  who  died ! — she  lived  as  Saints 
Might  pray  to  live— she  died  as  Christians  die  ! 

Dr.  Anstsk. 


Sudden  death  may  be,  and  is  a  very  fearful 
thing ;  to  look  around  and  miss  in  a  moment  the 
being  with  whom  we  have  held  sweet  compa- 
nionship for  years,  and  parted  from,  as  dear 
friends  part  who  are  soon  to  see  each  other 
again.  It  seems  as  if  they  were  not  dead,  but 
only  gone  away  for  a  time:  there  was  bloom  on 
their  cheeks,  and  light  in  their  eyes  when  we 
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saw  them  la^t,  antl  the  heart  refuses  to  a^i>ciaU' 
with  their  bclo%ecl  images  the  revolting  idea  of 
decay  ami  death.  But  to  watch  tlie  lamp  of 
life  day  after  day,  and  hour  after  hour,  gohi^ 
gradnally  oat— to  sec  one  we  love,  and  who 
lovea  UB  even  now  with  a  sjnrit  lin^^riog  niid- 
wi*y  between  earth  and  heaven^  and  drawn 
downwards  only  hy  that  fiassionato  afFeciion^ 
dying  as  it  were  by  inches :  tt  is  this  fn>iii 
which  we  ^lionld  pray  most  earnestly  to  be  de- 
livered— it  is  this  which  drtmj-^  the  brow  with 
the  sweat  of  hunian  agony »  which  clings  to  the 
memory  and  haunts  and  saddens  our  fatnre 
liveSj  which  makes  us  weary  heaven  with  -ini- 
pions  supplications  to  let  us  die  too.  And  then^ 
when  the  hour  of  protracted  sidrering  i&  paat, 
leaves  us  heart-broken  and  desolate  ! 

In  ^uch  manner  drew  the  sinless  existence  of 
loll  to  its  close.  Day  and  night  Fermnte  never 
Bhmnk  from  his  awful  tnj^k,  and  when  the  dyiJig 
girl  lifted  up  from  time  to  tiine  her  large  heavy 
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eyes^  and  met  those  which  she  loved  so  well 
watching  over  her,  a  faint  smile  would  steal  into 
her  wan  face,  and  unbend  in  momentary  sweet- 
ness, the  rigid  sternness  of  her  thin  white  lips, 
which  went  quivering  back  to  their  true  ex- 
pression, as  the  feeling  passed  away  from  her 
dimmed  mind,  while  Marianna  Iiiding  her  face 
convulsively  in  her  hands,  would  pray  to  the 
merciful  God  to  take  her  speedily  to  himself. 

It  was  a  fearful  sight  to  mark  them  as  they 
lingered  thus,  no  word  being  exchanged  between 
the  brother  and  sister,  for  fear  of  disturbing  the 
deep  rest  of  her  whose  faint  and  gasping  breath 
alon^  told  that  she  yet  existed.  The  only  living 
and  active  thing  in  that  gloomy  chamber  was 
thought,  which  held  revelry  in  the  silence, 
making  it  the  more  terrible.  It  carried  back 
the  dying  girl  to  her  childhood's  home  in  Ter- 
racina ;  and  dim  shadowy  forms  and  wan  faces, 
tinted  with  the  deep  yellow  hue  of  the  Malaria, 
came  thronging  in  troops  to  Iier  bed-side,  and 
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beckoning  her  mw» j  trith  loi^  bony  fingers,  as 
thougb  her  mbode  in  the  kind  of  the  stranger 
had  alreadj  been  too  long.  To  the  Poet  it 
biOQgfat  vision  upon  vision  of  the  past,  and  dim 
toie-shadowings  of  the  future,  until  he  could 
have  shrieked  aloud  in  his  remorseful  agony, 
vhile  it  made  poor  Marianna  long  to  change 
places  with  the  pale  young  thing  before  her, 
and  then  she  reproached  herself  for  the  thought 
as  her  eyes  fell  upon  the  troubled  countenance 
of  her  bebved  brother,  but  in  spite  of  all  her 
efforts  to  the  contrary,  it  would  keep  haunting 
her,  and  she  wondered  that  any  one  should  ever 
weep  for  those  who  died  young ;  it  seemed  to 
her  to  be  such  a  blissful  thing,  to  escape  thus, 
from  those  at\or-trials,  which  are  more  or  less 
the  heritage  of  every  child  of  earth. 

Presently  loli  moved  slightly,  and  made  a 
>-ain  cftort  to  raise  up  her  feeble  head,  which 
was  anticipated  by  Ferrante  with  the  watchful 
tenderness  of  a   woman  ;    while   a  faint   and 
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scarcely  perceptible  tint  stole  over  the  wan 
cheek  of  the  dying  girl,  as  she  rested  for  a 
few  moments,  with  closed  eyelids,  upon  his 
bosom,  as  though  she  were  quite  happy  now ; 
but  the  burning  and  irrepressible  tears  of  the 
young  Poet  falling  on  her  face  seemed  to  arouse 
her  into  consciousness,  and  bending  towards 
him,  she  whispered  his  name  in  a  scarcely 
audible  voice. 

"  My  beloved  one  1 "  replied  Ferrante,  "  what 
would  you?** 

*'  Nothing — ^I  require  nothing,''  said  loli, 
with  a  happy  smile. 

'^Do  you  suffer  much?"  asked  Marianna, 
after  a  pause. 

^^Not  now,  my  sister;  but  it  has  been  a 
weary  struggle — and  even  yet  my  spirit  clings 
vainly  and  lingeringly  to  earth.  It  is  a  beauti- 
ful world  I — at  least  it  has  been  so  to  me  ever 
since  I  left  Terracina:    full  of  glad  things, 
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±wrcs^  sai  tcrdi — aad  Hai  kents  and  lovii^ 
<^«&.  I  wm  ^^^ry  too^  Id  fie,  Muiamiai! — 
An  Tatf*ne  xrx  &iv>as^  I  woafa,  in  HeaTcn?'' 

^  X>  ^RE^'^  mid  Harismn,  soodui^lj  : 
-^  1^  isfefr  ;«s^  aad  1 1  laiifiil  go  dione.'' 

-^  Aail  ^aB  veBCCt  Ji^sn  m  those  bliggfiil 
res^zftrr'^  ssioeii  die  djia^gizl,  in  an  anxioois 


""  %.r.d  z^mz  :: !  *  raited  Miirianict  bowinir 

"  Y'js^  7C1J  f:c  z>e.  .3t^i>c:?t,  "*  ?aid  loli, 
:  L::il7.  -  X>;!>.-:v^x  I  owe  :o  your  teaohin^ 
_I  zij  zi-z^zlt  ki^rwl^^irr  cf  the  holy  and  the 
r.oi  :  r^ny  ::c  z>e,  ihii  we  may  meo:  again  in 
TJiii:  H:'iven    ^bi:h   y?u    hnve    tiiigh:    me   to 

Trsc   vjung   Pviei  mrrK-i  away  hi?  head  and 

*-  Coc>e,'   5axl  loli,   gently,  ^  let   us  fancy 
•:;ii^ht<  -^:  Xarle?:  repeat  some  of  the  sweet 
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prayers  you  taught  me  then — not  that  I  have 
forgotten  them,  but  I  am  too  feeble— come, 
Niccolo  " 

Ferrante  knelt  down  by  the  bedside  and 
lifted  up  his  chisped  hands  in  wordless  agony 
and  remorse ;  but,  though  his  white  lips  moved^ 
his  parched  throat  refused  to  give  utterance  to 
a  sound ;  and  he  bowed  down  his  lofty  head 
before  that  sacred  being  in  whose  presence  he 
felt  that  prayer  from  him  would  be  mockery ; 
but  there  was  one  young  voice  liftied  up  in  the 
deep  solitude  of  that  chamber  of  death,  which 
breathed  peace  to  the  fading  senses  of  tlie 
dying  girl,  and  calmed  the  wild  throbbings  of  a 
heart  which  dared  not  join  in  the  simple 
worship,  which  brought  back  to  the  crime- 
stained  man  visions  of  his  happy  and  sinless 
boyhood. 

When  loli  spoke  again  her  voice  was  shrill 
and  changed,  and  her  white  face  had  a  strange 
expression  on  it,  which  was  not  of  this  world. 
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*'  How  dark  it  ifl|**  said  the  giri,  trembUng 
with  aa  unknown  fear,  **  I  can  sc^ircely  see 
you.  There  ia  a  shxidow  befofe  mj  eyes — a 
coldj  dim  shadow ^—whicli  is  creeping  gradually 
over  my  heart, — NicGol6 1 — My  beloved ! — hold 
me  to  you— doser— closer — I  am  going — going 
— God  have  mercy  ujion  me  T 

**  Amen  I  amen,"  said  Marianna,  while  Fm^ 
rante  supported  the  slight  form  of  the  dying 
girl  in  breath  less  silence* 

**  Oh  I  that  I  could  look  upon  you  agam^  niy 
Niccol6r  said  loll  in  a  whlaper,  **  only  for  one 
moment— I  have  forgotten  what  yon  are  lite— - 
and  it  is  so  dark  V* 

Mananna  rose  up  from  her  knees,  and  fling* 
iikg  open  the  shnttersr  the  bright  sunlight  i^iue 
streamijig  into  the  apartment  in  all  its  noontide 
splendour* 

**  I  see  1"  exdaimed  the  girl  joyfully,  '*  It  i^ 
the  face  of  an  angel ! — There  ie  glory  on  it ! — 
'  [^giory  I"  and  a  smile  came  over  her  face 
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as  she  played  unconscioiisly  with  her  thin 
fingers  in  the  bright  sunshine.  That  smile 
never  lefl  it  again. 

"  She  sleeps,"  said  Ferrante  at  length. 

^  She  will  never  wake  again/'  replied  the 
weeping  Marianna.     ^^  She  is  dead  I" 

Ferrante  uttered  a  sharp  cry  of  agony,  and 
removing  his  arms  from  about  the  corpse  it  fell 
back  heavily,  and  then  lie  calm  and  motionless. 

Another  link,  the  brightest  and  the  best,  had 
been  riven  from  the  fragile  chain,  which  bound 
him  to  life,  and  he  dared  in  his  anguish  to 
believe  that  no  misery  which  could  be  in  store 
for  him,  would  be  half  as  bad  as  that  which 
had  come  to  pass.  Alas!  for  the  Poetl — the 
tears  which  he  shed  over  the  early  doom  of  the 
young  and  purehearted  loli ;  she  whose  exis- 
tence he  had  brightened,  and  whose  closing 
scene  had  been  cheered  by  the  heavenly  counsel 
he  had  given  her,  who  had  died  blessing  him, 
what  were  they  to  the  bitterness  of  despair — 
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wildii6ss — and  d 
migAm  wUcii  wei^  jet  in  itore  for  faim  ?    But^ 
we  mu£t  not  antkipftte. 

Tl»^  we  one  howerer  of  Fermnte'A  houi 
huU,  nf  wkKb  Guk  menttoii  Ims  been  made  of] 
Igli^  htn  mho  txmtim^ed  to  reside   with  tlie 
tmita  rf  her  wmjf  beac&cUooe»  who,  thougli' 
^^  «cfil  fiir  tiie  deatk  of  IliiC  joung  aad  gefide' 

» could  Ml  help  fttfiog  «  seof^ 
thil  4ie  WM  gone.  Tbe  Seiiora  BclliJii^  nl 
tkem^  m  kiiid  lieaifted  woD^uij  and  poasioaateljr  | 
■ttMked  tsi  FcRSUte  aod  his  mster^  wks  not 
wiahovt «  certaiii  worldlineas  of  thougbt^  and 
ftrihgp  wUeh  w  s{it  to  be  the  sccompamment 
€if  ape  And  experience.  That  b  to  mj,  the 
nmasoe  wUeh  hauoti  our  joathful  day#,  and 
Ifiqgi  iti  gM^  radiance  over  every  object  on 
wUeb  we  loofci  had  passed  away^  and  ghe  $aw 
lift  aa  tt  vas*  pethttps  even  more  cold  and  harsh 
tlma  it  really  v«a»  but  we  are  apt  to  faJl  into 
H^raffbetbn  for  Kiccol6  oould  not 
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* 

blind  her  to  his  fiuilto,  or  the  glory  he  had  woii» 
to  the  fearful  retribution  which  most  inevitably 
follow.  '  But  ahe  was  a  woman  of  few  wordcf, 
and  if,  while  Marianna  told  her  what  had  been 
aaid  of  her  brother  by  Alberti,  and  a  little  crowd 
of  adnurers,  her  thoughts  reverted  to  the  curses, 
not  loud  but  deep,  breathed  upon  hb  name  by 
the  good  of  all  nations,  she  kept  them  to  herself 
and  dismissed  the  affectionate  sister  without  a 
word  being  uttered,  which  should  dim  the 
brightness  of  her  love  for  that  brother  who 
needed  it  so  much. 

The  Senora  Bellini  saw  in  a  moment  the  long 
tnun  of  evils  which  must  follow  the  introduction 
of  loli  into  the  family  of  her  protector ;  she  who 
had  been  his  sole  companion  for  months,  and 
whose  deep  love  for  him  she  was  so  careless 
about  concealing.  Not  that  she  doubted  the 
purity  of  his  motives  and  actions,  or  the  perfect 
innocence  of  loli,  for  who  could  do  so  and  look 
upon  her  sinless  face  ?    But  would  the  world  be 
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longer  trembled  when  a  passing  glance  rested 
on  the  beautiful  face  of  Marianna,  for  fear  it 
might  be  one  of  pity  or  contempt  for  the  com* 
panion  of  her  brother's  mistress. 

'*  Marianna,"  said  the  Senora,  one  morning, 
after  she  had  for  many  hours  been  a  silent  spec- 
tator of  the  many  little  affectionate  wiles  with 
which  she  had  sought  to  soothe  the  melancholy 
«f  her  beloved  brother ;  and  when,  after  siifging 
to  him  all  the  songs  which  he  used  to  like  so 
well  to  listen  to,  she  had  on  his  departure  leant 
her  head  wearily  against  the  instrument,  '^  Ma- 
rianna,  this  will  never  da'' 

**  What  will  never  do  ?"  said  the  young  girl, 
lookmg  suddenly  up,  for  she  had  forgotten  any 
one  was  in  the  room  besides  herself. 

''  The  constant  violence  which  you  are  doing 
to  your  own  feelings,  my  child,  in  order  that 
you  may  not  agitate  those  of  your  brother.  I 
would  a  thousand  times  rather  see  you  crying 
all  day  long,  than  smiling  in  that  wretched 
M  3 
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manner,  every  tin^c  he  looks  at  yoiL     It   is 
unnatural,  and  will  be  tlie  death  of  you  I" 

It^Iarianna  did  not  replyj  but  she  looked  a^ 
though  the  punishment  held  out  were  not  a  very  J 
fearful  one  to  contemplate, 

"  Besides,"  continued  the  Senora,  "  you  are! 
doing  harm  by  it  not  only  to  yourself,  but] 
to  him." 

*^  To  my  brother  ? — No,  no,"  said  the  young 
girlj  shaking  her  bead,  "  he  has  trouble  enough, 
and  I  will  not  add  to  it  by  the  contemplation  of 
my  wretchedness," 

"  On  the  cootmry,  it  would  divert  him  from « 
dwelling  so  constantly  on  thoughts  which  are  fast 
destroy  ing  him.  There  was  a  time  when  Nic- 
Colo  was  not  so  easily  deceived  i  when  he  would 
come  to  me  with  an  anxious  countenance  if  your 
check  looked  only  a  thought  paler,  or  your  eyes 
less  bright,  and  ask  me  if  nothing  could  be  done 
to  restore  their  wonted  lustre," 

"  He  has  had  much  to  distract  hi^  attention 
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since  then,"  said  Morianna,  pleadingly^  '*  and 
yet  I  think  he  loves  me  stilL'* 

*'  I  am  sure  he  does^  my  child^  and  it  is  that 
assurance  on  which  I  build  my  hopes  of  rousing 
him  from  the  deep  apathy  into  which  he  has 
fallen,  and  which  your  mistaken  kindness  only 
encourages.'^ 

"  What  would  you  do  ?"  asked  Marianna. 

**  Arouse  his  love  for  you  through  his  fears, 
and  divert  his  mind  from  brooding  on  iis  own 
sad  thoughts,  by  drawing  his  attention  to  the 
increasing  ill  health  of  the  sister  and  companion 
of  his  childhood" 

"  But  I  am  not  ill,"  said  the  young  girl, 
averting  her  head. 

"  Not  very— not  very  ill— at  least  I  hope 
not,"  said  the  Senora,  in  a  ftdtering  voice,  as 
she  contemplated  with  a  foreboding  heart  the 
end  of  all  this ;  and  how  long  it  would  be  before 
she  might  be  called  upon  to  follow  another,  in 


her    kind   friend,   without   speaki 
heart  was  touched. 

"  Aye,  weep,  cara  mia  /'* 
pressing  her  lips'affectibnately  tol 
"  Tears  are  God's  gifts  to  the : 
sole  balm  of  the  breaking 
strain  them  again ;"  and  eho 
moist  eyes,  as  yielding  to  ih: 
violence  of  her  feelings ;  MarinDna.  *' 
by  laying  her  head  upon  her  bosow*^ 
bing  and  crjring  like  a  young  chUd* 

"  Now,"  said  the   Senora,    "  1 
upon  your  lying  down  until  I  cue 
you,  when  I  hope  to  find  you  all  tlie 
giving  way  to  your  natural  feeling!'. 
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sorrow  may  have  made  ms  appear,  it  has  not 
altered  m^." 

"  Then  let  it  be  so  again,  my  brother. — Let 
us  form  our  own  world,  and  shutting  out  all 
darker  thoughts,  it  may  still  be  a  little  world  of 


Ferrante  looked  keenly  at  her  as  she  pro- 
nounced the  last  word ;  but  her  love  for  hini 
made  her  firm,  and  she  met  his  eyes  with  a 
l^nce  of  such  deep  affection,  that  he  was  again 
deceived,  and  dared  to  think  it  possible  that  her 
dream  might  yet  be  realised,  or  her  health  at 
least  restored  by  his  love  and  care.  If  it  were 
a  fantasy,  it  was  one  likely  to  have  a  beneficial 
effect  upon  the  minds  of  both,  so  let  it  pass. 
The  fairy  visions  of  youth  and  hope  are  rarely, 
if  ever,  realised ;  and  yet,  even  in  imagination, 
they  form  a  sunny  track  to  which  we  often  turn 
aside  in  our  weary  journey  through  life. 

"  Oh  I  would,"  said  Ferrante,  as  he  pressed 
her  to  his  bosom,  '*  would  that  with  the  affec- 
M  5 
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tion  of  OUT  childhood  we  could  rec^  lU  purityi 
its  iioUiiesa^thati  conecious  as  theii  of  desanriog 
your  care^seB,  1  could  feel  my  cheeks  flmh  with 
an  honest  pride  when  you  bestowed  them^ 
instead  of  ehrinking  back  and  ficarcely  daring  to 
meet  the  eyes  of  one  whom  I  have  so  wronged." 

"My  brother  I"  exclaimed  Mari«Bn%  while 
her  lips  clung  fondly  to  hm.  "  My  worehipped 
brother  1''  And  truly  her  love  for  him  waa  half 
idolatry  ;  that  wild  vain  love  of  woman  which 
is  flung  down  recklessly  before  the  altar  of  her 
affections,  and  clings  undyiDgly  to  thenujied 
shrine  until  its  devotion  hallows  it* 

From  tliat  day  the  Senora  Bellbu  had  reiMH 
to  congratulate  herself  on  the  result  of  her  plan 
as  regarded  both  the  brother  and  sister,  who, 
as  if  conscious  that  they  owed  her  mucK  *^ 
doubled  their  attentions  towards  her.  But  a 
fresh  sorrow  was  at  hand,  from  which  ev^i  thia 
kmd  friend  had  no  power  to  save  them. 


THE  PRICE   OF   FAME.  255 


CHAPTER  XI. 


**  If  I  had  never  li\ed,  that  which  I  lo\e 
Had  sull  been  living  ;_had  I  never  loved. 
That  which  I  lore  would  still  be  beautiful, 
*'*PPy»  *nd  P^*»nK  happineit." 

Bybos. 


A  few  days  alter  the  conversation  before 
narrated^  as  Niccol6  and  his  sister  were  sitting 
together  in  his  little  study,  the  servant  entered 
and  announced  the  unexpected  arrival  of  Carl 
RiccardL  It  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever 
entered  the  house  since  the  occurrence  of  that 
event,  which  had  ended  in  the  madness  of  hiH 
sister,  and  the  premature  death  of  his  father ; 
and  a  dark  foreboding  of  coming  evil  fell  like  a 
doud    upon  the  heart  of  the  Poet;    while 
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Marmnna,  quietly  deciding  in  her  own  mind 
tliat  he  bud  only  come  laden  with  messages  and 
letters  from  Us  abaent  brother^  kumediatel/ 
gare  orders  for  his  admittance.  8he  woidd, 
however,  have  utterly  fulled  to  recogniije  her 
long  estranged  eouBin,  in  the  fierce  and  haggaid 
looking  being  before  her,  who,  reeling  into  the 
room,  like  a  man  under  the  influence  of  soQie 
potent  opiate^  sank  mechanically  into  the  n^re&t^^ 
chair,  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hands, 

"  In  the  name  of  heaven,  what  has   haji- 
pened  ?"  exclaimed  Marianna ;   while  FerrantQ  \ 
remiuncd  pale  and  motionless  as  his  strange ' 
visitor.     **  Speak  to  me,  Carl— your  brother — 
my     coudn^ — my    Luigi— my    merry-hearted 
Luigi^ where  is  he  now?" 

*'  God  only  knowSi''  replied  BiccsnlL 

*'  Is  he  dead  then  ?**  screamed  MarianDa. 

**Ko,  no,  Luigi  13  weU,  at  least  I  know  of 
nothing  to  the  contrary." 

"  Thank    Heaven  T    said    the  young  girl. 
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drawing  a  long  breath ;  "  and  now  will  you 
tell  me,  dear  Carl,  what  has  happened  to 
agitate  you  so  violently  ?  " 

"  Have  you  forgotten,"  said  RIccardi,  fixing 
his  glittering  eyes  upon  the  shrinking  form  of 
the  Poet,  "  that  I  have  a  sister  as  well  as  a 
brother?" 

"What  of  her?"  exclaimed  Ferrante, 
springing  forward :  "  by  your  glance  this 
should  concern  me." 

"  It  should ;  and  not  you  only,  who  have 
destroyed  her,  but  all  of  us." 

"  Leave  us,  Marianna,"  said  Ferrante,  *  turn- 
ing to  his  sister. 

But  Carl  placed  himself  suddenly  between 
her  and  the  door. 

**  Is  it  to  come  to  this  ?  "  said  he,  ginnding 
his  teeth  with  rage ;  "  that  the  name  of  Beatrice 
Riccardi  has  become  a  sound  unfit  to  give 
utterance  to  in  the  presence  of  Marianna  Fer- 
rante;   or,  if  it   be  so,   whose  devilish  arts 
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Btained  the  angel  purity  of  a  nature  once  as 
Bl)otle63  as  her  young  cousin^a  ?  ** 

**  Let  me  stay*  Niccol6>"  said  the  bewildt^recl 
giri,  clinging  to  hi^  arm  i  "  Carl  Riccardi  will 
not  mj  that,  while  I  am  by,  which  I  should 
hlu$h  t0  hear," 

Subdued  by  ber  gentlenessj  her  angry  cousin 
took  the  hnnd  which  she  extended  to  him,  and 
bent  ]m  lipg  to  it  in  ailence;  while  a  host  of 
old  and  cherished  recollectione  came  back  to 
hie  heart  and  softened  it.  Marianna  «aw  her 
advantage  and  pursued  it. 

"  For  mercy'e  sake^  deal  gently  with  my 
brother/'  said  she,  drawing  him  aside  and 
speaking  in  an  earnest  whi8[i€r  \  '^  if  he  has 
tinned  he  has  likewise  suffered.  I,  who  have 
been  with  him  in  his  bitterest  agony,  can  alone 
tell  how  much,  BelieTe  me,  Caii,  that,  in 
comparison  with  the  ceaseless  agony  and 
remorse  he  has  since  endured :  your  poor  sister 
was  happy  in  going  ioa4*' 
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The  young  man  averted  his  head  to  hide  the 
quick  tears  which^  in  spite  of  all  his  efforts  to 
the  contrary,  wonld  force  their  way  thick  and 
blindingly ;  and,  after  a  few  moments'  pause, 
Marianna  returned  once  more  to  her  brother, 
and  placing  her  hand  in  his,  waited  calmly  for 
him  to  speak  again. 

**We  are  wasting  time,  Senor  Riccardi," 
said  Ferrante,  at  length,  observing  that  he  still 
continued  silent. 

"  You  are  right — Oh  I  God,  even  now  she 
may  have  arrived  I" 

"  She — is  Beatrice  then  about  to  return 
home?'' 

**  She  has  no  home !"  said  Carl  vehemently. 
"  But  read  this  letter,  which  I  have  received 
scarcely  an  hour  since." 

Ferrante  took  it,  but  his  hand  trembled  vio- 
lently, and  Marianna  had  to  steady  it  for  him. 
It  was  from  the  Senor  Londi,  telling  him  of 
Luigi's  hurried  visit  to  Naples,  and  how,  ever 
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Tl'ktt  CM  be  done?''    asked    Mariaitna, 
to  be  caliD,  ia  ovder  that  she  mi^  be 
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of  some  use  in  this  fearfiil,  emergency.  "  Can 
we  not  despatch  some  one  to  meet  the  poor 
wanderer  ?  " 

**  No  I  no !  **  said  Carl,  passionately,  "  there 
is  no  fear :  she  will  be  here  ere  long — she  will 
bear  up  until  then,  if  it  is  only  to  die  on  the 
threshold." 

"  But  may  she  not  return  to  the  place  from 
which  they  bore  her — to  the  abode  of  her 
earliest  childhood  ?  "  asked  the  young  girl,  in  a 
low  voice. 

**  Did  she  go  there,  when  she  ran  away  from 
her  husband's  house  at  Florence  ? "  replied 
Carl,  gloomily.  **  It  will  be  the  same  now.  I 
wiU,  however,  return,  in  case  it  should  be  so, 
and  trust  that  you  will  let  me  know  if  she 
comes  here  during  my  absence." 

"  Certainly,  certainly  we  wiU,"  said  Mari- 
anna ;  "  but  be  calm,  my  poor  cousin  l-^who 
knows  but  what  this  may  be  all  for  the  best ;  I 
have  heard  and  read  of  insane  people  going 


2A:t  VB  rsoc  cv  fjuo. 


tfamZH!!     MUCK 

jiffi'i***^.  vbucibj'  wBBv  WWW  ■Kvc  been 
res&:re-i  to  dhcBL"' 

-  Aail  €^ra  if  kdioail  faeflo^'md  Bkcaidi, 
jrai^'j  vrcJi  ker  visk  BssEBfrl  tendcnieae^ — 

3Lir^oitt  dad  boC  icplj;  but  Femnte, 
BC^i::^  cis  vbhe  Epi^  aid,  in  a  hoarse  Ttnce — 

-  Tbez  h  wc^iLi  be  c%lt  task  to  suppHcate 
Hz-iTiz  iz  it?  mercy  to  restc-re  that  cloud  to 

L«=r  1  iir:  iz«i  bnhu  whicfa  shut  out  all  recol- 
lectivQ  •::'  :J:e  ttarful  poft :  to  pray  for  madaes.s 
— .:r  t:r  i:-i:Ii — h  boits  not  which,  a£  for  some 

0:<tlie:::  to  an  imploring  look  from  ilari- 
inni.  Carl  n-:»w  quitted  them  and  returned 
h.:c:e  :  while  the  young  girL  having  issued  the 
necesiory  orders  to  her  domestics,  in  case  of 
Beatrice's  TnaL-ing  her  appearance  at  any  time, 
aime  l-ack,  and  resumed  her  vain  endeavours  to 
comfort  her  unhappy  brother.      At  one  time 
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she  had  felt  anxious  to  penetrate  the  mystery, 
which  had  always  hung  over  the  fate  of  the 
young  Countess;  but  now  she  shrank  timidly 
back  whenever  a  single  word  was  uttered  that 
bore  upon  a  subject  which  her  imperfect 
knowledge  of>  and  her  wild  fears^  painted  to  her 
as  worse,  perhaps,  than  it  really  was. 

"  Hark  I"  said  Ferrante  at  length,  while  he 
grasped  her  arm  with  a  violence  that  almost 
made  her  scream,  "  did  you  hear  nothing  ?" 

'^  Not  a  sound,"  said  Mariannn,  shuddering. 

"  There,  again  I — she  is  here — Oh  1  God, 
must  we  meet  thus  ?" 

"  Be  calm,"  said  his  sister,  soothingly,  *'  the 
servants  have  received  their  orders,  I  alone  will 
see  her." 

"  You,  Marianna^ — no,  no,  my  kind  and  gentle 
sister,  that  were  worse  stilL" 

"  And  why  ?"  asked  the  young  girl  quietly. 

•*  She  would  frighten  you,  mia  cara,  by  raving 


jtit,  lor  St  dist  moment 
kard  dv  trad  of  qyroaching 
)  of  miDd  £d  not  for- 
e  met  the  domestic 
«■  tke  Stan  viA  a  letter  lor  Femmte. 

*  It  k  from  Us  H%lme»  the  Prinoey''  said 
IfanrnM,  JBst  gioMi^  at  the  seaL 

«"  More  m  DeiTB,  doobtlesB,"  said  the  Poet, 
glooaaOT.  ^  bat  read  it  aloud,  dearest ;  after 
what  I  faaxe  borne  this  day,  all  other  eTils  seem 
a$B0thii^.^ 

Niccolo  was  wroo^  howerer,  in  his  fore- 
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bodingSy  the  letter  merely  containing  a  summons 
for  him  to  come  immediately  to  the  palace^  as 
his  Highness  had  something  of  importance  to 
communicate. 

**  An  order  for  my  banishment^  perhaps/  said 
Ferrante. 

"  The  letter  seems  kindly  worded,"  observed 
Marianna  soothingly,  ^^  you  must  obey  it,  my 
brother." 

"  No,  no,  I  shall  send  an  excuse— do  y(u 
write  one  for  me,  for  my  hand  trembles 
strangely." 

"  I  tell  you,  you  must  go,"  said  his  sister, 
firmly,  "  the  air  will  revive  and  do  you  good, 
and  by  the  time  you  return,  all,  perliaps,  may 
be  over." 

^^  How  do  you  mean  ?"  asked  Ferrante,  in  a 
hoarse  voice,  while  his  thoughts  went  back  to 
the  haunting  sentence  of  Carl  Riccardi,  '^  she 
will  bear  up  until  then  if  it  is  only  to  die  upon 
the  threshhold  I" 


or  FAME- 


«  SoBfkf  All  I  hope  hf  tfaal  ttme  she  will  be 
i«ita«d  to  lier  bfftstfaerw* 

«  Well,  wdi  I  hope  so  too,*  mM  the  Poet,  a 
little  wiUj,  ''iiiid  Doir  I  wiU  obe}r  Tcni}  )la- 
nsDfia,  hj  gong  forth  to  meet  this  fredi  mis- 
fbtttmew** 

The  Jtmag  gid  sAiled  dseeii ylly  upon  him 
MS  he  boot  to  kiss  her ;  uid  ifaeii  icarcely  wait- 
tug  imtil  the  door  had  cksed  upon  bis  retrcatiiig 
tarmkf  An^  beraeU*  npoo  her  knees  and  gave  fuQ 
rcBi  to  the  Ttolenoe  of  her  ematioiis.     The  day 
Itud  been  mtenselj  hot,  and  now^  although  it 
■cftfcelj  nomMf  twilight  seemed   fust   ap- 
io  dark  and  low  hung  the   heaTv, 
lesden-hned  clouds  i  and  as  alio  looked  at  tbem  a 
thoa^and  wild  fancies  rushed  through  her  mind. 
She  no  longer  eat  in  momeataiy  expectation 
of  the  arriTml  of  her  unfortunate  eouein,  hat 
bl^Kti  to  think  how  imltkely  it  was  that  ehe 
wodd  come  at  all;  and  to  wonder  whether  sui- 
cide could  be  Tifiitedj  on  one  go  lost,  us  a  crime ; 
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until  unable  at  length  to  bear  any  longer  the 
weight  of  her  own  wild  ima^ings  she  passed 
through  the  dim  chamber  with  fearful  steps, 
and  sought  the  society  of  the  Senora  Bellini. 

The  young  Prince  received  his  lavourite  with 
even  more  than  his  usual  kindness;  he  was 
touched  perhaps  by  witnessing  the  change  that 
had  come  over  him  since  he  had  seen  him  last* 

"  Niccolo,"  said  he,  "  in  your  frequent  ab- 
sence from  court  your  friends  have  not  been 
unmindful  6f  you;  here  is  a  deed  which  creates 
you  Duke  di  Ferrante." 

The  wan  cheek  of  the  Poet  flushed  with  a 
sudden  pride,  and  then  paled  again  as  he  thought 
of  her,  on  whom  the  dignity  of  his  new  title 
would  have  sat  so  well — his  lost  Ipi>olita;  and 
his  expressions  of  gratitude  were  such  as  might 
be  expected  from  a  proud  and  haughty  si)irit 
which  despised,  while  it  felt  conscious  of  merit- 
ing, every  fresh  honour  that  could  be  conferred 
upon  it. 
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*^  You  need  not  th^ik  loe,^  anid  the  Priiice, 
*'  it  was  no  thought  of  miae ;  but  L«  Zucca* 
?el)i  would  not  let  me  rest  HDtil  il  was  done.— 
You  have  heard  of  La  Zucc&relll  ?^ 

"  Who  h  there  in  Italy  that  has  aotT  re- 
plied Ferrante.     ^'  But  ihe  has  nerer  seen  meJ' 

**  A  Piiet  has  only  to  be  read — your  book  b 
neirer  out  of  her  lumd!^'^ 

"  A  fit  theme  far  a  Idog's  ml^tres^*'  muttefied^ 
Fcrrante- 

"  It  was  she,"  continaed  the  Prince,  **  who 
suggested  the  eroclion  of  your  buit  iq  the 
Great  Square  immediately  fronting  the  Palace* 
[  But  you  shaU  see  and  thank  her  yourielf.  Li 
ZuccareUi  has  stratige  notional  and  never  rc- 
oeives  oompany,  but  I  have  her  permkiion  to 
bring  you  at  any  time.^ 

**  I  should  be  sorry  to  intrude,"  &aid  Ferrmiito> 
and  yet  I  must  confess  that  I  am  not  a  little 
ixious  to  behold  my  kind  patronesst  mtme 
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especially  ne  report  speaks  of  her  as  being  as 
beautiful  as  she  is  kind." 

**  Come  then  at  onoe,"  sud  the  good-natured 
Prince  starting  np,  '*  and  you  shall  judge  for 
yourself  about  that"  He  led  the  way  as  he 
spoke  to  a  suite  of  apartments  distinct  from 
the  Palace,  and  fitted  up  in  a  style  of  costly 
magnificence ;  while  Ferrante^  in  spite  of  his 
misery,  followed  with  a  feeling  of  curiosity. 

"  Can  I  speak  with  your  lady,  Amila?" 
said  the  Prince  to  a  young  m^dcn  whom  he 
found  waiting  in  the  ante-chamber. 

The  girl^  who  had  evidently  been  weeping, 
disappeared  to  enquire ;  and  returned  in  a  few 
moments  to  say  that  La  Zuccarelli  felt  herself 
too  much  indisposed  to  admit  any  one. 

"  Tell  her,"  said  the  young  Prince,  "  that 
the  Poet  Ferrante  is  without" 
'  ^'  Rather  let  us  withdraw,"  said    Niccolo, 
'*  another  time  will  do  as  welL" 

**  Nonsense,"  replied  Alberti^  ^'  she  is  not 
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Todlr  ill*  b;it  it  u  oRen.  tbus  «besi  ^€  does  aoi 

He  wa9  tatcfraptcd  by  «  wild  ^cre^ii  of 
l^nsiEi^  uttered  mm  fetmle  Toice^  mad  the  young 
^ri  appeucd  i^gaia  to  osliei'  KicccAo  into  the 
of  ber  mtsti^eis.  Tbe  young  Prinoe 
with  m  merry  Imugh ;  and  Ferrante 
fiMd  Umelf  wiam  witb-IppoUta  I ! 

*^  Kifieolu^**  «ud  tbe  jcniBg  girl  m  elie  took 
bk  baa^  and  peemed  tbeia  paaaiopatdy  to  her 
Upev  "  ^  v^  maei  mt  kst! — Obi  tuniDot  from 
me  tbna — I  hare  Ui«d  but  for  ibis  bour  T 

*^  And  art  tboa  hat  ZuocareUi  >**  asked  Fer- 
laKle^  in  a  boa^se  vioioe. 

"  To  bim— but  Ippolita  still  to  thoeJ^ 

•*  Away  Tiaid  Feirante  fiercely,   "  You  aro" 
nitt  my  pure— my  beautiful— iny  first  love  I** 

'*  I  am  wbat  you  ba\^  made  m^"  mid  tbe 
gill  eotdlj.  '^KtQColo,  after  you  let\  us  the 
last  time,  ju^  wben  your  Poem  caiue  out,  my 
falber  entered  my  cbamber,  pide  and  agitated. 
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and  bid  uie  swear  Instntitly  never  to  behold  you 
jgBin^  but  I  would  noU  He  even  knelt  to  me ; 
but  my  love  for  you  made  me  firm;  and  he  was 
obliged  to  be  contented  at  last  with  a  eolemm 
vow/  wrung  from  my  agony  and  despair  at 
eyeing  that  kiud  and  greyheaded  old  man  at  my 
feet^  that  for  a  certain  period  I  would  hold  no 
oommunication  wiUi,  or  even  see  you,  Niccold, 
it  was  a  rash  vow*  but  I  could  not  altogether 
withstand  his  teara,  and  pniyers,  and  he  told 
me  it  would  be  for  my  own  eternal  happiness, 

"After  that  I  was  ill — very  iU — they  thought 
me  dying!  I  took  no  pleasure  in  my  books  or 
flowers;  and  my  lute  brought  too  vividly  back 
to  my  mind  the  remembrance  of  the  many 
happy  hours  it  had  made  when  I  sang  to  thee* 

**  I  believe  I  should  have  gone  mad,  but  for 
my  faithful  attendant  Therei^,  who  brought  me, 
with  a  strict  injunction  to  conceal  it  from  my 
fat  he  r^  your  beautiful  book  At  first  I  would 
not  l)clieve  that  you  had  written  it— I  tossed  it 
jf  3 


ianm   iul.  tai  ianc  Jtj9^  ^assnumi^   3d<r* 

\nz  '^Mt  n^niL  uT  jmr  nme  n«K  ^e  jac^  •flrs^ 
JK  Iflipjc.  Mj  ^auiiiki  iTTMiii  IOC  I  rvac  bb^ 
mui  Tf^usst  X  ssQui  loc  ngj^g:  -rn  aie  wcmwrs 

^  FnoL  iLj  vsrj  ^aaUbHii  I  lai  WflK  «Bri  fo 

j-.ji* — i^i  ^;ir  -r-iHC.  I  ia»i  jjs  j:c — ir'z^tz.  I 

ic:*.i,  »r/i  I:  ^*ri  ^ar»:r>i  z^eatIj  a  year  l<r::re 
1  .->  ^ipL'^t'.vri  of  rr.v  t^tt  ;  I  coa^er.ted  t  «  £.:- 
^r.v.j/iri V  Kim  V^'^.k  i:  Ii^j.  Niccolj  !  il  I 
h*;*'.'  -:..;.  i.  i:  wis  to  b-E:  near  thee — to  have  it 
.:.  rr*;.  [^  v.  .r,  rr  the  l»iindle?5  influence  I  po*- 
-•'---I  o%^r  the  Uiiad  of  Albeni,  to  gratify,  to 
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the  utmost  extent,  the  wildest  and  most  ambi- 
tious of  your  wishes.     But  you  are  ill  I" 

"  Leave  me,"  said  Ferrante,  in  a  low  voice. 
**  Oh  !  God,  this  is  horrible  T 

The  face  of  Ippolita  grew  ghastly  pale  as  she 
gazed  on  the  altered  features  of  her  lover—  as 
she  listened  to  his  despairing  cries,  as  grovelling 
with  his  lofty  brow  in  the  dust  at  her  feet,  he 
abjectly  entreated  that  she  would  forgive  and 
not  curse  him ! 

"  Speak  to  me !"  said  the  girl  wildly.  "  Nio- 
colo! — Niccol61— weave  for  me  moreofthoHO 
beautiful  sophistries.  Tell  me. not  that  thoy 
are  false  !— that  it  was  a  dream  ! — or,  if  it  bo 
one,  in  pity  continue  to  deceive  me  !*' 

"  What  says  the  whisperings  of  thy  better 
angel  ?"  asked  Ferrante.  "  How  read  you  the 
starry  skies  and  the  flowery  earth  ?** 

"  They  speak  to  me  of  God,  but  you  taught 
me  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  their  voices,  and  I 'will 
believe  you  still,  even  before  them,  if  you  will 
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ooQtiaue  to  assert  that  they   are  as   nothing.'' 

**  But  if  1  recant  from  my  impiety — from  my 
fotrful  alKJStacy  I— if  I  confess  God  ?*" 

**  Then,"  interrupted  the  girl,  "  I  read  in 
tliat  confeesion  my  condemnation  and  my 
doom  !" 

"  Ippolita,"  said  tlic  Poet  solemnlyj  *'  would 
that  with  the  faitli  of  thy  holy  cMdhood  I 
could  restore  thee  its  lost  purity  and  joy* 
There  is  a  Deity  !— Pray  to  Him  for  ui  Iwth 
— the  destroyer  and  the  victim !" 

The  young  girl  uttered  a  long  scream  of 
agony^  and  fell  lifeless  at  liia  feet ;  while  at  that 
instant  a  storm^  which  bad  for  some  time  been 
brooding  oT^r  the  ci^,  burst  forth  with 
iyghtfiil  violence  ;  and  the  air  ftom  the  open 
window  by  which  Fcirante  supported  his  ineen- 
atble  burden,  came  in  like  the  soorchiug  breath 
of  the  Simoon.  The  Poet  cowered  before  the 
lighfcning  flash — heburied  hii  face  in  Ippolita*s 
white  robe,  and  bowed  down  his  head  aa  the 
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thunder  rolled  over  it ;  when  suddenly  a  wild 
cry  made  him  start  upou  his  feet  The  light- 
ning had  struck  the  marble  bust  in  the  Great 
Square  and  shattered  it  to  atoms,  and  the  streets 
were  soon  filled  with  an  eager  crowd,  calling 
for  their  Poet,  for  as  yet  they  scarcely  under- 
stood whether  it  was  the  real  Ferrante  or  his 
bust  for  which  they  were  to  mourn. 

**  The  vengeance  of  an  offended  Deity  has 
fallen  upon  him  at  length,^  said  an  old  man,  as 
he  jmused  a  moment  beneath  the  window.  '^  It 
was  but  yesterday  I  heard  from  good  authority 
that  his  blasphemous  Poem  was  to  be  burned  in 
the  public  market-place,  and  not  a  copy  of  it 
suffered  to  exist ;  l^ut  the  baud  of  God  is 
swifter  than  that  of  man.  After  this,  I  should 
think  that  the  Prince  will  be  no  longer  mad 
enough  to  stand  between  Ferrante  and  bis 
doom." 

The  old  man  passed  on  with  his  eompiinion. 
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and  a  deafening  peal  of  thunder  overwkelmed 
the  agonizing  cry  of  the  despairing  Poet 

"  Niceolo,^  said  a  gentle  voice  hy  his  side, 
"nay  dear  NiceolOi  what  has liappcned ?" 

Fcrrante  started,  and  looking  Buddonly  up, 
beheld  the  [mle  face  of  biB  young  eUter  bending 
anxiously  over  him.  She  was  attired  in  a  long 
white  night  dress,  and  her  dark  hair  fell  cure- 
Icasly  around  her. 

**  Where  am  I  ?"  asked  the  bewildered  Poet^ 
**  and  what  has  become  of  my  poor  Ippolita  ?*' 

'*  With  respect  to  your  second  question,  I 
know  nothing,**  replied  Mariaana,  laughingly, 
but,  for  the  first,  you  are  in  your  own  study, 
where  you  have  been,  as  usual,  all  nighu  But 
as  I  lay  awake  listening  to  the  storm,  I  thought 
I  heard  you  scream,  and  fearing  that  the  light- 
ning might  have  struck  you,  hastened  hither," 

'*  No,  not  me,"  said  Permute,  wildly,  "  but 
my  marble  bust  in  the  Great  Square/ 

**  Come,  come,"  interrupted  Marianna,  lean- 
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ing  gently  on  his  shoulder,  "  you  have  been 
dreaming,  and  are  so  still." 

Ferrante  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair,  and 
gazed  eagerly  around  on  all  the  old  familiar 
things  among  which  he  was  wont  to  sit— on  his 
favourite  authors,  ranged  within  reach  of  his 
hand,  and  the  fresh  flowers  with  which  his 
young  sister  used  to  love  to  ornament  his  room ; 
i\nd  his  eye's  fell  lastly  on  the  heap  of  unpub- 
lished manuscript  on  which  his  weary  head  had 
rested  when  he  dropped  asleep  ! 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 


"  Prayer  u  the  contrite  smtier'f  volcei 

Returning  from  his  w^y%i 
While  AngcU  in  tbeir  fiongs  rejoice. 
And  say — *'  Be  bold  he  prays  I'* 

MoNTGoMllfT, 


The  fallow  iDg  mortiiiig^  Boon  sfY«r  simriie, 
a  long  Btream  of  people  might  be  seen  moving 
hurriedly  towards  the  ohurcli^  to  return  thanks 
for  their  deliverance  from  the  late  fearful 
atonn,  and  supplicate  a  oontinuance  of  the 
protection  of  Heaven :  on  they  came>  from  the 
busy  haunts  of  the  great  city,  or  their  simple 
cottages  on  its  outskirts ;   and  even  the  very 
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children  neither  leaped  or  shouted  as  they 
passed  along  by  the  green  margin  of  sparkling 
waters,  lately  so  swollen  and  terrible,  but 
walked  onwards  with  bent  heads,  and  the  love 
and  fear  of  God  in  their  hearts. 

The  old  church  looked  even  more  than 
usually  picturesque  in  that  dim  morning  light, 
which  but  faintly  shadowed  out  the  rich  tracery 
upon  its  noble  facade,  which  was  carved  and 
fretted  almost  into  sponge-work;  and  the 
ancient  looking  doors  and  windows,  and  even 
the  very  pillars  loaded  with  bas-reliefs:  but 
the  interior,  with  its  long  line  of  columnal 
perspective,  was  even  more  picturesquely  beau- 
tiful ;  and  few  could  look  on  that  massive  roof 
— the  exquisite  sculpture  of  the  aisles—the 
gloom  which  hangs  even  at  mid-day  over  its 
gigantic  columns,  and  is  only  penetrated  by 
the  indefinite  light  of  a  painted  window,  with- 
out experiencing  those  feelings  of  awe  and 
reverence  which  should  come  oyer  us  in  the 
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temple  of  the  Most  High ;  and  to  which  nothing 
m  eo  likely  to  conduce  as  the  vastne^  of  such 
a  place  as  we  have  been  describing. 

The  wax  tapers  burning  before  the  altar  §ent 
forth  a  flood  of  light,  which,  dnncitig  and 
flickering  upon  the  marble  pavement,  poured 
along  tlie  great  nave  and  athwart  the  massive 
columns^  making  the  deep  obscurity  of  the 
objects  beyond  even  more  profound  i  and,  as  far 
m  the  eye  could  reach,  even  to  tlie  very 
remotest  recess  of  those  sliadowy  pillars,  knelt 
a  crowd  of  worshipping  people,  bending  their 
heada  to  the  earth,  with  a  stillness— a  devotion 
which  ahnost  connected  them  with  the  pictures 
and  statues  around  them :  indeed  the  beautiful 
faces  of  tlie  peasant  glrla  of  Italy,  hallowed  as 
they  were  by  the  thoughts  and  feelings  of  the 
,  place  in  which  they  knelt^  might  well  have  been 
mistaken  for  those  of  the  Saints  themselves. 
In  Uiat  mijEed  congregation  might  have  been 
eeen,  to  use  the  eloquent  language  of  a  traveller 
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in  Italy,*  **  the  dark  gloomy  gaze  of  the  brood- 
ing fanatic,  whose  flashing  eye  seems  to  kindle 
at  the  denunciations  uttered, — the  quiet,  un- 
thinking air  of  contented  stupidity,  —the  speak- 
ing eye  of  the  rational  and  enquiring  spirit, — 
the  careless  indifference  and  wandering  gaze  of 
the  frivolous, — and  the  fearfully  assumed 
mockery  of  the  daring  Atheist.  Some  gliding, 
now  seen— now  lost  among  the  pillars ;  others 
conversing  in  groups,  or  praying  apart." 

But  there  was  one  there,  a  tall,  noble  figure, 
enveloped  in  a  large  mantle,  the  dark  colour  of 
which  contrasted  strangely  vnth  the  paleness  of 
his  face,  although  his  eyes  were  singularly 
bright  and  animated,  who,  withdrawing  apart 
from  the  rest,  remained  prostrate  before  the 
altar  during  the  whole  of  the  service:  it  was 
the  first  he  had  attended  since  his  childhood. 

•  Mr.  Bell. 
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None  but  tliat  Being  before  whom  be  jxnircd 
out  his  whole  soul  could  tell  bow  far  it  had 
elnned,  or  how  deep  was  its  penitence ;  could 
number  the  high  reeolutioua  for  the  future^  made 
in  that  brief  hour  of  pmyeri  or  witness  tlit* 
tears  which  couraed  each  other  down  the  |iak' 
face  of  the  man,  as  he  recalled  to  mindi  when  a 
young  child,  clinging  to  his  mother's  hand,  he 
bad  last  eought  that  place  and  prayed.  There 
was  another,  too>  in  that  old  chureh,  whose 
thoughts  wandered  from  his  devotions  to  his 
fellow- worshippen  Who  rejoiced  to  see  him 
there  with  that  deep,  holy  pleasure  with  which 
the  angeb  welcome  baek  a  lost  spirit^  whom 
they  have  long  wept  for  in  vain,  that  is  if 
angels  weep,  and  we  think  they  must  eometimes» 
if  it  is  only  for  joy. 

At  length  the  congregation  began  slowly  tn 
digperee,  and  the  eyes  of  the  young  Poet  and 
his  companion  meeting,  exchanged  a  long  deep 
look  of  love;  but  no  word  was  spoken,  and  the 
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Count  LeoiM  departed  silently,  in  an  opposite 
direction* 

On  emerging  from  the  church  Ferrante  un- 
expectedly encountered  the  Marquis  Venanzio, 
and  a  deep  flush  passed  over  his  white  cheek. 

"  Why  should  you  seek  to  avoid  me,  Nic- 
col6  ?  ^  said  the  old  man,  with  more  of  kindness 
and  respect  in  his  manner  towards  him  than  he 
had  ever  before  evinced.  "  Come  home  with 
me,  and  Ippolita  shall  make  breakfast  for  us.'' 

Ferrante  willingly  complied,  and  although 
but  few  words  were  exchanged  between  them 
during  their  walk,  the  Marquis  had  never  felt 
better  pleased  with  his  young  companion. 

Ippolita  was  a  little  astonished  to  see  them 
both  come  in  together,  but  she  arose  to  receive 
him  with  a  smile  that  plainly  told  how  welcome 
he  was,  placing  both  her  little  hands  in  his, 
with  an  air  of  confiding  affection.  But  some- 
how on  that  morning  Ferrante  did  not  seem  to 


i  vitk  kcr  Imdi  aalj,  bat 
'tovaidakHD  pRsed  hit  lips  to  ber 
it  wUeb  iht  old  Ibnqiiia  Isoglied 
hentilj;  and  ^polil%  oIiImi^^  she  hhubed  a 
Elde,  bnghed  too,  for  she  tit  wry  hapfiy- 

«•  How  pok  yoQ  look,  Nieoold,''  add  the 
jtmng  gaif  sow  fiir  Ae  fint  dmo  oboenring  his 
ahered  appeanuice. 

**  Do L  dearest?"' 

"YeSy  indeed;  only  look  at  him,  my  dear 
£uberr 

**  Perhaps  it  was  the  storm,''  obsenrcd  the 
Marquis^  smilingly,  ^  which  frightened  him.'' 

"  You  will  bring  me  to  confession,  I  sec,'* 
said  Xiccolo,  *'  I  was  not  in  bed  all  last  night, 
which  may  account  for  a  little  of  this  morning's 
yelenessT 

Ippolita  looked  at  him,  half  reproachfully, 
through  her  tears;  for  the  gradual  decline  of 
his  health,  finom  intense  study,  had  given  her 
much  pain  to  observe. 
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^^  Nay,  do  not  chide  me,  dearest,"  said  Nio- 
colo,  ^^  and  I  promise  that  it  shall  not  happen 
again.  From  this  day  I  intend  to  lead  a  new 
life,  and  your  happiness  shall  be  my  only  study 
in  future."  The  Poet  spoke  gaily,  but  this 
might  only  have  been  to  hide  the  deeper 
emotion,  which,  in  spite  of  his  efforts  to  the 
contrary,  made  his  voice  falter  slightly,  and 
sent  a  bright  flush  into  his  wasted  check ;  but 
Ippolita's  heart  leaped  for  joy  as  she  listened  to 
him,  and  there  were  tears  in  the  eyes  of  her 
old  father,  as  he  hastily  averted  them  from  the 
face  of  his  guest. 

Ferrante  had  been  a  favourite  with  the 
Marquis  from  his  very  boyhood,  who  piqued 
himself,  even  then,  upon  the  discovery  of  germs 
of  higher  promise  amidst  his  reckless  follies. 
He  had  marked  with  a  keen  glance  the  after 
struggle  in  the  powerful  mind  of  the  young 
Poet,  and  wept  for  him,  when  ^  hb  thoughts 
mistook   themselves,"  but  hoped  on  for   the 


the  viU  ftlEes  of  his  borlaood,  Alt  he  dued 
to  stake  eren  die  bappioeeB  of  lus  pore  *aiid 
Tiitiioas  child  upon  the  isnie,  and  the  result 
proved  him  r^t  in  hiscnnjectmes. 

As  for  Ferrante,  he  ielt  as  if  a  weight  had 
been  soddenlr  remoTed  finom  off  his  heart  which 
ronkl  not  snfliciently  demonstnte  its  changed 
and  ha|^  fedinga^  and  he  met  the  beaming 
eyes  of  Ippolita  with  a  gfamoe  as  tender  and 
jqyoQs  as  her  own.  So  weU  pleased  widi  each 
other,  and  so  mirthfid  were  that  little  psrty, 
that  there  seemed  to  be  some  danger  of  their 
prdongingthe  morning  meal  nntil  noaa,  had 
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not  the  Marquis  arose  up  at  length  with  a  smile 
at  his  own  forgetfulness. 

**  Can  I  speak  to  you  for  a  few  moments  ?'' 
asked  Niccolo,  in  a  low  voice^  as  he  followed 
him  to  the  doon 

"  Certainly,  certainly,  my  dear  boy  1"  replied 
the  old  man,  rubbing  his  hands  and  leading  the 
way  to  the  apartment  in  which  he  generally 
spent  his  morning  hours.  **  This  is  the  first  time 
you  have  been  inside  my  study,  Niccolo ;  but 
sit  down,  for  I  am  anxious  to  hear  what  }  ou 
can  possibly  have  to  say  to  me,"  and  the  old 
man  rubbed  his  hands  harder  than  ever,  indulg- 
ing in  a  low  quiet  laugh  as  he  did  so,  as  if  he 
knew  all  about  it  already,  without  Ferrante's 
having  the  trouble  to  explain. 

The  young  Poet  remained,  however,  standing 
before  him,  while  a  deep  flush  passed  over  his 
high  white  brow.  He  was  conscious  how  little 
he  had  deserved  to  be  intrusted  with  the  future 
happiness  of  one  so  pure  and  beautiful  as  Ippo- 
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lita ;  and  yet,  strong  in  a  tliousimd  good  rc^lu- 
tion%  be  felt  timt  she  was  safe — that  for  her 
siikc  he  would  henceforth  prove  worthy  of  her 
love.  But  Fermnte  was  too  proud  to  say  idl 
thij  to  the  ^larquia  Venan^io,  nor  was  there 
anj  occasion  for  the  old  man  read  bis  thoughts 
itpoa  hw  varying  coitntenauce^ 

*•  Ferrante,"  eaid  he  at  Icugthj  observing  that 
hii  companton  etill  continued  silent,  **  what  is 
there  that  I  can  do  for  you  ? — Coraej  coniej 
trust  in  nie  as  in  a  ilither,  and  tcU  me  frankly 
what  18  passing  in  your  mind/* 

*'  You  have  said  it,"  exclaimed  the  Poet  in  a 
low  voice,  '*  I  *ispire  to  be  your  son  !** 

**  And  you  shall !"  replied  the  old  man  vehe- 
mently •  **Bythe  Sidnte,  Niccoloj  I  swear  that 
if  I  had  to  ehooBC  a  husband  for  my  child  iu  all 
Italyi  I  would  single  you  out  to  be  ihat  man ! — 
Nayj  no  thanks — not  a  word,  my  deai-  boy — I 
shall  be  protid  to  be  your  father ;  and  Ippolita 
will  be  proud  to  be  your  wife*     Go  and  ask  her 


THE   PRICE  OF   FA3fE.  289 

if  I  Imve  epoken  more  than  the  truth."  The 
old  man  withdrew  his  hand,  as  he  spoke,  from 
the  grateful  clasp  of  his  companion,  but  not 
before  a  tear  had  fallen  upon  it,  which  shamed 
not  the  manhood  of  the  young  Poet 

There  was  no  promise  for  the  future  asj^ed 
or  given,  no  allusion  made  to  the  past  But 
Ferrante  never  violated  the  sacred  vow  which 
his  heart  uttered,  and  the  old  Marquis  had  no 
cause  to  regret  the  deep  trust  and  confidence 
which  he  placed  in  hun. 

For  a  few  moments  afler  they  had  quitted 
her,  Ippolita  sat  wondering  what  Ferrante  could 
possibly  have  to  say  to  her  father,  until  a  sus- 
picion of  the  truth  breaking  gradually  over  her 
mind,  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and 
gave  free  indulgence  to  those  blissful  visions 
which  come  to  us  at  sjuch  periods  of  our  lives 
with  peculiar  force  and  beauty,  and  which,  even 
to  look  back  upon  through  a  waste  of  weary 
years,  calls  the  light  to  oiu:  eyes  and  the  bright 


290  THE  Aits  or  TAmL 


oolovr  to  our  fided  diedok    It  seemed  stnuige^ 
and  mlmoet  fike  a  drem  to  tliai  7000^  and 
hqifyj- giri  that  At  AaalA  hare  beensiiig^ 
out  by  Fcrrante  lo-be  Ids  airied  brides  when  he 
nuglit  hare  choeen  among  the  noUeet  of  the 
land,  and  die  afanoet  ftaded  Oat  alife dedi- 
cated to  lum  woqU  Bcaitdy  iqiaythisgeneruus 
preference.     And  jet,  thoogfat  Ippolit%  al- 
though he  might  hare  won  many  more  high-bom 
and  l^enutiful — more  capable  of  appreciating  his 
genius  he  could  not  have  found  one  who  would 
love  him  better.     And  then  her  sanguine  ima- 
gination pictured  their  future  home,  and  how 
she  would  try  to  make  it  a  liappy  home  for  him ; 
until  her  meditations  were  interrupted  by  the 
sound  of  that  very  voice  which  had  so  long  been 
haunting  her  busy  fancy,  and  Ferrante  himself 
knelt  at  her  feet,  turning  her  iairy  vision  into 
reality  by  his  low-breathed  vows. 

We  do  not  intend,  however,  to  narrate  what 
passed  in  that  interval,  holding  it  to  be  sacrile- 
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gioud  to  intrude  upon  such  a  soene.  Our  readers 
must  unagine  it  for  themselves,  and,  whether 
they  draw  from  memory  or  imagination,  it  will, 
we  are  convinced,  lose  nothing  by  being  left  in 
such  good  hands. 

And  yet  it  was  a  s  veet  picture  to  see  that 
young  and  graceful  girl,  as  she  bent  over  her 
kneeling  lover,  veiling  her  s^ft  blue  eyes  with 
their  deep  silken  fringe  before  the  passionate 
glance  of  his ;  and  then,  grown  bolder  at  length 
in  the  deep  strength  of  her  pure  and  loving 
heart,  parting  away  the  hair  from  his  lofty  brow 
with  her  white  fingers,  and  imprinting  on  it  a 
long  and  trembling  kiss. 

That  evening  Ferrante  returned  home  with  a 
light  and  joyous  step.  But  on  his  opening  the 
door  of  their  usuai  sitting-room,  Marianna 
rushed  past  him,  looking  flushed  and  agitated, 
as  if  she  had  been  weeping,  but  still  very  happy, 
and,  entering  the  apartment,  he  found  only  the 
Count  LeonL 
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"  Have  you  waited  long  for  m©  T  aaked  tlic 
Poetj  €Xt€ni^g  his  hand  to  meet  the  fervi 

sp  of  liis  friend 

'  Not  veiy/  replied  Leonii  in  some  emb 
rofisment. 

**  The  time  has  not  appeared  so,  pei^spiblj 
said  Ferrante,  witli  an  arch  smile,  while 
Count  walked  baatlly  to  the  window  to  cooc 
hia  agUation,  ''  Comes"  said  FerniDte,  wl 
wad  too  happy  himself^  not  to  fed  atudoua  I 
make  others  so,  *'  deal  frankly  with  mep  Paul, 
and  tell  me  what  you  have  been  ^ying  to  my 
little  Marian na  to  make  her  weep*" 

"  Xiccolo,"  said  the  young  Count,  abrui*th% 
'*  I  have  broken  faith  with  you." 

"  Ah  I  I  see,"  said  Fcrraute,  lnughinglypi 
*^  my  sweet  sister  looked  more  than  usually  likl 
an  angel,  and  you  could  not  help  telling 
that  you  thought  so. — Is  not  that  it?  We 
well,  there  is  no  great  harm  done — but  wl 
said  my  bright-eyed  Mariauna  ?" 
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"  She  referred  rae  to  her  brolher,"  said  Leoni, 
eagerly  grasping  the  friendly  hand  that  was 
extended  to  him. 

"Poor  child r  said  Nicoolo  fondly,*' God 
bless  her !  — God  bless  you  both  I  And  may  you 
be  as  happy  always  as  I  am  now." 

A  mutual  explanation  followed,  and  in  the 
course  of  time,  they  became  brothers  in  r^ty, 
as  they  had  long  been  brothers  in  affection. 

Haying  now  brought  up  our  narrative  to  the 
true  orthodox  point ;  for  few  authors  we  believe 
venture  beyond  the  pale  of  matrimony.  It 
only  remains  for  us  to  inform  such  of  our  gentle 
readers  as  may  have  been  interested  for  poor 
Beatrice,  that,  in  process  of  time,  she  became 
quite  reconciled,  and  even  attached  to  her 
indulgent  and  kind-hearted  husband;  and  that 
the  only  lingering  sympton  that  ever  evinced 
itself  of  her  early  love,  was  the  affection  she 
always  manifested  for  the  children  of  Ferrante. 

Luigi  realized  his  early  dreams,  and  became 
a  soldier.    While  more  than  one  memorial  of 

VOL.  ui.  o 
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the  exquisite  designs  of  bis  brotLer  Carl  yet 
remoiDs  to  keep  alive  tbe  memorir  of  bis  genius 
ill  his  native  land. 

"  But  tbe  Poem  ^  some  of  our  renders  will 
inquire,   **  that  Poem  which  was  to  charm  all 
Italy,  and  extend  the  fame  of  its  author  to  the 
most  remote  regions  of  the  earth  ? — What  has 
become  of  it  ?    Is  that  heap  of  mouldering 
a^hes  in  truth  all  that  remains  of  one  of  the 
finest  productions  of  human  genius  and  Intel- 
lect y — We  answer  that  it  is.     And  there  are 
manv  Poets,  for  whom  it  would  have  been  as 
well,  if,  like  Ferrantc,  they  had  destroyed  the 
eftubions  of  their  youths  repented  of  perhaps  in 
later  days,  when  repentance  wat    unavailing, 
and  been  contented  with  a  reputation  not  won 
from  a  (x^rvertcd  and  faUe  taste,  but  foimded 
i»n  the  admiration  of  the  wise  and  good.     Im- 
mortality on  earth  is  a  great — a  glorious  thing  ! 
but  shall  we  dare  to  risk  in  its  attainment,  our 
immortality  in  Heaven  ? 

THE  END. 
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